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DEDICATOBY  EPISTLE 


TO 


JOHN    AULDJO,   ESQ.,  ETC., 

AT  NAPLES. 


LOHDOHt 

MY  DEAR  AULDJO,  —  Permit  me,  as  a  memento  of  the  pleasant  hours 
we  passed  together,  and  the  intimacy  we  formed  by  the  winding  shores 
and  the  rosy  seas  of  the  old  Parthenope,  to  dedicate  to  you  this  romance. 
It  was  written  in  perhaps  the  happiest  period  of  my  literary  life,  — 
when  success  began  to  brighten  upon  my  labours,  and  it  seemed  to  me  a 
fine  thing  to  make  a  name.  Reputation,  like  all  possessions,  fairer  in 
the  hope  than  the  reality,  shone  before  me  in  the  gloss  of  novelty ;  and 
1  had  neither  felt  the  envy  it  excites,  the  weariness  it  occasions,  nor 
(worse  than  all)  that  coarse  and  painful  notoriety,  that  something  be- 
tween the  gossip  and  the  slander,  which  attends  every  man  whose 
writings  become  known,  —  surrendering  the  grateful  privacies  of  life 
to 

"  The  gaudy,  babbling,  and  remorseless  day." 

In  short,  yet  almost  a  boy  (for,  in  years  at  least,  I  was  little  more, 
when  "  Pelham  "  and  "  The  Disowned  "  were  conceived  and  composed), 
and  full  of  the  sanguine  arrogance  of  hope,  I  pictured  to  myself  far 
greater  triumphs  than  it  will  ever  be  mine  to  achieve :  and  never  did 
architect  of  dreams  build  his  pyramid  upon  (alas !)  a  narrower  base,  or 
a  more  crumbling  soil  I  ...  Time  cures  us  effectually  of  these  self- 
conceits,  and  brings  us,  somewhat  harshly,  from  the  gay  extravagance 
of  confounding  the  much  that  we  design  with  the  little  that  we  can 
accomplish. 

"  The  Disowned  "  and  "  Devereux  "  were  both  completed  in  retire- 
ment, and  in  the  midst  of  metaphysical  studies  and  investigations,  varied 
and  miscellaneous  enough,  if  not  very  deeply  conned.  At  that  time  I 
was  indeed  engaged  in  preparing  for  the  press  a  Philosophical  Work 
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which  I  had  afterwards  the  good  sense  to  postpone  to  a  riper  age  and  a 
more  sobered  mind.  But  the  effect  of  these  studies  is  somewhat  preju- 
dicially visible  in  both  the  romances  I  have  referred  to ;  and  the  external 
and  dramatic  colourings  which  belong  to  fiction  are  too  often  forsaken  for 
the  inward  and  subtile  analysis  of  motives,  characters,  and  actions.  The 
workman  was  not  sufficiently  master  of  his  art  to  forbear  the  vanity  of 
parading  the  wheels  of  the  mechanism,  and  was  too  fond  of  calling 
attention  to  the  minute  and  tedious  operations  by  which,  the  movements 
were  to  be  performed  and  the  result  obtained.  I  believe  that  an  author 
is  generally  pleased  with  his  work  less  in  proportion  as  it  is  good,  than 
in  proportion  as  it  fulfils  the  idea  with  which  he  commenced  it.  He  is 
rarely  perhaps  an  accurate  judge  how  far  the  execution  is  in  itself 
faulty  or  meritorious ;  but  he  judges  with  tolerable  success  how  far  it 
accomplishes  the  end  and  objects  of  the  conception.  He  is  pleased  with 
his  work,  in  short,  according  as  he  can  say,  "  This  has  expressed  what 
I  meant  it  to  convey."  But  the  reader,  who  is  not  in  the  secret  of  the 
author's  original  design,  usually  views  the  work  through  a  different 
medium ;  and  is  perhaps  in  this  the  wiser  critic  of  the  two :  for  the 
book  that  wanders  the  most  from  the  idea  which  originated  it  may 
often  be  better  than  that  which  is  rigidly  limited  to  the  unfolding  and 
denouement  of  a  single  conception.  If  we  accept  this  solution,  we  may  be 
enabled  to  understand  why  an  author  not  unfrequently  makes  favourites 
of  some  of  his  productions  most  condemned  by  the  public.  For  my  own 
part,  I  remember  that  "Devereux"  pleased  me  better  than  "Pelham" 
or  "  The  Disowned,"  because  the  execution  more  exactly  corresponded 
with  the  design.  It  expressed  with  tolerable  fidelity  what  I  meant  it  to 
express.  That  was  a  happy  age,  my  dear  Auldjo,  when,  on  finishing  a 
work,  we  could  feel  contented  with  our  labour,  and  fancy  we  had  done 
our  best  1  Now,  alas  !  I  have  learned  enough  of  the  wonders  of  the  Art 
to  recognize  all  the  deficiencies  of  the  Disciple ;  and  to  know  that  no 
author  worth  the  reading  can  ever  in  one  single  work  do  half  of  which 
he  ie  capable. 

What  man  ever  wrote  anything  really  good  who  did  not  feel  that  he 
had  the  ability  to  write  something  better  ?  Writing,  after  all,  is  a  cold 
and  a  coarse  interpreter  of  thought.  How  much  of  the  imagination, 
how  much  of  the  intellect,  evaporates  and  is  lost  while  we  seek  to  em- 
body it  in  words  I  Man  made  language  and  God  the  genius.  Nothing 
short  of  an  eternity  could  enable  men  who  imagine,  think,  and  feel,  to 
express  all  they  have  imagined,  thought,  and  felt.  Immortality,  the 
spiritual  desire,  is  the  intellectual  necessity. 

In  "  Devereux  "  I  wished  to  portray  a  man  flourishing  in  the  last 
•  century  with  the  train  of  mind  and  sentiment  peculiar  to  the  present ; 
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describing  a  life,  and  not  its  dramatic  epitome,  the  historical  characters 
introduced  are  not  closely  woven  with  the  main  plot,  like  those  in  the 
fictions  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  but  are  rather,  like  the  narrative  romances 
of  an  earlier  school,  designed  to  relieve  the  predominant  interest,  and 
give  a  greater  air  of  truth  and  actuality  to  the  supposed  memoir.  It  is 
a  fiction  which  deals  less  with  the  Picturesque  than  the  Real.  Of  the 
principal  character  thus  introduced  (the  celebrated  and  graceful,  but 
charlatanic,  Bolingbroke)  I  still  think  that  my  sketch,  upon  the  whole, 
is  substantially  just.  We  must  not  judge  of  the  politicians  of  one  age 
by  the  lights  of  another.  Happily  we  now  demand  in  a  statesman  a 
desire  for  other  aims  than  his  own  advancement ;  but  at  that  period 
ambition  was  almost  universally  selfish  —  the  Statesman  was  yet  a 
Courtier  —  a  man  whose  very  destiny  it  was  to  intrigue,  to  plot,  to 
glitter,  to  deceive.  It  is  in  proportion  as  politics  have  ceased  to  be  a 
secret  science,  in  proportion  as  courts  are  less  to  be  flattered  and  tools 
to  be  managed,  that  politicians  have  become  useful  and  honest  men ; 
and  the  statesman  now  directs  a  people,  where  once  he  outwitted  an 
ante-chamber.  Compare  Bolingbroke  —  not  with  the  men  and  by  the 
rules  of  this  day,  but  with  the  men  and  by  the  rules  of  the  last.  He 
will  lose  nothing  in  comparison  with  a  Walpole,  with  a  Marlborough  on 
the  one  side,  —  with  an  Oxford  or  a  Swift  upon  the  other. 

And  now,  my  dear  Auldjo,  you  have  had  enough  of  my  egotisms.  As 
our  works  grow  up,  —  like  old  parents,  we  grow  garrulous,  and  love  to 
recur  to  the  happier  days  of  their  childhood ;  we  talk  over  the  pleasant 
pain  they  cost  us  in  their  rearing,  and  memory  renews  the  season  of 
dreams  and  hopes ;  we  speak  of  their  faults  as  of  things  past,  of  their 
merits  as  of  things  enduring  :  we  are  proud  to  see  them  still  living,  and, 
after  many  a  harsh  ordeal  and  rude  assault,  keeping  a  certain  station  in 
the  world  ;  we  hoped  perhaps  something  better  for  them  in  their  cradle, 
but  as  it  is  we  have  good  cause  to  be  contented.  You,  a  fellow-author, 
and  one  whose  spirited  and  charming  sketches  embody  so  much  of  per- 
sonal adventure,  and  therefore  so  much  connect  themselves  with  associ- 
ations of  real  life  as  well  as  of  the  studious  closet ;  you  know,  and  must 
feel  with  me,  that  these  our  books  are  a  part  of  us,  bone  of  our  bone 
and  flesh  of  our  flesh  !  They  treasure  up  the  thoughts  which  stirred  us, 
the  affections  which  warmed  us,  years  ago ;  they  are  the  mirrors  of  how 
much  of  what  we  were  !  To  the  world  they  are  but  as  a  certain  number 
of  pages,  —  good  or  bad,  —  tedious  or  diverting ;  but  to  ourselves,  the 
authors,  they  are  as  marks  in  the  wild  maze  of  life  by  which  we  can 
retrace  our  steps,  and  be  with  our  youth  again.  What  would  I  not  give 
to  feel  as  I  felt,  to  hope  as  I  hoped,  to  believe  as  I  believed,  when  this 
work  was  first  launched  upon  the  world  !  But  time  gives  while  it  takes 
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away ;  and  amongst  its  recompenses  for  many  losses  are  the  memories 
I  referred  to  in  commencing  this  letter,  and  gratefully  revert  to  at  its 
close.  From  the  land  of  cloud  and  the  life  of  toil,  I  turn  to  that  golden 
clime  and  the  happy  indolence  that  so  well  accords  with  it ;  and  hope 
once  more,  ere  I  die,  with  a  companion  whose  knowledge  can  recall  the 
past  and  whose  gayety  can  enliven  the  present,  to  visit  the  Disburied 
City  of  Pompeii,  and  see  the  moonlight  sparkle  over  the  waves  of 
Naples.  Adieu,  my  dear  Auldjo, 

And  believe  me, 

Your  obliged  and  attached  friend, 

£.  B.  LTTTON- 


THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHER'S  INTRODUCTION. 


MY  life  has  been  one  of  frequent  adventure  and  constant 
excitement.  It  has  been  passed,  to  this  present  day,  in  a 
stirring  age,  and  not  without  acquaintance  of  the  most 
eminent  and  active  spirits  of  the  time.  Men  of  all  grades 
and  of  every  character  have  been  familiar  to  me.  War, 
love,  ambition,  the  sproll  of  sages,  the  festivals  of  wit,  the 
intrigues  of  states,  —  all  that  agitate  mankind,  the  hope 
and  the  fear,  the  labour  and  the  pleasure,  the  great  drama 
of  vanities,  with  the  little  interludes  of  wisdom ;  these  have 
been  the  occupations  of  my  manhood ;  these  will  furnish 
forth  the  materials  of  that  history  which  is  now  open  to 
your  survey.  Whatever  be  the  faults  of  the  historian,  he 
has  no  motive  to  palliate  what  he  has  committed  nor  to 
conceal  what  he  has  felt. 

Children  of  an  after  century,  the  very  time  in  which 
these  pages  will  greet  you  destroys  enough  of  the  connec- 
tion between  you  and  myself  to  render  me  indifferent  alike 
to  your  censure  and  your  applause.  Exactly  one  hundred 
years  from  the  day  this  record  is  completed  will  the  seal  I 
shall  place  on  it  be  broken  and  the  secrets  it  contains  be 
disclosed.  I  claim  that  congeniality  with  you  which  I  have 
found  not  among  my  own  coevals.  Their  thoughts,  their 
feelings,  their  views,  have  nothing  kindred  to  my  own.  I 
speak  their  language,  but  it  is  not  as  a  native  :  they  know 
not  a  syllable  of  mine  !  With  a  future  age  my  heart  may 


X       AUTOBIOGRAPHER'S  INTRODUCTION. 

have  more  in  common ;  to  a  future  age  my  thoughts  may 
be  less  unfamiliar,  and  my  sentiments  less  strange.  I  trust 
these  confessions  to  the  trial ! 

Children  of  an  after  century,  between  you  and  the  being 
who  has  traced  the  pages  ye  behold  —  that  busy,  versatile, 
restless  being: — there  is  but  one  step,  —  but  that  step  is  a 
century  !  His  now  is  separated  from  your  now  by  an  in- 
terval of  three  generations !  While  he  writes,  he  is  exult- 
ing in  the  vigour  of  health  and  manhood ;  while  ye  read, 
the  very  worms  are  starving  upon  his  dust.  This  com- 
mune between  the  living  and  the  dead ;  this  intercourse 
between  that  which  breathes  and  moves ,  and  is,  and  that 
which  life  animates  not  nor  mortality  knows,  —  annihilates 
falsehood,  and  chills  even  self-delusion  into  awe.  Come, 
then,  and  look  upon  the  picture  of  a  past  day  and  of  a  gone 
being,  without  apprehension  of  deceit ;  and  as  the  shadows 
and  lights  of  a  checkered  and  wild  existence  flit  before  you, 
watch  if  in  your  own  hearts  there  be  aught  which  mirrors 
the  reflection. 

MORTON  DEYEREUI. 


' 
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IF  this  work  possess  any  merit  of  a  Narrative  order,  it 
will  perhaps  be  found  in  its  fidelity  to  the  characteristics 
of  an  Autobiography.  The  reader  must,  indeed,  comply 
with  the  condition  exacted  from  his  imagination  and  faith  ; 
that  is  to  say,  he  must  take  the  hero  of  the  story  upon  the 
terms  for  which  Morton  Devereux  himself  stipulates  ;  and 
regard  the  supposed  Count  as  one  who  lived  and  wrote  in 
the  last  century,  but  who  (dimly  conscious  that  the  tone 
of  his  mind  harmonized  less  with  his  own  age  than  with 
that  which  was  to  come)  left  his  biography  as  a  legacy  to 
the  present.  This  assumption  (which  is  not  an  unfair 
one)  liberally  conceded,  and  allowed  to  account  for  occa- 
sional anachronisms  in  sentiment,  Morton  Devereux  will 
be  found  to  write  as  a  man  who  is  not  constructing  a  ro- 
mance, but  narrating  a  life.  He  gives  to  Love,  its  joy  and 
its  sorrow,  its  due  share  in  an  eventful  and  passionate  ex- 
istence ;  but  it  is  the  share  of  biography,  not  of  fiction. 
He  selects  from  the  crowd  of  personages  with  whom  he.  is 
brought  into  contact,  not  only  those  who  directly  influence 
his  personal  destinies,  but  those  of  whom  a  sketch  or  an 
anecdote  would  appear  to  a  biographer  likely  to  have  in- 
terest for  posterity.  Louis  XIV.,  the  Regent  Orleans, 
Peter  the  Great,  Lord  Bolingbroke,  and  others  less  emi- 
nent, but  still  of  mark  in  their  own  day,  if  growing  obscure 
to  ours,  are  introduced  not  for  the  purposes  and  agencies 
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of  fiction,  but  as  an  autobiographer's  natural  illustrations 
of  the  men  and  manners  of  his  time. 

And  here  be  it  pardoned  if  I  add  that  so  minute  an  atten- 
tion has  been  paid  to  accuracy  that  even  in  petty  details, 
and  in  relation  to  historical  characters  but  slightly  known 
to  the  ordinary  reader,  a  critic  deeply  acquainted  with  the 
memoirs  of  the  age  will  allow  that  the  novelist  is  always 
merged  in  the  narrator. 

Unless  the  Author  has  failed  more  in  his  design  than,  on 
revising  the  work  of  his  early  youth  with  the  comparatively 
impartial  eye  of  maturer  judgment,  he  is  disposed  to  con- 
cede, Morton  Devereux  will  also  be  found  with  that  marked 
individuality  of  character  which  distinguishes  the  man  who 
has  lived  and  laboured  from  the  hero  of  romance.  He  ad- 
mits into  his  life  but  few  passions  ;  those  are  tenacious  and 
intense  :  conscious  that  none  who  are  around  him  will 
sympathize  with  his  deeper  feelings,  he  veils  them  under 
the  sneer  of  an  irony  which  is  often  affected  and  never 
mirthful.  Wherever  we  find  him,  after  surviving  the  brief 
episode  of  love,  we  feel  —  though  he  does  not  tell  us  so  — 
that  he  is  alone  in  the  world.  He  is  represented  as  a  keen 
observer  and  a  successful  actor  in  the  busy  theatre  of  man- 
kind, precisely  in  proportion  as  no  cloud  from  the  heart 
obscures  the  cold  clearness  of  the  mind.  In  the  scenes  of 
pleasure  there  is  no  joy  in  his  smile  ;  in  the  contests  of  am- 
bition there  is  no  quicker  beat  of  the  pulse.  Attaining  in 
the  prime  of  manhood  such  position  and  honour  as  would 
first  content  and  then  sate  a  man  of  this  mould,  he  has 
nothing  left  but  to  discover  the  vanities  of  this  world  and 
to  ponder  on  the  hopes  of  the  next ;  and,  his  last  passion 
dying  out  in  the  retribution  that  falls  on  his  foe,  he  finally 
sits  down  in  retirement  to  rebuild  the  ruined  home  of  his 
youth,  —  unconscious  that  to  that  solitude  the  Destinies 
have  led  him  to  repair  the  waste  and  ravages  of  his  own 
melancholy  soul. 
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But  while  outward  Dramatic  harmonies  between  cause 
and  effect,  and  the  proportionate  agencies  which  characters 
introduced  in  the  Drama  bring  to  bear  upon  event  and 
catastrophe,  are  carefully  shunned,  —  as  real  life  does  for 
the  most  part  shun  them,  —  yet  there  is  a  latent  coherence 
in  all  that,  by  influencing  the  mind,  do,  though  indirectly, 
shape  out  the  fate  and  guide  the  actions. 

Dialogue  and  adventures  which,  considered  dramatically, 
would  be  episodical,  —  considered  biographically,  will  be 
found  essential  to  the  formation,  change,  and  development 
of  the  narrator's  character.  The  grave  conversations  with 
Bolingbroke  and  Richard  Cromwell,  the  light  scenes  in 
London  and  at  Paris,  the  favour  obtained  with  the  Czar  of 
Russia,  are  all  essential  to  the  creation  of  that  mixture  of 
wearied  satiety  and  mournful  thought  which  conducts  the 
Probationer  to  the  lonely  spot  in  which  he  is  destined  to 
learn  at  once  the  mystery  of  his  past  life  and  to  clear  his 
reason  from  the  doubts  that  had  obscured  the  future 
world. 

Viewing  the  work  in  this  more  subtile  and  contemplative 
light,  the  reader  will  find  not  only  the  true  test  by  which 
to  judge  of  its  design  and  nature,  but  he  may  also  recognize 
sources  of  interest  in  the  story  which  might  otherwise  have 
been  lost  to  him  ;  and  if  so,  the  Author  will  not  be  without 
excuse  for  this  criticism  upon  the  scope  and  intention  of 
his  own  work.  For  it  is  not  only  the  privilege  of  an  artist, 
but  it  is  also  sometimes  his  duty  to  the  principles  of  Art, 
to  place  the  spectator  in  that  point  of  view  wherein  the 
light  best  falls  upon  the  canvas.  "  Do  not  place  yourself 
there,"  says  the  painter  ;  "  to  judge  of  my  composition  you 
must  stand  where  I  place  you." 


CONTENTS. 


CHAPTER  L 

Page 
Of  th«  Hero's  Birth  and  Parentage.  —  Nothing  can  differ  more  from  the 

End  of  Things  than  their  Beginning 1 

.CHAPTER  II. 
A  Family  Consultation.  —  A  Priest,  and  an  Era  in  Life 5 

CHAPTER  IIL 

A  Change  in  Conduct  and  in  Character :  our  evil  Passions  will  some- 
times produce  good  Effects  ;  and  on  the  contrary,  an  Alteration  for 
the  better  in  Manners  will,  not  uufrequeatly,  have  amongst  its 
Causes  a  little  Corruption  of  Mind ;  for  the  Feelings  are  so  blended 
that,  in  suppressing  those  disagreeable  to  others,  we  often  suppress 
those  which  are  amiable  in  themselves 10 

CHAPTER  IV. 

A  Contest  of  Art  and  a  League  of  Friendship.  —  Two  Characters  in 
mutual  Ignorance  of  each  other,  and  the  Reader  no  wiser  than 
either  of  them 21 

CHAPTER  V. 

Rural  Hospitality.  —  An  extraordinary  Guest. — A  Fine  Gentleman  is 
not  necessarily  a  Fool 27 

CHAPTER  VI. 
A  Dialogue,  which  migjt  be  dull  if  it  were  longer 32 

CHAPTER  VII. 

A  Change  of  Prospects.  —  A  new  Insight  into  the  Character  of  the  Hero. 

—  A  Conference  between  two  Brothers .35 


xvi  CONTENTS. 

CHAPTER 


Page 
First  Love     .................    .....41 

CHAPTER  IX. 
A  Discovery  and  a  Departure    .......     ,    .......    54 

CHAPTER  X. 
A  very  abort  Chapter,  —  containing  a  Valet     .........      60 

CHAPTER  XL 

The  Hero  acquits  himself  honourably  as  a  Coxcomb.  —  A  Fine  Lady  of 
the  Eighteenth  Century,  and  a  fashionable  Dialogue  ;  the  Substance 
of  fashionable  Dialogue  being  in  all  Centuries  the  same  ....  62 

CHAPTER  XII. 
The  Abbe"s  Return.  —  A  Sword,  and  a  Soliloquy  ........      69 

CHAPTER   XHI. 
A  mysterious  Letter.  —  A  Duel.  —  The  Departure  of  one  of  the  Family      78 

CHAPTER  XIV. 
Being  a  Chapter  of  Trifles  ................      82 

CHAPTER  XV. 

The  Mother  and  Son.  —  Virtue  should  be  the  Sovereign  of  the  Feelings, 

not  their  Destroyer    .................      84 


HBoofe  II. 

CHAPTER  I. 

The  Hero  in  London.  —  Pleasure  is  often  the  shortest,  as  it  is  the  earliest 
road  to  Wisdom,  and  we  may  say  of  the  World  what  Zeal-of-the- 
Land-Busy  says  of  the  Pig-Booth,  "  We  escape  so  much  of  the 
other  Vanities  by  our  early  Entering  " 90 

CHAPTER  H. 

Gay  Scenes  and  Conversations.  —  The  New  Exchange  and  the  Puppet- 

Show.  —  The  Actor,  the  Sexton,  and  the  Beauty 95 


CONTENTS.  xvii 

CHAPTER  IIL 

Page 

More  Lions •    «...    101 

CHAPTER  IV. 
An  intellectual  Adventure 106 

CHAPTER   V. 
The  Beau  in  his  Den,  and  a  Philosopher  discovered      .......     109 

CHAPTER   VI. 

A  universal  Genius.  —  Pericles  turned  Barber.  —  Names  of  Beauties  in 

171— .  —  The  Toasts  of  the  Kit-Cat  Club 119 

CHAPTER   VII. 

A  Dialogue  of  Sentiment  succeeded  by  the  Sketch  of  a  Character,  in 
whose  Eyes  Sentiment  was  to  Wise  Men  what  Religion  is  to  Fools; 
namely,  a  Subject  of  Ridicule 123 

CHAPTER  Vin. 

Lightly  won,   lightly   lost.  —  A    Dialogue   of    equal    Instruction  and 

Amusement.  —  A  Visit  to  Sir  Godfrey  Kueller 130 

CHAPTER  IX. 

A  Development  of  Character,  and  a  long  Letter ;  a  Chapter,  on  the  " 
whole,  more  important  than  it  seems 135 

CHAPTER  X. 
Being  a  short  Chapter,  containing  a  most  important  Event  ....     144 

CHAPTER  XL 

Containing  more  than  any  other  Chapter  in  the  Second  Book  of  this 

History 149 


216oofc  III. 

CHAPTER  I. 

tVherein  the  History  makes  great  Progress  and  is  marked  by  one  impor- 
tant Event  in  Human  Life 169 

6 


xviii  CONTENTS. 

CHAPTER  II. 

Page 
Love;  Parting  ;  a  Death-Bed.  — After  all  Human  Nature  is  a  beautiful 

Fabric ;  and  even  its  Imperfections  are  not  odious  to  him  who  has 
studied  the  Science  of  its  Architecture,  and  formed  a  reverent 
Estimate  of  its  Creator 181 

CHAPTER  m. 
A  great  Change  of  Prospects 191 

CHAPTER  IV. 

An  Episode. — The  Son  of  the  Greatest  Man  who  (one  only  excepted) 
ever  rose  to  a  Throne,  but  by  no  means  of  the  Greatest  Man  (save 
one)  who  ever  existed 198 

CHAPTER   V. 

In  which  the  Hero  shows  Decision  on  more  Points  than  one.  —  More  of 

Isora's  Character  is  developed 207 

CHAPTER  VL 
An  Unexpected  Meeting. — Conjecture  and  Anticipation 219 

CHAPTER  VH. 

The  Events  of  a  Single  Night.  —  Moments  make  the  Hues  in  which 

Years  are  coloured ' 224 


iv. 

CHAPTER  L 
A  Re-entrance  into  Life  through  the  Ebon  Gate,  Affliction 236 

CHAPTER  IL 
Ambitious  Projects 242 

CHAPTER  IIL 
The  real  Actors  Spectators  to  the  false  ones 252 

CHAPTER  IV. 

Paris.  —  A  Female  Politician,  and  an  Ecclesiastical  One.  —  Sundry  other 

Matters 255 


CONTENTS.  xix 

CHAPTER  V. 

Page 
A  Meeting  of  Wits.  —  Conversation  gone  out  to  Supper  in  her  Dress  of 

Velvet  and  Jewels 262 

CHAPTER  VI. 
A  Court,  Courtiers,  and  a  King 27J 

CHAPTER  VIL 

Reflections.  —  A  Soiree.  —  The  Appearance  of  one  important  in  the 
History.  —  A  Conversation  with  Madame  de  Balzac  highly  satisfac- 
tory and  cheering.  —  A  Rencontre  with  a  curious  old  Soldier.  — 
The  Extinction  of  a  once  great  Luminary 286 

CHAPTER  VIH. 

In  which  there  is  Reason  to  fear  that  Princes  are  not  invariably  free 

from  Human  Peccadilloes 303 

CHAPTER  IX. 
A  Prince,  an  Audience,  and  a  Secret  Embassy     .........    308 

CHAPTER  X. 
Royal  Exertions  for  the  Good  of  the  People 316 

CHAPTER  XL 
An  Interview 822 


V. 

CHAPTER  L 
A  Portrait • 337 

CHAPTER  H. 

The  Entrance  into  Petersburg.  —  A  Rencontre  with  an  inquisitive  and 

mysterious  Stranger.  —  Nothing  like  Travel 333 

CHAPTER  HI. 
The  Czar.  —  The  Czarina.  —  A  Feast  at  a  Russian  Nobleman's  .    339 


XX  CONTENTS. 

CHAPTER  IV. 

P&go 
Conversations  with  the  Czar.  —  If  Cromwell  was  the  greatest  Man 

(Caesar  excepted)  who  ever  rose  to  the  Supreme  Power,  Peter  was 

the  greatest  Man  ever  born  to  it 344 

CHAPTER  V. 

Return  to  Paris.  —  Interview  with  Bolingbroke.  —  A  gallant  Adventure. 
—  Affair  with  Dubois.  —  Public  Life  is  a  Drama,  in  which  private 
Vices  generally  play  the  Part  of  the  Scene-shifters 350 

CHAPTER  VI. 
A  long  Interval  of  Years.  —  A  Change  of  Mind  and  its  Causes    .    .    .    362 


Book  VI. 

CHAPTER  I. 
The  Retreat 374 

CHAPTER  IL 
The  Victory 379 

CHAPTER  III 
The  Hermit  of  the  Well 382 

CHAPTER  IV. 

The  Solution  of  many  Mysteries.  —  A  dark  View  of  the  Life  and  Nature 

of  Man 396 

CHAPTER  V. 

In  which  the  History  makes  a  great  Stride  towards  the  final  Catastrophe. 

—  The  Return  to  England,  and  the  Visit  to  a  Devotee 427 

CHAPTER  VI. 
.The  Retreat  of  a  celebrated  Man,  and  a  Visit  to  a  great  Poet  ....    435 

CHAPTER  VIL 
The  Plot  approaches  its  Denouement .    447 

CHAPTER  Vm. 
The  Catastrophe 466 

CONCLUSION 472 


LIST  OF  ILLUSTRATIONS. 


DEVEREUX. 

Page 
HERE  I  FOUND  THE  STURDY  OLD  SPANIARD  WITH  HIS  SWORD 

DRAWN .Frontispiece 

THE  CASTLE  CAVE 46 

ISORA  AND  DEVEREUX  AT  THE  WINDOW 230 

THE  HERMIT  OF  THE  WELL 391 

LUCRETIA. 

LUCRETIA  AND  MAINWARING 12 

LUCRETIA  EXAMINING  HER  HUSBAND'S  SECRETARY 191 

VARNEY  PAINTING  THE  PORTRAIT  OF  HELEN  MAINWARING      .     .    396 


DEVEREUX. 


BOOK   I. 


CHAPTER  I. 

OF     THE     HERO'S     BIRTH      AND     PARENTAGE.  NOTHING     CAN 

DIFFER     MORE     FROM     THE     END     OF     THINGS     THAN     THEIR 
BEGINNING. 

MY  grandfather,  Sir  Arthur  Devereux  (peace  be  with  his 
ashes!)  was  a  noble  old  knight  and  cavalier,  possessed  of  a 
property  sufficiently  large  to  have  maintained  in  full  dignity 
half  a  dozen  peers,  —  such  as  peers  have  been  since  the  days 
of  the  first  James.  Nevertheless,  my  grandfather  loved  the 
equestrian  order  better  than  the  patrician,  rejected  all  offers 
of  advancement,  and  left  his  posterity  no  titles  but  those  to 
his  estate. 

Sir  Arthur  had  two  children  by  wedlock, —  both  sons;  at 
his  death,  my  father,  the  younger,  bade  adieu  to  the  old  hall 
and  his  only  brother,  prayed  to  the  grim  portraits  of  his  an- 
cestors to  inspire  him,  and  set  out  —  to  join  as  a  volunteer  the 
armies  of  that  Louis,  afterwards  surnamed  le  grand.  Of  him 
I  shall  say  but  little ;  the  life  of  a  soldier  has  only  two  events 
worth  recording,  —  his  first  campaign  and  his  last.  My  uncle 
did  as  his  ancestors  had  done  before  him,  and,  cheap  as  the 
dignity  had  grown,  went  up  to  court  to  be  knighted  by 
Charles  II.  He  was  so  delighted  with  what  he  saw  of  the 
metropolis  that  he  forswore  all  intention  of  leaving  it,  took 
to  Sedley  and  champagne,  flirted  with  Nell  Gwynne,  lost 
double  the  value  of  his  brother's  portion  at  one  sitting  to  the 
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chivalrous  Grammont,  wrote  a  comedy  corrected  by  Etherege, 
and  took  a  wife  recommended  by  Eochester.  The  wife 
brought  him  a  child  six  months  after  marriage,  and  the  infant 
was  born  on  the  same  day  the  comedy  was  acted.  Luckily 
for  the  honour  of  the  house,  my  uncle  shared  the  fate  of 
Plemneus,  king  of  Sicyon,  and  all  the  offspring  he  ever  had 
(that  is  to  say,  the  child  and  the  play)  "  died  as  soon  as  they 
were  born."  My  uncle  was  now  only  at  a  loss  what  to  do 
with  his  wife, — that  remaining  treasure,  whose  readiness  to 
oblige  him  had  been  so  miraculously  evinced.  She  saved  him 
the  trouble  of  long  cogitation,  an  exercise  of  intellect  to  which 
he  was  never  too  ardently  inclined.  There  was  a  gentleman 
of  the  court,  celebrated  for  his  sedateness  and  solemnity ;  my 
aunt  was  piqued  into  emulating  Orpheus,  and,  six  weeks  after 
her  confinement,  she  put  this  rock  into  motion, — they  eloped. 
Poor  gentleman!  it  must  have  been  a  severe  trial  of  patience 
to  a  man  never  known  before  to  transgress  the  very  slowest 
of  all  possible  walks,  to  have  had  two  events  of  the  most  rapid 
nature  happen  to  him  in  the  same  week:  scarcely  had  he  re- 
covered the  shock  of  being  run  away  with  by  my  aunt,  before, 
terminating  forever  his  vagrancies,  he  was  run  through  by 
my  uncle.  The  wits  made  an  epigram  upon  the  event,  and 
my  uncle,  who  was  as  bold  as  a  lion  at  the  point  of  a  sword, 
was,  to  speak  frankly,  terribly  disconcerted  by  the  point  of 
a  jest.  He  retired  to  the  country  in  a  fit  of  disgust  and  gout. 
Here  his  natural  goodness  soon  recovered  the  effects  of  the 
artificial  atmosphere  to  which  it  had  been  exposed,  and  he 
solaced  himself  by  righteously  governing  domains  worthy  of 
a  prince,  for  the  mortifications  he  had  experienced  in  the 
dishonourable  career  of  a  courtier. 

Hitherto  I  have  spoken  somewhat  slightingly  of  my  uncle, 
and  in  his  dissipation  he  deserved  it,  for  he  was  both  too  hon- 
est and  too  simple  to  shine  in  that  galaxy  of  prostituted  genius 
of  which  Charles  II.  was  the  centre.  But  in  retirement  he 
was  no  longer  the  same  person;  and  I  do  not  think  that  the 
elements  of  human  nature  could  have  furnished  forth  a  more 
amiable  character  than  Sir  William  Devereux  presiding  at 
Christmas  over  the  merriment  of  his  great  hall. 
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Good  old  man!  his  very  defects  were  what  we  loved  best  in 
him :  vanity  was  so  mingled  with  good-nature,  that  it  became 
graceful,  and  we  reverenced  one  the  most,  while  we  most 
smiled  at  the  other. 

One  peculiarity  had  he  which  the  age  he  had  lived  in  and 
his  domestic  history  rendered  natural  enough;  namely,  an 
exceeding  distaste  to  the  matrimonial  state :  early  marriages 
were  misery,  imprudent  marriages  idiotism,  and  marriage,  at 
the  best,  he  was  wont  to  say,  with  a  kindling  eye  and  a  height- 
ened colour,  marriage  at  the  best  was  the  devil!  Yet  it  must 
not  be  supposed  that  Sir  William  Devereux  was  an  ungallant 
man.  On  the  contrary,  never  did  the  beau  sexe  have  a  hum- 
bler or  more  devoted  servant.  As  nothing  in  his  estimation 
was  less  becoming  to  a  wise  man  than  matrimony,  so  noth- 
ing was  more  ornamental  than  flirtation. 

He  had  the  old  man's  weakness,  garrulity;  and  he  told 
the  wittiest  stories  in  the  world,  without  omitting  anything 
in  them  but  the  point.  This  omission  did  not  arise  from  the 
want  either  of  memory  or  of  humour;  but  solely  from  a  de- 
ficiency in  the  malice  natural  to  all  jesters.  He  could  not 
persuade  his  lips  to  repeat  a  sarcasm  hurting  even  the  dead 
or  the  ungrateful;  and  when  he  came  to  the  drop  of  gall 
which  should  have  given  zest  to  the  story,  the  milk  of  hu- 
man kindness  broke  its  barrier,  despite  of  himself, —  and 
washed  it  away.  He  was  a  fine  wreck,  a  little  prematurely 
broken  by  dissipation,  but  not  perhaps  the  less  interesting 
on  that  account;  tall,  and  somewhat  of  the  jovial  old  English 
girth,  with  a  face  where  good-nature  and  good  living  mingled 
their  smiles  and  glow.  He  wore  the  garb  of  twenty  years 
back,  and  was  curiously  particular  in  the  choice  of  his  silk 
stockings.  Between  you  and  me,  he  was  not  a  little  vain  of 
his  leg,  and  a  compliment  on  that  score  was  always  sure  of  a 
gracious  reception. 

The  solitude  of  my  uncle's  household  was  broken  by  an 
invasion  of  three  boys, — none  of  the  quietest, — and  their 
mother,  who,  the  gentlest  and  saddest  of  womankind,  seemed  to 
follow  them,  the  emblem  of  that  primeval  silence  from  which 
all  noise  was  born.  These  three  boys  were  my  two  brothers 
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and  myself.  My  father,  who  had  conceived  a  strong  personal 
attachment  for  Louis  XIV.,  never  quitted  his  service,  and 
the  great  King  repaid  him  by  orders  and  favours  without 
number;  he  died  of  wounds  received  in  battle, —  a  Count  and 
a  Marshal,  full  of  renown  and  destitute  of  money.  He  had 
married  twice :  his  first  wife,  who  died  without  issue,  was  a 
daughter  of  the  noble  house  of  La  Tremouille;  his  second, 
our  mother,  was  of  a  younger  branch  of  the  English  race  of 
Howard.  Brought  up  in  her  native  country,  and  influenced 
by  a  primitive  and  retired  education,  she  never  loved  that  gay 
land  which  her  husband  had  adopted  as  his  own.  Upon  his 
death  she  hastened  her  return  to  England,  and  refusing,  with 
somewhat  of  honourable  pride,  the  magnificent  pension  which 
Louis  wished  to  settle  upon  the  widow  of  his  favourite,  came 
to  throw  herself  and  her  children  upon  those  affections  which 
she  knew  they  were  entitled  to  claim. 

My  uncle  was  unaffectedly  rejoiced  to  receive  us;  to  say 
nothing  of  his  love  for  my  father,  and  his  pride  at  the  honours 
the  latter  had  won  to  their  ancient  house,  the  good  gentleman 
was  very  well  pleased  with  the  idea  of  obtaining  four  new 
listeners,  out  of  whom  he  might  select  an  heir,  and  he  soon 
grew  as  fond  of  us  as  we  were  of  him.  At  the  time  of  our 
new  settlement,  I  had  attained  the  age  of  twelve ;  my  second 
brother  (we  were  twins)  was  born  an  hour  after  me;  my  third 
was  about  fifteen  months  younger.  I  had  never  been  the 
favourite  of  the  three.  In  the  first  place,  my  brothers  (my 
youngest  especially)  were  uncommonly  handsome,  and,  at  most, 
I  was  but  tolerably  good-looking:  in  the  second  place,  my 
mind  was  considered  as  much  inferior  to  theirs  as  my  body; 
I  was  idle  and  dull,  sullen  and  haughty,  —  the  only  wit  I  ever 
displayed  was  in  sneering  at  my  friends,  and  the  only  spirit, 
in  quarrelling  with  my  twin  brother;  so  said  or  so  thought  all 
who  saw  us  in  our  childhood;  and  it  follows,  therefore,  that 
I  was  either  very  unamiable  or  very  much  misunderstood. 

But,  to  the  astonishment  of  myself  and  my  relations,  my 
fate  was  now  to  be  reversed ;  and  I  was  no  sooner  settled  at 
Devereux  Court  than  I  became  evidently  the  object  of  Sir 
William's  pre-eminent  attachment.  The  fact  was,  that  I 
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really  liked  both  the  knight  and  his  stories  better  than  my 
brothers  did;  and  the  very  first  time  I  had  seen  my  uncle,  I 
had  commented  on  the  beauty  of  his  stocking,  and  envied  the 
constitution  of  his  leg ;  from  such  trifles  spring  affection !  In 
truth,  our  attachment  to  each  other  so  increased  that  we  grew 
to  be  constantly  together;  and  while  my  childish  anticipations 
of  the  world  made  me  love  to  listen  to  stories  of  courts  and  cour- 
tiers, my  uncle  returned  the  compliment  by  declaring  of  my 
wit,  as  the  angler  declared  of  the  Eiver  Lea,  that  one  would 
find  enough  in  it,  if  one  would  but  angle  sufficiently  long. 

Nor  was  this  all;  my  uncle  and  myself  were  exceedingly 
like  the  waters  of  Alpheus  and  Arethusa,  —  nothing  was 
thrown  into  the  one  without  being  seen  very  shortly  after- 
wards floating  upon  the  other.  Every  witticism  or  legend 
Sir  William  imparted  to  me  (and  some,  to  say  truth,  were  a 
little  tinged  with  the  licentiousness  of  the  times  he  had  lived 
in),  I  took  the  first  opportunity  of  retailing,  whatever  might 
be  the  audience;  and  few  boys,  at  the  age  of  thirteen,  can 
boast  of  having  so  often  as  myself  excited  the  laughter  of  the 
men  and  the  blushes  of  the  women.  This  circumstance,  while 
it  aggravated  my  own  vanity,  delighted  my  uncle's;  and  as  I 
was  always  getting  into  scrapes  on  his  account,  so  he  was 
perpetually  bound,  by  duty,  to  defend  me  from  the  charges 
of  which  he  was  the  cause.  No  man  defends  another  long 
without  loving  him  the  better  for  it ;  and  perhaps  Sir  William 
Devereux  and  his  eldest  nephew  were  the  only  allies  in  the 
world  who  had  no  jealousy  of  each  other. 


CHAPTER  H. 

A   FAMILY    CONSULTATION. —  A    PRIEST,   AND   AN  ERA    IS   LIFE. 

"You  are  ruining  the  children,  my  dear  Sir  William,"  said 
my  gentle  mother,  one  day  when  I  had  been  particularly 
witty;  "and  the  Abbe  Montreuil  declares  it  absolutely  neces- 
sary that  they  should  go  to  school." 


6  DEVEREUX. 

"To  school!"  said  my  uncle,  who  was  caressing  his  right 
leg,  as  it  lay  over  his  left  knee, —  "to  school,  Madam!  you 
are  joking.  What  for,  pray  ? " 

"Instruction,  my  dear  Sir  William,"  replied  my  mother. 

"Ah,  ah;  I  forgot  that;  true,  true!"  said  my  uncle,  de- 
spondingly,  and  there  was  a  pause.  My  mother  counted  her 
rosary;  my  uncle  sank  into  a  revery ;  my  twin  brother  pinched 
my  leg  under  the  table,  to  which  I  replied  by  a  silent  kick; 
and  my  youngest  fixed  his  large,  dark,  speaking  eyes  upon  a 
picture  of  the  Holy  Family,  which  hung  opposite  to  him. 

My  uncle  broke  the  silence ;  he  did  it  with  a  start. 

"Od's  fish,  Madam," — (my  uncle  dressed  his  oaths,  like 
himself,  a  little  after  the  example  of  Charles  II.)  —  "od's 
fish,  Madam,  I  have  thought  of  a  better  plan  than  that ;  they 
shall  have  instruction  without  going  to  school  for  it." 

"And  how,  Sir  William  ?" 

"I  will  instruct  them  myself,  Madam,"  and  William  slapped 
the  calf  of  the  leg  he  was  caressing. 

My  mother  smiled. 

"  Ay,  Madam,  you  may  smile ;  but  I  and  my  Lord  Dorset 
were  the  best  scholars  of  the  age;  you  shall  read  my  play." 

"Do,  Mother,"  said  I,  "read  the  play.  Shall  I  tell  her 
some  of  the  jests  in  it,  Uncle  ?  " 

My  mother  shook  her  head  in  anticipative  horror,  and  raised 
her  finger  reprovingly.  My  uncle  said  nothing,  but  winked 
at  me ;  I  understood  the  signal,  and  was  about  to  begin,  when 
the  door  opened,  and  the  Abbe"  Montreuil  entered.  My  uncle 
released  his  right  leg,  and  my  jest  was  cut  off.  Nobody  ever 
inspired  a  more  dim,  religious  awe  than  the  Abbe  Montreuil. 
The  priest  entered  with  a  smile.  My  mother  hailed  the  en- 
trance of  an  ally. 

"  Father, "  said  she,  rising,  "  I  have  just  represented  to  my 
good  brother  the  necessity  of  sending  my  sons  to  school;  he 
has  proposed  an  alternative  which  I  will  leave  you  to  discuss 
with  him." 

"  And  what  is  it  ? "  said  Montreuil,  sliding  into  a  chair, 
and  patting  Gerald's  head  with  a  benignant  air. 

"To  educate  them  himself,"  answered  my  mother,  with  a 
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sort  of  satirical  gravity.  My  uncle  moved  uneasily  in  his 
seat,  as  if,  for  the  first  time,  he  saw  something  ridiculous  in 
the  proposal. 

The  smile,  immediately  fading  from  the  thin  lips  of  the 
priest,  gave  way  to  an  expression  of  respectful  approbation. 
"An  admirable  plan,"  said  he  slowly,  "but  liable  to  some 
little  exceptions,  which  Sir  William  will  allow  me  to  point 
out." 

My  mother  called  to  us,  and  we  left  the  room  with  her. 
The  next  time  we  saw  my  uncle,  the  priest's  reasonings  had 
prevailed.  The  following  week  we  all  three  went  to  school. 
My  father  had  been  a  Catholic,  my  mother  was  of  the  same 
creed,  and  consequently  we  were  brought  up  in  that  unpopu- 
lar faith.  But  my  uncle,  whose  religion  had  been  sadly  un- 
dermined at  court,  was  a  terrible  caviller  at  the  holy  mysteries 
of  Catholicism ;  and  while  his  friends  termed  him  a  Protest- 
ant, his  enemies  hinted,  falsely  enough,  that  he  was  a  sceptic. 
When  Montreuil  first  followed  us  to  Devereux  Court,  many 
and  bitter  were  the  little  jests  my  worthy  uncle  had  provided 
for  his  reception;  and  he  would  shake  his  head  with  a  notable 
archness  whenever  he  heard  our  reverential  description  of 
the  expected  guest.  But,  somehow  or  other,  no  sooner  had 
he  seen  the  priest  than  all  his  proposed  railleries  deserted 
him.  Not  a  single  witticism  came  to  his  assistance,  and  the 
calm,  smooth  face  of  the  ecclesiastic  seemed  to  operate  upon 
the  fierce  resolves  of  the  facetious  knight  in  the  same  manner 
as  the  human  eye  is  supposed  to  awe  into  impotence  the  ma- 
lignant intentions  of  the  ignobler  animals.  Yet  nothing  could 
be  blander  than  the  demeanour  of  the  Abbs'  Montreuil ;  nothing 
more  worldly,  in  their  urbanity,  than  his  manner  and  address. 
His  garb  was  as  little  clerical  as  possible,  his  conversation 
rather  familiar  than  formal,  and  he  invariably  listened  to 
every  syllable  the  good  knight  uttered  with  a  countenance 
and  mien  of  the  most  attentive  respect. 

What  then  was  the  charm  by  which  the  singular  man  never 
failed  to  obtain  an  ascendency,  in  some  measure  allied  with 
fear,  over  all  in  whose  company  he  was  thrown  ?  This  was 
a  secret  my  uncle  never  could  solve,  and  which  only  in  later 
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life  I  myself  was  able  to  discover.  It  was  partly  by  the 
magic  of  an  extraordinary  and  powerful  mind,  partly  by  an 
expression  of  manner,  if  I  may  use  such  a  phrase,  that 
seemed  to  sneer  most,  when  most  it  affected  to  respect;  and 
partly  by  an  air  like  that  of  a  man  never  exactly  at  ease ;  not 
that  he  was  shy,  or  ungraceful,  or  even  taciturn, —  no!  it  was 
an  indescribable  embarrassment,  resembling  that  of  one  play- 
ing a  part,  familiar  to  him,  indeed,  but  somewhat  distasteful. 
This  embarrassment,  however,  was  sufficient  to  be  contagious, 
and  to  confuse  that  dignity  in  others,  which,  strangely  enough, 
never  forsook  himself. 

He  was  of  low  origin,  but  his  address  and  appearance  did 
not  betray  his  birth.  Pride  suited  his  mien  better  than  fa- 
miliarity; and  his  countenance,  rigid,  thoughtful,  and  cold, 
even  through  smiles,  in  expression  was  strikingly  command- 
ing. In  person  he  was  slightly  above  the  middle  standard; 
and  had  not  the  texture  of  his  frame  been  remarkably  hard, 
wiry,  and  muscular,  the  total  absence  of  all  superfluous  flesh 
would  have  given  the  lean  gauntness  of  his  figure  an  appear- 
ance of  almost  spectral  emaciation.  In  reality,  his  age  did 
not  exceed  twenty-eight  years;  but  his  high  broad  forehead 
was  already  so  marked  with  line  and  furrow,  his  air  was  so 
staid  and  quiet,  his  figure  so  destitute  of  the  roundness  and 
elasticity  of  youth,  that  his  appearance  always  impressed 
the  beholder  with  the  involuntary  idea  of  a  man  considerably 
more  advanced  in  life.  Abstemious  to  habitual  penance,  and 
regular,  to  mechanical  exactness  in  his  frequent  and  severe 
devotions,  he  was  as  little  inwardly  addicted  to  the  pleasures 
and  pursuits  of  youth,  as  he  was  externally  possessed  of  its 
freshness  and  its  bloom. 

Nor  was  gravity  with  him  that  unmeaning  veil  to  imbecility 
which  Rochefoucauld  has  so  happily  called  "the  mystery  of 
the  body."  The  variety  and  depth  of  his  learning  fully  sus- 
tained the  respect  which  his  demeanour  insensibly  created. 
To  say  nothing  of  his  lore  in  the  dead  tongues,  he  possessed  a 
knowledge  of  the  principal  European  languages  besides  his 
own,  namely,  English,  Italian,  German,  and  Spanish,  not  less 
accurate  and  little  less  fluent  than  that  of  a  native ;  and  he  had 
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not  only  gained  the  key  to  these  various  coffers  of  intellectual 
wealth,  but  he  had  also  possessed  himself  of  their  treasures. 
He  had  been  educated  at  St.  Omer :  and,  young  as  he  was,  he 
had  already  acquired  no  inconsiderable  reputation  among  his 
brethren  of  that  illustrious  and  celebrated  Order  of  Jesus 
which  has  produced  some  of  the  worst  and  some  of  the  best 
men  that  the  Christian  world  has  ever  known, —  which  has, 
in  its  successful  zeal  for  knowledge,  and  the  circulation  of 
mental  light,  bequeathed  a  vast  debt  of  gratitude  to  poster- 
ity; but  which,  unhappily  encouraging  certain  scholastic  doc- 
trines, that  by  a  mind  at  once  subtle  and  vicious  can  be  easily 
perverted  into  the  sanction  of  the  most  dangerous  and  sys- 
tematized immorality,  has  already  drawn  upon  its  professors 
an  almost  universal  odium. 

So  highly  established  was  the  good  name  of  Montreuil  that 
when,  three  years  prior  to  the  time  of  which  I  now  speak,  he 
had  been  elected  to  the  office  he  held  in  our  family,  it  was 
scarcely  deemed  a  less  fortunate  occurrence  for  us  to  gain  so 
learned  and  so  pious  a  preceptor,  than  it  was  for  him  to  ac- 
quire a  situation  of  such  trust  and  confidence  in  the  house- 
hold of  a  Marshal  of  France  and  the  especial  favourite  of 
Louis  XIV. 

It  was  pleasant  enough  to  mark  the  gradual  ascendency  he 
gained  over  my  uncle;  and  the  timorous  dislike  which  the 
good  knight  entertained  for  him,  yet  struggled  to  conceal. 
Perhaps  that  was  the  only  time  in  his  life  in  which  Sir  Wil- 
liam Devereux  was  a  hypocrite. 

Enough  of  the  priest  at  present ;  I  return  to  his  charge.  To 
school  we  went:  our  parting  with  our  uncle  was  quite  pa- 
thetic; mine  in  especial.  "Hark  ye,  Sir  Count,"  whispered 
he  (I  bore  my  father's  title),  "hark  ye,  don't  mind  what  the 
old  priest  tells  you;  your  real  man  of  wit  never  wants  the 
musty  lessons  of  schools  in  order  to  make  a  figure  in  the 
world.  Don't  cramp  your  genius,  my  boy;  read  over  my  play, 
and  honest  George  Etherege's  'Man  of  Mode;'  they'll  keep 
your  spirits  alive,  after  dozing  over  those  old  pages  which 
Homer  (good  soul!)  dozed  over  before.  God  bless  you,  my 
child;  write  to  me;  no  one,  not  even  your  mother,  shall  see 
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your  letters;  and — and  be  sure,  my  fine  fellow,  that  you 
don't  fag  too  hard.  The  glass  of  life  is  the  best  book,  and 
one's  natural  wit  the  only  diamond  that  can  write  legibly 
on  it." 

Such  were  my  uncle's  parting  admonitions ;  it  must  be  con- 
fessed that,  coupled  with  the  dramatic  gifts  alluded  to,  they 
were  likely  to  be  of  infinite  service  to  the  debutant  for  aca- 
demical honours.  In  fact,  Sir  William  Devereux  was  deeply 
impregnated  with  the  notion  of  his  time, —  that  ability  and 
inspiration  were  the  same  thing,  and  that,  unless  you  were 
thoroughly  idle,  you  could  not  be  thoroughly  a  genius.  I 
verily  believe  that  he  thought  wisdom  got  its  gems,  as  Abu 
Zeid  al  Hassan l  declares  some  Chinese  philosophers  thought 
oysters  got  their  pearls,  namely,  by  gaping/ 


CHAPTER  III. 

A  CHANGE  IN  CONDUCT  AND  IN  CHARACTER:  OUR  EVIL  PAS- 
SIONS WILL  SOMETIMES  PRODUCE  GOOD  EFFECTS;  AND  ON 
THE  CONTRARY,  AN  ALTERATION  FOR  THE  BETTER  IN  MAN- 
NERS WILL,  NOT  UNFREQUENTLT,  HAVE  AMONGST  ITS  CAUSES 
A  LITTLE  CORRUPTION  OF  MIND;  FOR  THE  FEELINGS  ARE 
SO  BLENDED  THAT,  IN  SUPPRESSING  THOSE  DISAGREEABLE 
TO  OTHERS,  WE  OFTEN  SUPPRESS  THOSE  WHICH  ARE  AMI- 
ABLE IN  THEMSELVES. 

MY  twin  brother,  Gerald,  was  a  tall,  strong,  handsome  boy, 
blessed  with  a  great  love  for  the  orthodox  academical  studies, 
and  extraordinary  quickness  of  ability.  Nevertheless,  he  was 
indolent  by  nature  in  things  which  were  contrary  to  his  taste; 
fond  of  pleasure;  and,  amidst  all  his  personal  courage,  ran  a 
certain  vein  of  irresolution,  which  rendered  it  easy  for  a  cool 
and  determined  mind  to  awe  or  to  persuade  him.  I  cannot 

1  In  his  Commentary  on  the  account  of  China  by  two  Travellers 
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help  thinking,  too,  that,  clever  as  he  was,  there  was  some- 
thing commonplace  in  the  cleverness ;  and  that  his  talent  was 
of  that  mechanical  yet  quick  nature  which  makes  wonderful 
boys  but  mediocre  men.  In  any  other  family  he  would  have 
been  considered  the  beauty;  in  ours  he  was  thought  the 
genius. 

My  youngest  brother,  Aubrey,  was  of  a  very  different  dis- 
position of  mind  and  frame  of  body ;  thoughtful,  gentle,  sus- 
ceptible, acute;  with  an  uncertain  bravery,  like  a  woman's, 
and  a  taste  for  reading,  that  varied  with  the  caprice  of  every 
hour.  He  was  the  beauty  of  the  three,  and  my  mother's  fa- 
vourite. Never,  indeed,  have  I  seen  the  countenance  of  man 
so  perfect,  so  glowingly  yet  delicately  handsome,  as  that  of 
Aubrey  Devereux.  Locks,  soft,  glossy,  and  twining  into 
ringlets,  fell  in  dark  profusion  over  a  brow  whiter  than  mar- 
ble ;  his  eyes  were  black  and  tender  as  a  Georgian  girl's ;  his 
lips,  his  teeth,  the  contour  of  his  face,  were  all  cast  in  the 
same  feminine  and  faultless  mould;  his  hands  would  have 
shamed  those  of  Madame  de  la  Tisseur,  whose  lover  offered 
six  thousand  marks  to  any  European  who  could  wear  her 
glove;  and  his  figure  would  have  made  Titania  give  up  her 
Henchman,  and  the  King  of  the  Fairies  be  anything  but 
pleased  with  the  exchange. 

Such  vvere  my  two  brothers ;  or,  rather  (so  far  as  the  inter- 
nal qualities  are  concerned),  such  they  seemed  to  me;  for 
it  is  a  singular  fact  that  we  never  judge  of  our  near  kin- 
dred so  well  as  we  judge  of  others ;  and  I  appeal  to  any  one, 
whether,  of  all  people  by  whom  he  has  been  mistaken,  he 
has  not  been  most  often  mistaken  by  those  with  whom  he 
was  brought  up. 

I  had  always  loved  Aubrey,  but  they  had  not  suffered  him 
to  love  me;  and  we  had  been  so  little  together  that  we  had  in 
common  none  of  those  childish  remembrances  which  serve, 
more  powerfully  than  all  else  in  later  life,  to  cement  and 
soften  affection.  In  fact,  I  was  the  scapegoat  of  the  family. 
What  I  must  have  been  in  early  childhood  I  cannot  tell ;  but 
before  I  was  ten  years  old  I  was  the  object  of  all  the  despond- 
ency and  evil  forebodings  of  my  relations.  My  father  said  1 
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laughed  at  la  gloire  et  le  grand  monarque  the  very  first  time 
he  attempted  to  explain  to  me  the  value  of  the  one  and  the 
greatness  of  the  other.  The  countess  said  I  had  neither  my 
father's  eye  nor  her  own  smile, — [that  I  was  slow  at  my  let' 
ters  and  quick  with  my  tongue;  and  throughout  the  whole 
house  nothing  was  so  favourite  a  topic  as  the  extent  of  my 
rudeness  and  the  venom  of  my  repartee.  Montreuil,  on  his 
entrance  into  our  family,  not  only  fell  in  with,  but  favoured 
and  fostered,  the  reigning  humour  against  me ;  whether  from 
that  divide  et  impera  system,  which  was  so  grateful  to  his 
temper,  or  from  the  mere  love  of  meddling  and  intrigue, 
which  in  him,  as  in  Alberoni,  attached  itself  equally  to  petty 
as  to  large  circles,  was  not  then  clearly  apparent ;  it  was  only 
certain  that  he  fomented  the  dissensions  and  widened  the 
breach  between  my  brothers  and  myself.  Alas!  after  all,  I 
believe  my  sole  crime  was  my  candour.  I  had  a  spirit  of 
frankness  which  no  fear  could  tame,  and  my  vengeance  for 
any  infantine  punishment  was  in  speaking  veraciously  of  my 
punishers.  Never  tell  me  of  the  pang  of  falsehood  to  the 
slandered :  nothing  is  so  agonizing  to  the  fine  skin  of  vanity 
as  the  application  of  a  rough  truth! 

As  I  grew  older,  I  saw  my  power  and  indulged  it;  and, 
being  scolded  for  sarcasm,  I  was  flattered  into  believing  I  had 
wit ;  so  I  punned  and  jested,  lampooned  and  satirized,  till  I 
was  as  much  a  torment  to  others  as  I  was  tormented  myself,  i 
The  secret  of  all  this  was  that  I  was  unhappy.  Nobody  loved 
me :  I  felt  it  to  my  heart  of  hearts.  I  was  conscious  of  injus- 
tice, and  the  sense  of  it  made  me  bitter.  Our  feelings,  espe- 
cially in  youth,  resemble  that  leaf  which,  in  some  old  traveller, 
is  described  as  expanding  itself  to  warmth,  but  when  chilled, 
not  only  shrinking  and  closing,  but  presenting  to  the  spec- 
tator thorns  which  had  lain  concealed  upon  the  opposite  side 
of  it  before. 

With  my  brother  Gerald,  I  had  a  deadly  and  irreconcilable 
feud.  He  was  much  stouter,  taller,  and  stronger  than  my- 
self; and,  far  from  conceding  to  me  that  respect  which  I 
miagined  my  priority  of  birth  entitled  me  to  claim,  he  took 
every  opportunity  to  deride  my  pretensions,  and  to  vindicate 
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the  cause  of  the  superior  strength  and  vigour  which  consti- 
tuted his  own.  It  would  have  done  your  heart  good  to  have 
seen  us  cuff  one  another,  we  did  it  with  such  zeal.  There  is 
nothing  in  human  passion  like  a  good  brotherly  hatred!  My 
mother  said,  with  the  most  feeling  earnestness,  that  she  used 
to  feel  us  fighting  even  before  our  birth :  we  certainly  lost  no 
time  directly  after  it.  Both  my  parents  were  secretly  vexed 
that  I  had  come  into  the  world  an  hour  sooner  than  my 
brother;  and  Gerald  himself  looked  upon  it  as  a  sort  of  jug- 
gle,—  a  kind  of  jockeyship  by  which  he  had  lost  the  preroga- 
tive of  birthright.  This  very  early  rankled  in  his  heart,  and 
he  was  so  much  a  greater  favourite  than  myself  that,  instead 
of  rooting  out  so  unfortunate  a  feeling  on  his  part,  my  good 
parents  made  no  scruple  of  openly  lamenting  my  seniority. 
I  believe  the  real  cause  of  our  being  taken  from  the  domestic 
instructions  of  the  Abbe"  (who  was  an  admirable  teacher)  and 
sent  to  school,  was  solely  to  prevent  my  uncle  deciding  every- 
thing in  my  favour.  Montreuil,  however,  accompanied  us  to 
our  academy,  and  remained  with  us  during  the  three  years  in 
which  we  were  perfecting  ourselves  in  the  blessings  of 
education.  • 

At  the  end  of  the  second  year,  a  prize  was  instituted  for 
the  best  proficient  at  a  very  severe  examination ;  two  months 
before  it  took  place  we  went  home  for  a  few  days.  After 
dinner  my  uncle  asked  me  to  walk  with  him  in  the  park.  I 
did  so:  we  strolled  along  to  the  margin  of  a  rivulet  which 
ornamented  the  grounds.  There  my  uncle,  for  the  first  time, 
broke  silence. 

"Morton,"  said  he,  looking  down  at  his  left  leg,  "Morton, 
let  me  see;  thou  art  now  of  a  reasonable  age, —  fourteen  at 
the  least." 

"  Fifteen,  if  it  please  you,  sir, "  said  I,  elevating  my  stature 
as  much  as  I  was  able. 

"Humph!  my  boy;  and  a  pretty  time  of  life  it  is,  too. 
Your  brother  Gerald  is  taller  than  you  by  two  inches." 

"But  I  can  beat  him  for  all  that,  uncle,"  said  I,  colouring, 
ard  clenching  my  fist. 

My  uncle  pulled  down,  his  right  ruffle.     "  'Gad  so,  Morton. 
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you  're  a  brave  fellow,"  said  he;  "but  I  wish  you  were  less  of 
a  hero  and  more  of  a  scholar.  I  wish  you  could  beat  him  in 
Greek  as  well  as  in  boxing.  I  will  tell  you  what  Old  Rowley 
said, "  and  my  uncle  occupied  the  next  quarter  of  an  hour  with 
a  story.  The  story  opened  the  good  old  gentleman's  heart; 
my  laughter  opened  it  still  more.  "Hark  ye,  sirrah!"  said 
he,  pausing  abruptly,  and  grasping  my  hand  with  a  vigorous 
effort  of  love  and  muscle,  "hark  ye,  sirrah, —  I  love  you, — 
'Sdeath,  I  do.  I  love  you  better  than  both  your  brothers,  and 
that  crab  of  a  priest  into  the  bargain ;  but  I  am  grieved  to  the 
heart  to  hear  what  I  do  of  you.  They  tell  me  you  are  the 
idlest  boy  in  the  school;  that  you  are  always  beating  your 
brother  Gerald,  and  making  a  scurrilous  jest  of  your  mother 
or  myself." 

"  Who  says  so  ?  who  dares  say  so  ? "  said  I,  with  an  em- 
phasis that  would  have  startled  a  less  hearty  man  than  Sir 
William  Devereux.  "  They  lie,  Uncle ;  by  my  soul  they  do. 
Idle  I  am;  quarrelsome  with  my  brother  I  confess  myself; 
but  jesting  at  you  or  my  mother  —  never  —  never.  No,  no; 
you,  too,  who  have  been  so  kind  to  me, —  the  only  one  who 
ever  was.  No,  no;»do  not  think  I  could  be  such  a  wretch  : " 
and  as  I  said  this  the  tears  gushed  from  my  eyes. 

My  good  uncle  was  exceedingly  affected.  "Look  ye,  child," 
said  he,  "I  do  not  believe  them.  'Sdeath,  not  a  word;  I 
would  repeat  to  you  a  good  jest  now  of  Sedley's,  'Gad,  I 
would,  but  I  am  really  too  much  moved  just  at  present.  I  tell 
you  what,  my  boy,  I  tell  you  what  you  shall  do:  there  is 
a  trial  coming  on  at  school  —  eh  ?  —  well,  the  Abbe  tells  me 
Gerald  is  certain  of  being  first,  and  you  of  being  last.  Now, 
Morton,  you  shall  beat  your  brother,  and  shame  the  Jesuit. 
There ;  my  mind 's  spoken ;  dry  your  tears,  my  boy,  and  I  '11 
tell  you  the  jest  Sedley  made :  it  was  in  the  Mulberry  Garden 
one  day  —  "  And  the  knight  told  his  story. 

I  dried  my  tears,  pressed  my  uncle's  hand,  escaped  from 
him  as  soon  as  1  was  able,  hastened  to  my  room,  and  surren- 
dered myself  to  reflection. 

When  my  uncle  so  good-naturedly  proposed  that  I  should 
conquer  Gerald  at  the  examination,  nothing  appeared  to  him 
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more  easy ;  he  was  pleased  to  think  I  had  more  talent  than 
my  brother,  and  talent,  according  to  his  creed,  was  the  only 
master-key  to  unlock  every  science.  A  problem  in  Euclid 
or  a  phrase  in  Pindar,  a  secret  in  astronomy  or  a  knotty  pas- 
sage in  the  Fathers,  were  all  riddles,  with  the  solution  of 
which  application  had  nothing  to  do.  One's  mother-wit  was  a 
precious  sort  of  necromancy,  which  could  pierce  every  mys- 
tery at  first  sight;  and  all  the  gifts  of  knowledge,  in  his  opin- 
ion, like  reading  and  writing  in  that  of  the  sage  Dogberry, 
"came  by  nature."  Alas!  I  was  not  under  the  same  pleasur- 
able delusion ;  I  rather  exaggerated  than  diminished  the  diffi- 
culty of  my  task,  and  thought,  at  the  first  glance,  that  nothing 
short  of  a  miracle  would  enable  me  to  excel  my  brother. 
Gerald,  a  boy  of  natural  talent,  and,  as  I  said  before,  of  great 
assiduity  in  the  orthodox  studies, —  especially  favoured  too 
by  the  instruction  of  Montreuil, — had  long  been  esteemed  the 
first  scholar  of  our  little  world ;  and  though  I  knew  that  with 
some  branches  of  learning  I  was  more  conversant  than  him- 
self, yet,  as  my  emulation  had  been  hitherto  solely  directed 
to  bodily  contention,  I  had  never  thought  of  contesting  with 
him  a  reputation  for  which  I  cared  little,  and  on  a  point  in 
which  I  had  been  early  taught  that  I  could  never  hope  to 
enter  into  any  advantageous  comparison  with  the  "  genius  "  of 
the  Devereuxs. 

A  new  spirit  now  passed  into  me :  I  examined  myself  with 
a  jealous  and  impartial  scrutiny;  I  weighed  my  acquisitions 
against  those  of  my  brother ;  I  called  forth,  from  their  secret 
recesses,  the  unexercised  and  almost  unknown  stores  I  had 
from  time  to  time  laid  up  in  my  mental  armoury  to  moulder 
and  to  rust.  I  surveyed  them  with  a  feeling  that  they  might 
yet  be  polished  into  use ;  and,  excited  alike  by  the  stimulus 
of  affection  on  one  side  and  hatred  on  the  other,  my  mind 
worked  itself  from  despondency  into  doubt,  and  from  doubt 
into  the  sanguineness  of  hope.  I  told  none  of  my  design;  I 
exacted  from  my  uncle  a  promise  not  to  betray  it;  I  shut  my- 
self in  my  room ;  I  gave  out  that  I  was  ill ;  I  saw  no  one,  not 
even  the  Abbe ;  I  rejected  his  instructions,  for  I  looked  upon 
him  as  an  enemy;  and,  for  the  two  months  before  my  trial,  I 
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spent  night  and  day  in  an  unrelaxing  application,  of  which, 
till  then,  I  had  not  imagined  myself  capable. 

Though  inattentive  to  the  school  exercises,  I  had  never 
been  wholly  idle.  I  was  a  lover  of  abstruser  researches  than 
the  hackneyed  subjects  of  the  school,  and  we  had  .-eally  re- 
ceived such  extensive  and  judicious  instructions  from  the 
Abbe"  during  our  early  years  that  it  would  have  been  scarcely 
possible  for  any  of  us  to  have  fallen  into  a  thorough  distaste 
for  intellectual  pursuits.  In  the  examination  I  foresaw  that 
much  which  I  had  previously  acquired  might  be  profitably 
displayed, —  much  secret  and  recondite  knowledge  of  the  cus- 
toms and  manners  of  the  ancients,  as  well  as  their  literature, 
which  curiosity  had  led  me  to  obtain,  and  which  I  knew  had 
never  entered  into  the  heads  of  those  who,  contented  with 
their  reputation  in  the  customary  academical  routine,  had 
rarely  dreamed  of  wandering  into  less  beaten  paths  of  learn- 
ing. Fortunately  too  for  me,  Gerald  was  so  certain  of  success 
that  latterly  he  omitted  all  precaution  to  obtain  it;  and  as 
none  of  our  schoolfellows  had  the  vanity  to  think  of  contest- 
ing with  him,  even  the  Abbe  seemed  to  imagine  him  justified 
in  his  supineness. 

The  day  arrived.  Sir  William,  my  mother,  the  whole  aris- 
tocracy of  the  neighbourhood,  were  present  at  the  trial.  The 
Abbe*  came  to  my  room  a  few  hours  before  it  commenced :  he 
found  the  door  locked. 

"Ungracious  boy,"  said  he,  "admit  me;  I  come  at  the  ear- 
nest request  of  your  brother  Aubrey  to  give  you  some  hints 
preparatory  to  the  examination." 

"He  has  indeed  come  at  my  wish,"  said  the  soft  and  silver 
voice  of  Aubrey,  in  a  supplicating  tone :  "  do  admit  him,  dear 
Morton,  for  my  sake !  " 

"Go,"  said  I,  bitterly,  from  within,  "go:  ye  are  both  my 
foes  and  slanderers;  you  come  to  insult  my  disgrace  before- 
hand; but  perhaps  you  will  yet  be  disappointed." 

"You  will  not  open  the  door  ?"  said  the  priest. 

"I  will  not;  begone." 

"He  will  indeed  disgrace  his  family,"  said  Montreuil, 
moving  away. 
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"He  will  disgrace  himself,"  said  Aubrey,  dejectedly. 

I  laughed  scornfully.  If  ever  the  consciousness  of  strength 
is  pleasant,  it  is  when  we  are  thought  most  weak. 

The  greater  part  of  our  examination  consisted  in  the  an- 
swering of  certain  questions  in  writing,  given  to  us  in  the 
three  days  immediately  previous  to  the  grand  and  final  onej 
for  this  last  day  was  reserved  the  paper  of  composition  (as  it 
was  termed)  in  verse  and  prose,  and  the  personal  examination 
in  a  few  showy,  but  generally  understood,  subjects.  When 
Gerald  gave  in  his  paper,  and  answered  the  verbal  questions, 
a  buzz  of  admiration  and  anxiety  went  round  the  room.  His 
person  was  so  handsome,  his  address  so  graceful,  his  voice  so 
assured  and  clear,  that  a  strong  and  universal  sympathy  was 
excited  in  his  favour.  The  head-master  publicly  compli- 
mented him.  He  regretted  only  the  deficiency  of  his  pupil 
in  certain  minor  but  important  matters.  I  came  next,  for  I 
stood  next  to  Gerald  in  our  class.  As  I  walked  up  the  hall, 
I  raised  my  eyes  to  the  gallery  in  which  my  uncle  and  his 
party  sat.  I  saw  that  my  mother  was  listening  to  the  Abbe*, 
whose  eye,  severe,  cold,  and  contemptuous,  was  bent  upon  me. 
But  my  uncle  leaned  over  the  railing  of  the  gallery,  with 
his  plumed  hat  in  his  hand,  which,  when  he  caught  my  look, 
he  waved  gently, —  as  if  in  token  of  encouragement,  and  with 
an  air  so  kind  and  cheering,  that  I  felt  my  step  grow  prouder 
as  I  approached  the  conclave  of  the  masters. 

"  Morton  Devereux, "  said  the  president  of  the  school,  in  a 
calm,  loud,  austere  voice,  that  filled  the  whole  hall,  "we  have 
looked  over  your  papers  on  the  three  previous  days,  and  they 
have  given  us  no  less  surprise  than  pleasure.  Take  heed  and 
time  how  you  answer  us  now." 

At  this  speech  a  loud  murmur  was  heard  in  my  uncle's 
party,  which  gradually  spread  round  the  hall.  I  again  looked 
up :  my  mother's  face  was  averted ;  that  of  the  Abbe*  was  im- 
penetrable ;  but  I  saw  my  uncle  wiping  his  eyes,  and  felt  a 
strange  emotion  creeping  into  my  ^  own.  I  turned  hastily 
away,  and  presented  my  paper;  the  head-master  received  it, 
and,  putting  it  aside,  proceeded  to  the  verbal  examination. 

Conscious  of  the  parts  in  which  Gerald  was  likely  to  fail,  I 
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had  paid  especial  attention  to  the  minutiae  of  scholarship,  and 
my  forethought  stood  me  in  good  stead  at  the  present  moment. 
My  trial  ceased;  my  last  paper  was  read.  I  bowed,  and  re- 
tired to  the  other  end  of  the  hall.  I  was  not  so  popular  as 
Gerald;  a  crowd  was  assembled  round  him,  but  I  stood  alone. 
As  I  leaned  against  a  column,  with  folded  arms,  and  a  counte- 
nance which  I  felt  betrayed  little  of  my  internal  emotions, 
my  eye  caught  Gerald's.  He  was  very  pale,  and  I  could  see 
that  his  hand  trembled.  Despite  of  our  enmity,  I  felt  for 
him.  The  worst  passions  are  softened  by  triumph,  and  I 
foresaw  that  mine  was  at  hand. 

The  whole  examination  was  over.  Every  boy  had  passed 
it.  The  masters  retired  for  a  moment ;  they  reappeared  and 
reseated  themselves.  The  first  sound  I  heard  was  that  of  my 
own  name.  I  was  the  victor  of  the  day:  I  was  more;  I  was 
one  hundred  marks  before  my  brother.  My  head  swam  round; 
my  breath  forsook  me.  Since  then  I  have  been  placed  in 
many  trials  of  life,  and  had  many  triumphs ;  but  never  was  I 
so  overcome  as  at  that  moment.  I  left  the  hall;  I  scarcely 
listened  to  the  applauses  with  which  it  rang.  I  hurried  to 
my  own  chamber,  and  threw  myself  on  the  bed  in  a  delirium 
of  intoxicated  feeling,  which  had  in  it  more  of  rapture  than 
anything  but  the  gratification  of  first  love  or  first  vanity  can 
bestow. 

Ah !  it  would  be  worth  stimulating  our  passions  if  it  were 
only  for  the  pleasure  of  remembering  their  effect ;  and  all  vio- 
lent excitement  should  be  indulged  less  for  present  joy  than 
for  future  retrospection. 

My  uncle's  step  was  the  first  thing  which  intruded  on  my 
solitude. 

"Od's  fish,  my  boy,"  said  he,  crying  like  a  child,  "this  is 
fine  work, —  'Gad,  so  it  is.  I  almost  wish  I  were  a  boy  my- 
self to  have  a  match  with  you, —  faith  I  do, — see  what  it  is 
to  learn  a  little  of  life !  If  you  had  never  read  my  play,  do 
you  think  you  would  have  done  half  so  well  ?  —  no,  my  boy,  I 
sharpened  your  wits  for  you.  Honest  George  Etherege  and 
I, —  we  were  the  making  of  you!  and  when  you  come  to  be  a 
great  man,  and  are  asked  what  made  you  so,  you  shall  say. 
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'My  uncle's  play;'  'Gad,  you  shall.  Faith,  boy,  never 
smile !  Od's  fish,  I  '11  tell  you  a  story  as  a  propos  to  the 
present  occasion  as  if  it  had  been  made  on  purpose.  Koches- 
ter  and  I  and  Sedley  were  walking  one  day,  and  —  entre  nous 
—  awaiting  certain  appointments  —  hem!  —  for  my  part  I  was 
a  little  melancholy  or  so,  thinking  of  my  catastrophe, —  that 
is,  of  my  play's  catastrophe ;  and  so,  said  Sedley,  winking  at 
Rochester,  'Our  friend  is  sorrowful.'  'Truly,'  said  I,  seeing 
they  were  about  to  banter  me, —  for  you  know  they  were  arch 
fellows, —  'truly,  little  Sid'  (we  called  Sedley  Sid),  'you  are 
greatly  mistaken;  '  — you  see,  Morton,  I  was  thus  sharp  upon 
him  because  when  you  go  to  court  you  will  discover  that  it 
does  not  do  to  take  without  giving.  And  then  Rochester  said, 
looking  roguishly  towards  me,  the  wittiest  thing  against  Sedley 
that  ever  I  heard ;  it  was  the  most  celebrated  bon  mot  at  court 
for  three  weeks ;  he  said  —  no,  boy,  od's  fish,  it  was  so  sting- 
ing I  can't  tell  it  thee ;  'faith,  I  can't.  Poor  Sid ;  he  was  a 
good  fellow,  though  malicious, —  and  he's  dead  now.  I'm 
sorry  I  said  a  word  about  it.  Nay,  never  look  so  disap- 
pointed, boy.  You  have  all  the  cream  of  the  story  as  it  is. 
And  now  put  on  your  hat,  and  come  with  me.  I  've  got  leave 
for  you  to  take  a  walk  with  your  old  uncle." 

That  night,  as  I  was  undressing,  I  heard  a  gentle  rap  at  the 
door,  and  Aubrey  entered.  He  approached  me  timidly,  and 
then,  throwing  his  arms  round  my  neck,  kissed  me  in  silence. 
I  had  not  for  years  experienced  such  tenderness  from  him; 
and  I  sat  now  mute  and  surprised.  At  last  I  said,  with  the 
sneer  which  I  must  confess  I  usually  assumed  towards  those 
persons  whom  I  imagined  I  had  a  right  to  think  ill  of :  — 

"  Pardon  me,  my  gentle  brother,  there  is  something  porten- 
tous in  this  sudden  change.  Look  well  round  the  room,  and 
tell  me  at  your  earliest  leisure  what  treasure  it  is  that  you 
are  desirous  should  pass  from  my  possession  into  your  own." 

"Your  love,  Morton,"  said  Aubrey,  drawing  back,  but  ap- 
parently in  pride,  not  anger;  "your  love:  I  ask  nothing 
more." 

"Of  a  surety,  kind  Aubrey,"  said  I,  "the  favour  seems 
somewhat  slight  to  have  caused  your  modesty  such  delay  in 
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requesting  it.  I  think  you  have  been  now  some  years  nerving 
your  mind  to  the  exertion." 

"Listen  to  me,  Morton,"  said  Aubrey,  suppressing  his  emo- 
tion; "you  have  always  been  my  favourite  brother.  From 
our  first  childhood  my  heart  yearned  to  you.  Do  you  remem- 
ber the  time  when  an  enraged  bull  pursued  me,  and  you,  then 
only  ten  years  old,  placed  yourself  before  it  and  defended  me 
at  the  risk  of  your  own  life  ?  Do  you  think  I  could  ever  for- 
get that,  —  child  as  I  was  ?  —  never,  Morton,  never .' " 

Before  I  could  answer  the  door  was  thrown  ^pen,  and  the 
Abbe  entered.  "Children,"  said  he,  and  the  single  light  of 
the  room  shone  full  upon  his  unmoved,  rigid,  commanding 
features  —  "  children,  be  as  Heaven  intended  you, —  friends  and 
brothers.  Morton,  I  have  wronged  you,  I  own  it;  here  is  my 
hand :  Aubrey,  let  all  but  early  love,  and  the  present  promise 
of  excellence  which  your  brother  displays,  be  forgotten." 

With  these  words  the  priest  joined  our  hands.  I  looked  on 
my  brother,  and  my  heart  melted.  I  flung  myself  into  his 
arms  and  wept. 

"This  is  well,"  said  Montreuil,  surveying  us  with  a  kind  of 
grim  complacency,  and,  taking  my  brother's  arm,  he  blest  us 
both,  and  led  Aubrey  away. 

That  day  was  a  new  era  in  my  boyish  life.  I  grew  hence- 
forth both  better  and  worse.  Application  and  I  having  once 
shaken  hands  became  very  good  acquaintance.  I  had  hitherto 
valued  myself  upon  supplying  the  frailties  of  a  delicate  frame 
by  an  uncommon  agility  in  all  bodily  exercises.  I  now  strove 
rather  to  improve  the  deficiencies  of  my  mind,  and  became 
orderly,  industrious,  and  devoted  to  study.  So  far  so  well; 
but  as  I  grew  wiser,  I  grew  also  more  wary.  Candour  no 
longer  seemed  to  me  the  finest  of  virtues.  I  thought  before 
I  spoke:  and  second  thought  sometimes  quite  changed  the 
nature  of  the  intended  speech ;  in  short,  gentlemen  of  the  next 
century,  to  tell  you  the  exact  truth,  the  little  Count  Devereux 
became  somewhat  of  a  hypocrite ! 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

A.    CONTEST    OF    ART    AND    A     LEAGUE    OF    FRIENDSHIP. TWO 

CHARACTERS    IN    MUTUAL   IGNORANCE   OF    EACH    OTHER,    AND 
THE    READER    NO    WISER    THAN    EITHER    OF    THEM. 

THE  Abbe"  was  now  particularly  courteous  to  me.  He  made 
Gerald  and  myself  breakfast  with  him,  and  told  us  nothing 
was  so  amiable  as  friendship  among  brothers.  We  agreed  to 
the  sentiment,  and,  like  all  philosophers,  did  not  agree  a  bit 
the  better  for  acknowledging  the  same  first  principles.  Per- 
haps, notwithstanding  his  fine  speeches,  the  Abbe  was  the  real 
cause  of  our  continued  want  of  cordiality.  However,  we  did 
not  fight  any  more :  we  avoided  each  other,  and  at  last  became 
as  civil  and  as  distant  as  those  mathematical  lines  which 
appear  to  be  taking  all  possible  pains  to  approach  one  another 
and  never  get  a  jot  the  nearer  for  it.  Oh!  your  civility  is 
the  prettiest  invention  possible  for  dislike!  Aubrey  and  I 
were  inseparable,  and  we  both  gained  by  the  intercourse.  I 
grew  more  gentle,  and  he  more  masculine ;  and,  for  my  part, 
the  kindness  of  his  temper  so  softened  the  satire  of  mine  that 
I  learned  at  last  to  smile  full  as  often  as  to  sneer. 

The  Abbe"  had  obtained  a  wonderful  hold  over  Aubrey ;  he 
had  made  the  poor  boy  think  so  much  of  the  next  world,  that 
he  had  lost  all  relish  for  this.  He  lived  in  a  perpetual  fear 
of  offence :  he  was  like  a  chemist  of  conscience,  and  weighed 
minutiae  by  scruples.  To  play,  to  ride,  to  run,  to  laugh  at  a 
jest,  or  to  banquet  on  a  melon,  were  all  sins  to  be  atoned  for; 
and  I  have  found  (as  a  penance  for  eating  twenty-three  cher- 
ries instead  of  eighteen)  the  penitent  of  fourteen  standing, 
barefooted,  in  the  coldest  nights  of  winter,  upon  the  hearth- 
stones, almost  utterly  naked,  and  shivering  like  a  leaf,  be- 
neath the  mingled  effect  of  frost  and  devotion.  At  first  I 
attempted  to  wrestle  with  this  exceeding  holiness,  but  finding 
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my  admonitions  received  with  great  distaste  and  some  horror, 
I  suffered  my  brother  to  be  happy  in  his  own  way.  I  only 
looked  with  a  very  evil  and  jealous  eye  upon  the  good  Abbe, 
and  examined,  while  I  encouraged  them,  the  motives  of  his 
advances  to  myself.  What  doubled  my  suspicions  of  the 
purity  of  the  priest  was  my  perceiving  that  he  appeared  to 
hold  out  different  inducements  for  trusting  him  to  each  of  us, 
according  to  his  notions  of  our  respective  characters.  My 
brother  Gerald  he  alternately  awed  and  persuaded,  by  the  sole 
effect  of  superior  intellect.  With  Aubrey  he  used  the  mech- 
anism of  superstition.  To  me,  he,  on  the  one  hand,  never 
spoke  of  religion,  nor,  on  the  other,  ever  used  threats  or  per- 
suasion, to  induce  me  to  follow  any  plan  suggested  to  my 
adoption ;  everything  seemed  to  be  left  to  my  reason  and  my 
ambition.  He  would  converse  with  me  for  hours  upon  the 
world  and  its  affairs,  speak  of  courts  and  kings,  in  an  easy 
and  unpedantic  strain ;  point  out  the  advantage  of  intellect  in 
acquiring  power  and  controlling  one's  species;  and,  whenever 
I  was  disposed  to  be  sarcastic  upon  the  human  nature  I  had 
read  of,  he  supported  my  sarcasm  by  illustrations  of  the  hu- 
man nature  he  had  seen.  We  were  both,  I  think  (for  myself 
I  can  answer),  endeavouring  to  pierce  the  real  nature  of  the 
other;  and  perhaps  the  talent  of  diplomacy  for  which,  years 
afterwards,  I  obtained  some  applause,  was  first  learnt  in  my 
skirmishing  warfare  with  the  Abbe  Montreuil. 

At  last,  the  evening  before  we  quitted  school  for  good  ar- 
rived. Aubrey  had  just  left  me  for  solitary  prayers,  and  I 
was  sitting  alone  by  my  fire,  when  Montreuil  entered  gently. 
He  sat  himself  down  by  me,  and,  after  giving  me  the  saluta- 
tion of  the  evening,  sank  into  a  silence  which  I  was  the  first 
to  break. 

"Pray,  Abbe,"  said  I,  "have  one's  years  anything  to  do 
with  one's  age  ?  " 

The  priest  was  accustomed  to  the  peculiar  tone  of  my 
sagacious  remarks,  and  answered  dryly, — 

"Mankind  in  general  imagine  that  they  have." 

"Faith,  then,"  said  I,  "mankind  know  very  little  about  the 
matter.  To-day  I  am  at  school,  and  a  boy;  to-morrow  I 
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leave  school ;  if  I  hasten  to  town  I  am  presented  at  court ;  and 
lo !  I  am  a  man ;  and  this  change  within  half-a-dozen  changes 
of  the  sun !  therefore,  most  reverend  father,  I  humbly  opine 
that  age  is  measured  by  events,  not  years." 

"  And  are  you  not  happy  at  the  idea  of  passing  the  age  of 
thraldom,  and  seeing  arrayed  before  you  the  numberless  and 
dazzling  pomps  and  pleasures  of  the  great  world?"  said  Mon- 
treuil,  abruptly,  fixing  his  dark  and  keen  eye  upon  me. 

"I  have  not  yet  fully  made  up  my  mind  whether  to  be 
happy  or  not,"  said  I,  carelessly. 

"It  is  a  strange  answer;"  said  the  priest;  "but"  (after  a 
pause)  "  you  are  a  strange  youth :  a  character  that  resembles 
a  riddle  is  at  your  age  uncommon,  and,  pardon  me,  unamiable. 
Age,  naturally  repulsive,  requires  a  mask;  and  in  every 
wrinkle  you  may  behold  the  ambush  of  a  scheme:  but  the 
heart  of  youth  should  be  open  as  its  countenance !  However, 
I  will  not  weary  you  with  homilies ;  let  us  change  the  topic. 
Tell  me,  Morton,  do  you  repent  having  turned  your  attention 
of  late  to  those  graver  and  more  systematic  studies  which 
can  alone  hereafter  obtain  you  distinction  ? " 

"No,  father,"  said  I,  with  a  courtly  bow,  "for  the  change 
has  gained  me  your  good  opinion." 

A  smile,  of  peculiar  and  undefmable  expression,  crossed  the 
thin  lips  of  the  priest ;  he  rose,  walked  to  the  door,  and  saw 
that  it  was  carefully  closed.  I  expected  some  important 
communication,  but  in  vain ;  pacing  the  small  room  to  and  fro, 
as  if  in  a  musing  mood,  the  Abbe  remained  silent,  till,  paus- 
ing opposite  some  fencing  foils,  which  among  various  matters 
(books,  papers,  quoits,  etc.)  were  thrown  idly  in  one  corner 
of  the  room,  he  said, — 

"They  tell  me  that  you  are  the  best  fencer  in  the  school -*- 
is  it  so  ?  " 

"I  hope  not,  for  fencing  is  an  accomplishment  in  which 
Gerald  is  very  nearly  my  equal,"  I  replied. 

"  You  run,  ride,  leap,  too,  better  than  any  one  else,  accord- 
ing to  the  votes  of  your  comrades  ? " 

"It  is  a  noble  reputation,"  said  I,  "in  which  I  believe  I  am 
only  excelled  by  our  huntsman's  eldest  son." 
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"  You  are  a  strange  youth, "  repeated  the  priest ;  "  no  pursuit 
seems  to  give  you  pleasure,  and  no  success  to  gratify  your  vanity. 
Can  you  not  think  of  any  triumph  which  would  elate  you  ?  " 

I  was  silent. 

"  Yes,"  cried  Montreuil,  approaching  me, —  "yes,"  cried  he, 
"I  read  your  heart,  and  I  respect  it;  these  are  petty  competi- 
tions and  worthless  honours.  You  require  a  nobler  goal,  and 
a  more  glorious  reward.  He  who  feels  in  his  soul  that  Fate 
has  reserved  for  him  a  great  and  exalted  part  in  this  world's 
drama  may  reasonably  look  with  indifference  on  these  paltry 
rehearsals  of  common  characters." 

I  raised  my  eye,  and  as  it  met  that  of  the  priest,  I  was  ir- 
resistibly struck  with  the  proud  and  luminous  expression 
which  Montreuil's  look  had  assumed.  Perhaps  something 
kindred  to  its  nature  was  perceptible  in  my  own;  for,  after 
surveying  me  with  an  air  of  more  approbation  than  he  had 
ever  honoured  me  with  before,  he  grasped  my  arm  firmly,  and 
said,  "Morton,  you  know  me  not;  for  many  years  I  have  not 
known  you:  that  time  is  past.  No  sooner  did  your  talents 
develop  themselves  than  I  was  the  first  to  do  homage  to  their 
power :  let  us  henceforth  be  more  to  each  other  than  we  have 
been;  let  us  not  be  pupil  and  teacher;  let  us  be  friends. 
Do  not  think  that  I  invite  you  to  an  unequal  exchange 
of  good  offices:  you  may  be  the  heir  to  wealth  and  a  dis- 
tinguished name;  I  may  seem  to  you  but  an  unknown  and 
undignified  priest;  but  the  authority  of  the  Almighty  can 
raise  up,  from  the  sheepfold  and  the  cotter's  shed,  a  power, 
which,  as  the  organ  of  His  own,  can  trample  upon  sceptres 
and  dictate  to  the  supremacy  of  kings.  And  / — /"  —  the 
priest  abruptly  paused,  checked  the  warmth  of  his  manner,  as 
if  he  thought  it  about  to  encroach  on  indiscretion,  and,  sink- 
ing into  a  calmer  tone,  continued,  "yes,  I,  Morton,  insignifi- 
cant as  I  appear  to  you,  can,  in  every  path  through  this 
intricate  labyrinth  of  life,  be  more  useful  to  your  desires  than 
you  can  ever  be  to  mine.  I  offer  to  you  in  my  friendship  a 
fervour  of  zeal  and  energy  of  power  which  in  none  of  your 
equals,  in  age  and  station,  you  can  hope  to  find.  Do  you 
accept  my  offer  ?  " 
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"Can  you  doubt,"  said  I,  with  eagerness,  "that  I  would 
avail  myself  of  the  services  of  any  man,  however  displeasing 
to  me,  and  worthless  in  himself  ?  How,  then,  can  I  avoid 
embracing  the  friendship  of  one  so  extraordinary  in  knowledge 
and  intellect  as  yourself  ?  I  do  embrace  it,  and  with  rapture." 

The  priest  pressed  my  hand.  "But,"  continued  he,  fixing 
his  eyes  upon  mine,  "all  alliances  have  their  conditions:  I 
require  implicit  confidence ;  and  for  some  years,  till  time  gives 
you  experience,  regard  for  your  interests  induces  me  also  to 
require  obedience.  Name  any  wish  you  may  form  for  worldly 
advancement,  opulence,  honour,  the  smile  of  kings,  the  gifts 
of  states,  and  —  I  —  I  will  pledge  myself  to  carry  that  wish 
into  effect.  Never  had  eastern  prince  so  faithful  a  servant 
among  the  Dives  and  Genii  as  Morton  Devereux  shall  find  in 
me :  but  question  me  not  of  the  sources  of  my  power ;  be  sat- 
isfied when  their  channel  wafts  you  the  success  you  covet. 
And,  more,  when  I  in  my  turn  (and  this  shall  be  but  rarely) 
request  a  favour  of  you,  ask  me  not  for  what  end  nor  hesitate 
to  adopt  the  means  I  shall  propose.  You  seem  startled;  are 
you  content  at  this  understanding  between  us,  or  will  you 
retract  the  bond  ?  " 

"My  father,"  said  I,  "there  is  enough  to  startle  me  in  your 
pr  josal ;  it  greatly  resembles  that  made  by  the  Old  Man  of 
the  Mountains  to  his  vassals,  and  it  would  not  exactly  suit  my 
inclinations  to  be  called  upon  some  morning  to  act  the  part  of 
a  private  executioner." 

The  priest  smiled.  "My  young  friend,''  said  he,  "those 
days  have  passed;  neither  religion  nor  friendship  requires  of 
her  votaries  sacrifices  of  blood.  But  make  yourself  easy> 
whenever  I  ask  of  you  what  offends  your  conscience,  even  in  a 
punctilio,  refuse  my  request.  With  this  exception,  what  say 


you 
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"  That  I  think  I  will  agree  to  the  bond :  but,  father,  I  am 
an  irresolute  person;  I  must  have  time  to  consider." 

"Be  it  so.  To-morrow,  having  surrendered  my  charge  to 
your  uncle,  I  depart  for  France." 

"  For  France !  "  said  I ;  "  and  how  ?  Surely  the  war  will 
prevent  your  passage." 
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The  priest  smiled.  Nothing  ever  displeased  me  more  than 
that  priest's  smile.  "The  ecclesiastics,"  said  he,  "are  the  am- 
bassadors of  Heaven,  and  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  wars  of 
earth.  I  shall  find  no  difficulty  in  crossing  the  Channel.  I 
shall  not  return  for  several  months,  perhaps  not  till  the  expi- 
ration of  a  year:  I  leave  you,  till  then,  to  decide  upon  the 
terms  I  have  proposed  to  you.  Meanwhile,  gratify  my  vanity 
by  employing  my  power;  name  some  commission  in  France 
which  you  wish  me  to  execute." 

"I  can  think  of  none, — yet,  stay;  "  and  I  felt  some  curios- 
ity to  try  the  power  of  which  he  boasted, —  "I  hare  read  that 
kings  are  blest  with  a  most  accommodating  memory,  and  per- 
fectly forget  their  favourites  when  they  can  be  no  longer  use- 
ful. You  will  see,  perhaps,  if  my  father's  name  has  become 
a  Gothic  and  unknown  sound  at  the  court  of  the  Great  King. 
I  confess  myself  curious  to  learn  this,  though  I  can  have  no 
personal  interest  in  it." 

"Enough,  the  commission  shall  be  done.  And  now,  my 
child,  Heaven  bless  you !  and  send  you  many  such  friends  as 
the  humble  priest,  who,  whatever  be  his  failings,  has,  at  least, 
the  merit  of  wishing  to  serve  those  whom  he  loves." 

So  saying,  the  priest  closed  the  door.  Sinking  into  a  rev- 
ery,  as  his  footsteps  died  upon  my  ear,  I  muttered  to  myself: 
"Well,  well,  my  sage  ecclesiastic,  the  game  is  not  over  yet; 
let  us  see  if,  at  sixteen,  we  cannot  shuffle  cards,  and  play 
tricks  with  the  gamester  of  thirty.  Yet  he  may  be  in  ear- 
nest, and  faith  I  believe  he  is;  but  I  must  look  well  before  I 
leap,  or  consign  my  actions  into  such  spiritual  keeping. 
However,  if  the  worst  come  to  the  worst,  if  I  do  make  this 
compact,  and  am  deceived, —  if,  above  all,  I  am  ever  seduced, 
or  led  blindfold  into  one  of  those  snares  which  priestcraft 
sometimes  lays  to  the  cost  of  honour, —  why,  I  shall  have  a 
sword,  which  I  shall  never  be  at  a  loss  to  use,  and  it  can  find 
its  way  through  a  priest's  gown  as  well  as  a  soldier's  corselet." 

Confess  that  a  youth  who  could  think  so  promptly  of  his 
sword  was  well  fitted  to  wear  one! 
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CHAPTER  V. 

RURAL   HOSPITALITY. AN   EXTRAORDINARY    GUEST. A   FINE 

GENTLEMAN   IS   NOT   NECESSARILY   A   FOOL. 

WE  were  all  three  (my  brothers  and  myself)  precocious 
geniuses.  Our  early  instructions,  under  a  man  like  the  Abbe, 
at  once  learned  and  worldly,  and  the  society  into  which  we 
had  been  initiated  from  our  childhood,  made  us  premature 
adepts  in  the  manners  of  the  world;  and  I,  in  especial,  nat- 
tered myself  that  a  quick  habit  of  observation  rendered  me  no 
despicable  profiter  by  my  experience.  Our  academy,  too,  had 
been  more  like  a  college  than  a  school;  and  we  had  enjoyed  a 
license  that  seemed  to  the  superficial  more  likely  to  benefit 
our  manners  than  to  strengthen  our  morals.  I  do  not  think, 
however,  that  the  latter  suffered  by  our  freedom  from  re- 
straint. On  the  contrary,  we  the  earlier  learned  that  vice,  but 
for  the  piquancy  of  its  unlawfulness,  would  never  be  so  cap- 
tivating a  goddess;  and  our  errors  and  crimes  in  after  life 
had  certainly  not  their  origin  in  our  wanderings  out  of 
academical  bounds. 

It  is  right  that  I  should  mention  our  prematurity  of  intel- 
lect, because,  otherwise,  much  of  my  language  and  reflections, 
as  detailed  in  the  first  book  of  this  history,  might  seem  ill 
suited  to  the  tender  age  at  which  they  occurred.  However, 
they  approach,  as  nearly  as  possible,  to  my  state  of  mind  at 
that  period ;  and  I  have,  indeed,  often  mortified  my  vanity  in 
later  life  by  thinking  how  little  the  march  of  time  has  ripened 
my  abilities,  and  how  petty  would  have  been  the  intellectual 
acquisitions  of  manhood,  if  they  had  not  brought  me  some- 
thing like  content! 

My  uncle  had  always,  during  his  retirement,  seen  as  many 
people  as  he  could  assemble  out  of  the  "mob  of  gentlemen 
who  live  at  ease."  But,  on  our  quitting  school  and  becoming 
men,  he  resolved  to  set  no  bounds  to  his  hospitality.  His 
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doors  were  literally  thrown  open;  and  as  he  was  by  far  the 
greatest  person  in  the  district  —  to  say  nothing  of  his  wines, 
and  his  French  cook  —  many  of  the  good  people  of  London 
did  not  think  it  too  great  an  honour  to  confer  upon  the 
wealthy  representative  of  the  Devereuxs  the  distinction  of 
their  company  and  compliments.  Heavens!  what  notable 
samples  of  court  breeding  and  furbelows  did  the  crane-neck 
coaches,  which  made  our  own  family  vehicle  look  like  a  gilt 
tortoise,  pour  forth  by  couples  and  leashes  into  the  great  hall ; 
while  my  gallant  uncle,  in  new  periwig  and  a  pair  of  silver- 
clocked  stockings  (a  present  from  a  ci-devant  fine  lady  stood 
at  the  far  end  of  the  picture-gallery  to  receive  his  visitors 
with  all  the  graces  of  the  last  age. 

My  mother,  who  had  preserved  her  beauty  wonderfully,  sat 
in  a  chair  of  green  velvet,  and  astonished  the  courtiers  by 
the  fashion  of  a  dress  only  just  imported.  The  worthy  Coun- 
tess (she  had  dropped  in  England  the  loftier  distinction  of 
Madame  la  Marechale)  was  however  quite  innocent  of  any 
intentional  affectation  of  the  mode;  for  the  new  stomacher,  so 
•admired  in  London,  had  been  the  last  alteration  in  female 
garniture  at  Paris  a  month  before  my  father  died.  Is  not  this 
"Fashion"  a  noble  divinity  to  possess  such  zealous  adher- 
ents?—  a  pitiful,  lackey-like  creature,  which  struts  through 
one  country  with  the  cast-off  finery  of  another! 

As  for  Aubrey  and  Gerald,  they  produced  quite  an  effect; 
and  I  should  most  certainly  have  been  thrown  irrevocably 
into  the  background  had  I  not  been  born  to  the  good  fortune 
of  an  eldest  son.  This  was  far  more  than  sufficient  to  atone 
for  the  comparative  plainness  of  my  person;  and  when  it  was 
discovered  that  I  was  also  Sir  William's  favourite,  it  is  quite 
astonishing  what  a  beauty  I  became!  Aubrey  was  declared 
too  effeminate;  Gerald  too  tall.  And  the  Duchess  of  Lack- 
land one  day,  when  she  had  placed  a  lean,  sallow  ghost  of  a 
daughter  on  either  side  of  me,  whispered  my  uncle  in  a  voice, 
like  the  aside  of  a  player,  intended  for  none  but  the  whole 
audience,  that  the  young  Count  had  the  most  imposing  air 
and  the  finest  eyes  she  had  ever  seen.  All  this  inspired  me 
with  courage,  as  well  as  contempt;  and  not  liking  to  be  be- 
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holden  solely  to  my  priority  of  birth  for  my  priority  of  dis- 
tinction, I  resolved  to  become  as  agreeable  as  possible.  If  I 
had  not  in  the  vanity  of  my  heart  resolved  also  to  be  "  myself 
alone,"  Fate  would  have  furnished  me  at  the  happiest  age  for 
successful  imitation  with  an  admirable  model. 

Time  rolled  on;  two  years  were  flown  since  I  had  left  school, 
and  Montreuil  was  not  yet  returned.  I  had  passed  the  age  of 
eighteen,  when  the  whole  house,  which,  as  it  was  summer, 
when  none  but  cats  and  physicians  were  supposed  gifted  by 
Providence  with  the  power  to  exist  in  town,  was  uncommonly 
full, —  the  whole  house,  I  say,  was  thrown  into  a  positive 
fever  of  expectation.  The  visit  of  a  guest,  if  not  of  greater 
consequence  at  least  of  greater  interest  than  any  who  had 
hitherto  honoured  my  uncle,  was  announced.  Even  the  young 
Count,  with  the  most  imposing  air  in  the  world  and  '  he  finest 
eyes,  was  forgotten  by  everybody  but  the  Duchess  of  Lack- 
land and  her  daughters,  who  had  just  returned  to  Devereux 
Court  to  observe  how  amazingly  the  Count  had  grown!  Oh! 
what  a  prodigy  wisdom  would  be,  if  it  were  but  blest  with  a 
memory  as  keen  and  constant  as  that  of  interest ! 

Struck  with  the  universal  excitement,  I  went  to  my  uncle 
to  inquire  the  name  of  the  expected  guest.  My  uncle  was  oc- 
cupied in  fanning  the  Lady  Hasselton,  a  daughter  of  one  of 
King  Charles's  Beauties.  He  had  only  time  to  answer  me 
literally,  and  without  comment;  the  guest's  name  was  Mr.  St. 
John. 

I  had  never  conned  the  "  Flying  Post, "  and  I  knew  nothing 
about  politics.  "  Who  is  Mr.  St.  John  ? "  said  I ;  my  uncle 
had  renewed  the  office  of  a  zephyr.  The  daughter  of  the 
Beauty  heard  and  answered,  "  The  most  charming  person  in 
England."  I  bowed  and  turned  away.  "How  vastly  explan- 
atory ! "  said  I.  I  met  a  furious  politician.  "  Who  is  M 
St.  John?"  I  asked. 

"The  cleverest  man  in  England,"  answered  the  politicia 
hurrying  off  with  a  pamphlet  in  his  hand. 

"Nothing  can  be  more  satisfactory,"  thought  I.  Stoppi 
a  coxcomb  of  the  first  water,  "  Who  is  Mr.  St.  John  ? n 
asked. 
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"The  finest  gentleman  in  England,"  answered  the  coxcomb, 
settling  his  cravat. 

"  Perfectly  intelligible ! "  was  my  reflection  on  this  reply ; 
and  I  forthwith  arrested  a  Whig  parson, —  "Who  is  Mr.  St 
John?"  said  I. 

"  The  greatest  reprobate  in  England ! "  answered  the  Whig 
parson,  and  I  was  too  stunned  to  inquire  more. 

Five  minutes  afterwards  the  sound  of  carriage  wheels  was 
heard  in  the  courtyard,  then  a  slight  bustle  in  the  hall,  and 
the  door  of  the  ante-room  being  thrown  open  Mr.  St.  John 
entered. 

He  was  in  the  very  prime  of  life,  about  the  middle  height, 
and  of  a  mien  and  air  so  strikingly  noble  that  it  was  some 
time  before  you  recovered  .the  general  effect  of  his  person 
sufficiently  to  examine  its  peculiar  claims  to  admiration. 
However,  he  lost  nothing  by  a  further  survey:  he  possessed 
not  only  an  eminently  handsome  but  a  very  extraordinary 
countenance.  Through  an  air  of  nonchalance,  and  even  some- 
thing of  lassitude;  through  an  ease  of  manners  sometimes 
sinking  into  effeminate  softness,  sometimes  bordering  upon 
licentious  effrontery, — his  eye  thoughtful,  yet  wandering, 
seemed  to  announce  that  the  mind  partook  but  little  of  the 
whim  of  the  moment,  or  of  those  levities  of  ordinary  life  over 
which  the  grace  of  his  manner  threw  so  peculiar  a  charm. 
His  brow  was,  perhaps,  rather  too  large  and  prominent  for 
the  exactness  of  perfect  symmetry,  but  it  had  an  expression 
of  great  mental  power  and  determination.  His  features  were 
high,  yet  delicate,  and  his  mouth,  which,  when  closed,  as- 
sumed a  firm  and  rather  severe  expression,  softened,  when 
speaking,  into  a  smile  of  almost  magical  enchantment.  Richly 
but  not  extravagantly  dressed,  he  appeared  to  cultivate  rather 
than  disdain  the  ornaments  of  outward  appearance ;  and  what- 
ever can  fascinate  or  attract  was  so  inherent  in  this  singular 
man  that  all  which  in  others  would  have  been  most  artificial 
was  in  him  most  natural :  so  that  it  is  no  exaggeration  to  add 
that  to  be  well  dressed  seemed  to  the  elegance  of  his  person 
not  so  much  the  result  of  art  as  of  a  property  innate  and  pe- 
culiar to  himself. 
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Such  was  the  outward  appearance  of  Henry  St.  John;  one 
well  suited  to  the  qualities  of  a  mind  at  once  more  vigorous 
and  more  accomplished  than  that  of  any  other  person  with 
whom  the  vicissitudes  of  my  life  have  ever  brought  me  into 
contact. 

I  kept  my  eye  on  the  new  guest  throughout  the  whole  day : 
I  observed  the  mingled  liveliness  and  softness  which  pervaded 
his  attentions  to  women,  the  intellectual  yet  unpedantic  su- 
periority he  possessed  in  his  conversations  with  men;  his  re- 
spectful demeanour  to  age;  his  careless,  yet  not  over-familiar, 
ease  with  the  young;  and,  what  interested  me  more  than  all, 
the  occasional  cloud  which  passed  over  his  countenance  at 
moments  when  he  seemed  sunk  into  a  revery  that  had  for  its 
objects  nothing  in  common  with  those  around  him. 

Just  before  dinner  St.  John  was  talking  to  a  little  group, 
among  whom  curiosity  seemed  to  have  drawn  the  Whig  par- 
son whom  I  have  before  mentioned.  He  stood  at  a  little  dis- 
tance, shy  and  uneasy;  one  of  the  company  took  advantage 
of  so  favourable  a  butt  for  jests,  and  alluded  to  the  bystander 
in  a  witticism  which  drew  laughter  from  all  but  St.  John, 
who,  turning  suddenly  towards  the  parson,  addressed  an  ob- 
servation to  him  in  the  most  respectful  tone.  Nor  did  he 
cease  talking  with  him  (fatiguing  as  the  conference  must 
have  been,  for  never  was  there  a  duller  ecclesiastic  than  the 
gentleman  conversed  with)  until  we  descended  to  dinner. 
Then,  for  the  first  time,  I  learned  that  nothing  can  constitute 
good  breeding  that  has  not  good-nature  for  its  foundation; 
and  then,  too,  as  I  was  leading  Lady  Barbara  Lackland  to  the 
great  hall  by  the  tip  of  her  forefinger  I  made  another  obser- 
vation. Passing  the  priest,  I  heard  him  say  to  a  fellow- 
clerk, — 

"  Certainly,  he  is  the  greatest  man  in  England ; "  and  I 
mentally  remarked,  "  There  is  no  policy  like  politeness ;  and  a 
good  manner  is  the  best  thing  in  the  world,  either  to  get  one 
a  good  name  or  to  supply  the  want  of  it." 
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CHAPTEE  VI. 

A  DIALOGUE,    WHICH   MIGHT   BE  DULL   IF   IT   WERE  LONGER. 

THREE  days  after  the  arrival  of  St.  John,  I  escaped  from 
the  crowd  of  impertinents,  seized  a  volume  of  Cowley,  and, 
in  a  fit  of  mingled  poetry  and  melancholy,  strolled  idly  into 
the  park.  I  came  to  the  margin  of  the  stream,  and  to  the 
very  spot  on  which  I  had  stood  with  my  uncle  on  the  evening 
when  he  had  first  excited  my  emulation  to  scholastic  rather 
than  manual  contention  with  my  brother;  I  seated  myself  by 
the  water-side,  and,  feeling  indisposed  to  read,  leaned  my  cheek 
upon  my  hand,  and  surrendered  my  thoughts  as  prisoners  to 
the  reflections  which  I  could  not  resist. 

I  continued  I  know  not  how  long  in  my  meditation,  till  I 
was  roused  by  a  gentle  touch  upon  my  shoulder ;  I  looked  up, 
and  saw  St.  John. 

"Pardon  me,  Count,"  said  he,  smiling,  "I  should  not  have 
disturbed  your  reflections  had  not  your  neglect  of  an  old 
friend  emboldened  me  to  address  you  upon  his  behalf."  And 
St.  John  pointed  to  the  volume  of  Cowley  which  he  had  taken 
up  without  my  perceiving  it. 

"Well,"  added  he,  seating  himself  on  the  turf  beside  me, 
"  in  my  younger  days,  poetry  and  I  were  better  friends  than 
we  are  now.  And  if  I  had  had  Cowley  as  a  companion,  I 
should  not  have  parted  with  him  as  you  have  done,  even  for 
my  own  reflections." 

"  You  admire  him  then  ?  "  said  I. 

"Why,  that  is  too  general  a  question.  I  admire  what  is 
fine  in  him,  as  in  every  one  else,  but  I  do  not  love  him  the 
better  for  his  points  and  his  conceits.  He  reminds  me  of 
what  Cardinal  Pallavicino  said  of  Seneca,  that  he  'perfumes 
his  conceits  with  civet  and  ambergris.'  However,  Count,  1 
have  opened  upon  a  beautiful  motto  for  you :  — 


DEVEREUX.  33 

** '  Here  let  me,  careless  and  unthoughtful  lying, 
Hear  the  soft  winds  above  me  flying, 
With  all  their  wanton  boughs  dispute, 
And  the  more  tuneful  birds  to  both  repMng; 
Nor  be  myself  too  mute. 

What  say  you  to  that  wish  ?  If  you  have  a  germ  of  poetry 
in  you  such  verse  ought  to  bring  it  into  flower." 

"Ay,"  answered  I,  though  not  exactly  in  accordance  with 
the  truth;  "but  I  have  not  that  germ.  I  destroyed  it  four 
years  ago.  Reading  the  dedications  of  poets  cured  me  of  the 
love  for  poetry.  What  a  pity  that  the  Divine  Inspiration 
should  have  for  its  oracles  such  mean  souls ! " 

"  Yes,  and  how  industrious  the  good  gentlemen  are  in  de- 
basing themselves!  Their  ingenuity  is  never  half  so  much 
shown  in  a  simile  as  in  a  compliment;  I  know  nothing  in 
nature  more  melancholy  than  the  discovery  of  any  meanness 
in  a  great  man.  There  is  so  little  to  redeem  the  dry  mass  of 
follies  and  errors  from  which  the  materials  of  this  life  are 
composed,  that  anything  to  love  or  to  reverence  becomes,  as 
it  were,  the  sabbath  for  the  mind.  It  is  better  to  feel,  as  we 
grow  older,  how  the  respite  is  abridged,  and  how  the  few  ob- 
jects left  to  our  admiration  are  abased.  What  a  foe  not  only 
to  life,  but  to  all  that  dignifies  and  ennobles  it,  is  Time! 
Our  affections  and  our  pleasures  resemble  those  fabulous  trees 
described  by  Saint  Oderic :  the  fruits  which  they  bring  forth 
are  no  sooner  ripened  into  maturity  than  they  are  transformed 
into  birds  and  fly  away.  But  these  reflections  cannot  yet  be 
familiar  to  you.  Let  us  return  to  Cowley.  Do  you  feel  any 
sympathy  with  his  prose  writings  ?  For  some  minds  they 
have  a  great  attraction." 

"They  have  for  mine,"  answered  I:  "but  then  I  am  natur- 
ally a  dreamer ;  and  a  contemplative  egotist  is  always  to  me  a 
mirror  in  which  I  behold  myself. " 

"  The  world, "  answered  St.  John,  with  a  melancholy  smile, 
''will  soon  dissolve,  or  forever  confirm,  your  humour  for 
dreaming;  in  either  case,  Cowley  will  not  be  less  a  favourite. 
But  you  must,  like  me,  have  long  toiled  in  the  heat  and  tra- 
vail of  business,  or  of  pleasure,  which  is  more  wearisome  still, 
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in  order  fully  to  sympathize  with  those  beautiful  panegyrics 
upon  solitude  which  make  perhaps  the  finest  passages  in  Cow- 
ley.  I  have  often  thought  that  he  whom  God  hath  gifted 
with  a  love  of  retirement  possesses,  as  it  were,  an  extra  sense. 
And  among  what  our  poet  so  eloquently  calls  'the  vast  and 
noble  scenes  of  Nature, '  we  find  the  balm  for  the  wounds  we 
have  sustained  among  the  '  pitiful  shifts  of  policy ; '  for  the 
attachment  to  solitude  is  the  surest  preservative  from  the  ills 
of  life :  and  I  know  not  if  the  Romans  ever  instilled,  under 
allegory,  a  sublimer  truth  than  when  they  inculcated  the  be- 
lief that  those  inspired  by  Feronia,  the  goddess  of  woods  and 
forests,  could  walk  barefoot  and  uninjured  over  burning 
coals." 

At  this  part  of  our  conference,  the  bell  swinging  hoarsely 
through  the  long  avenues,  and  over  the  silent  water,  sum- 
moned us  to  the  grand  occupation  of  civilized  life;  we  rose 
and  walked  slowly  towards  the  house. 

"Does  not,"  said  I,  "this  regular  routine  of  petty  occur- 
rence, this  periodical  solemnity  of  trifles,  weary  and  disgust 
you  ?  For  my  part,  I  almost  long  for  the  old  days  of  knight- 
errantry,  and  would  rather  be  knocked  on  the  head  by  a  giant, 
or  carried  through  the  air  by  a  flying  griifin,  than  live  in  this 
circle  of  dull  regularities, — the  brute  at  the  mill." 

"You  may  live  even  in  these  days,"  answered  St.  John, 
"  without  too  tame  a  regularity.  Women  and  politics  furnish 
ample  food  for  adventure,  and  you  must  not  judge  of  all  life 
by  country  life." 

"Nor  of  all  conversation,"  said  I,  with  a  look  which  im- 
plied a  compliment,  "by  the  insipid  idlers  who  fill  our  sa- 
loons. Behold  them  now,  gathered  by  the  oriel  window, 
yonder;  precious  distillers  of  talk, — sentinels  of  society  with 
certain  set  phrases  as  watchwords,  which  they  never  exceed} 
sages,  who  follow  Face's  advice  to  Dapper,— 

" '  Hum  thrice,  and  buzz  as  often.' " 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

A.  CHANGE  OF  PROSPECTS. —  A  NEW  INSIGHT  INTO  THE  CHARAC- 
TER OF  THE  HERO. A  CONFERENCE  BETWEEN  TWO  BROTHERS. 

A  DAY  or  two  after  the  conversation  recorded  in  my  last 
chapter,  St.  John,  to  my  inexpressible  regret,  left  us  for  Lon- 
don; however,  we  had  enjoyed  several  conferences  together 
during  his  stay,  and  when  we  parted  it  was  with  a  pressing 
invitation  on  his  side  to  visit  him  in  London,  and  a  most 
faithful  promise  on  mine  to  avail  myself  of  the  request. 

No  sooner  was  he  fairly  gone  than  I  went  to  seek  my  uncle ; 
I  found  him  reading  one  of  Farquhar's  comedies.  Despite 
my  sorrow  at  interrupting  him  in  so  venerable  a  study,  I  was 
too  full  of  my  new  plot  to  heed  breaking  off  that  in  the  com- 
edy. In  very  few  words  I  made  the  good  knight  understand 
that  his  descriptions  had  infected  me,  and  that  I  was  dying 
to  ascertain  their  truth;  in  a  word,  that  his  hopeful  nephew 
was  fully  bent  on  going  to  town.  My  uncle  first  stared,  then 
swore,  then  paused,  then  looked  at  his  leg,  drew  up  his  stock- 
ing, frowned,  whistled,  and  told  me  at  last  to  talk  to  him 
about  it  another  time.  Now,  for  my  part,  I  think  there  are 
only  two  classes  of  people  in  the  world  authorized  to  put  one 
off  to  "  another  time, "  —  prime  ministers  and  creditors ;  ac- 
cordingly, I  would  not  take  my  uncle's  dismissal.  I  had  not 
read  plays,  studied  philosophy,  and  laid  snares  for  the  Abbe 
Montreuil  without  deriving  some  little  wisdom  from  my  expe- 
rience; so  I  took  to  teasing,  and  a  notable  plan  it  is  too! 
Whoever  has  pursued  it  may  guess  the  result.  My  uncle 
yielded,  and  that  day  fortnight  was  fixed  for  my  departure. 

Oh!  with  what  transport  did  I  look  forward  to  the  comple- 
tion of  my  wishes,  the  goal  of  my  ambition !  I  hastened  forth ; 
I  hurried  into  the  woods ;  I  sang  out  in  the  gladness  of  my 
heart,  like  a  bird  released ;  I  drank  in  the  air  with  a  raptur- 
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ous  sympathy  in  its  freedom;  my  step  scarcely  touched  the 
earth,  and  my  whole  frame  seemed  -ethereal,  elated,  exalted 
by  the  vivifying  inspiration  of  my  hopes.  I  paused  by  a  lit- 
tle streamlet,  which,  brawling  over  stones  and  through  unpen- 
etrated  thicknesses  of  wood,  seemed,  like  confined  ambition, 
not  the  less  restless  for  its  obscurity. 

"  Wild  brooklet, "  I  cried,  as  my  thoughts  rushed  into  words, 
"  fret  on,  our  lot  is  no  longer  the  same ;  your  wanderings  and 
your  murmurs  are  wasted  in  solitude  and  shade;  your  voice 
dieL  and  re-awakes,  but  without  an  echo ;  your  waves  spread 
arounr*  their  path  neither  fertility  nor  terror;  their  anger  is 
idle,  aud  their  freshness  is  lavished  on  a  sterile  soil;  the  sun 
shines  in  vain  for  you,  through  these  unvarying  wastes  of  si- 
lence and  gloom ;  Fortune  freights  not  your  channel  with  her 
hoarded  stores,  and  Pleasure  ventures  not  her  silken  sails 
upon  your  tide;  not  even  the  solitary  idler  roves  beside  you, 
to  consecrate  with  human  fellowship  your  melancholy  course; 
no  shape  of  beauty  bends  over  your  turbid  waters,  or  mirrors 
in  your  breast  the  loveliness  that  hallows  earth.  Lonely  and 
sullen,  through  storm  or  sunshine,  you  repine  along  your  des- 
olate way,  and  only  catch,  through  the  matted  boughs  that 
darken  over  you,  the  beams  of  the  wan  stars,  which,  like  hu- 
man hopes,  tremble  upon  your  breast,  and  are  broken,  even 
before  they  fade,  by  the  very  turbulence  of  the  surface  on 
which  they  fall.  Kove,  repine,  murmur  on!  Such  was  my 
fate,  but  the  resemblance  is  no  more.  I  shall  no  longer  be  a 
lonely  and  regretful  being;  my  affections  will  no  longer  waste 
themselves  upon  barrenness  and  stone.  I  go  among  the  liv- 
ing and  warm  world  of  mortal  energies  and  desires ;  my  ex- 
istence shall  glide  alternately  through  crested  cities,  and 
bowers  in  which  Poetry  worships  Love ;  and  the  clear  depths 
of  my  heart  shall  reflect  whatever  its  young  dreams  have 
shadowed  forth,  the  visioned  form,  the  gentle  and  fairy  spirit, 
the  Eve  of  my  soul's  imagined  and  foreboded  paradise." 

Venting,  in  this  incoherent  strain,  the  exultation  which 
filled  my  thoughts,  I  wandered  on,  throughout  the  whole  day, 
till  my  spirits  had  exhausted  themselves  by  indulgence ;  and, 
wearied  alike  by  mental  excitement  and  bodily  exertion,  I 
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turned,  with  slow  steps,  towards  the  house.  As  I  ascended 
the  gentle  acclivity  on  which  it  stood,  I  saw  a  figure  approach- 
ing towards  me :  the  increasing  shades  of  the  evening  did  not 
allow  me  to  recognize  the  shape  until  it  was  almost  by  my 
side;  it  was  Aubrey. 

Of  late  I  had  seen  very  little  of  him.  His  devotional  stud- 
ies and  habits  seemed  to  draw  him  from  the  idle  pursuits  of 
myself  and  my  uncle's  guests;  and  Aubrey  was  one  peculiarly 
susceptible  of  neglect,  and  sore,  to  morbidity,  at  the  sem- 
blance of  unkindness ;  so  that  he  required  to  be  sought,  and 
rarely  troubled  others  with  advances:  that  night,  however, 
his  greeting  was  unusually  warm. 

"I  was  uneasy  about  you,  Morton,"  said  he,  drawing  my 
arm  in  his ;  "  you  have  not  been  seen  since  morning ;  and,  oh ! 
Morton,  my  uncle  told  me,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  that  you 
were  going  to  leave  us.  Is  it  so  ? " 

"  Had  he  tears  in  his  eyes  ?  Kind  old  man !  And  you, 
Aubrey,  shall  you,  too,  grieve  for  my  departure  ? " 

"  Can  you  ask  it,  Morton  ?  But  why  will  you  leave  us  ? 
Are  we  not  all  happy  here,  now  ?  Now  that  there  is  no 
longer  any  barrier  or  difference  between  us, — now  that  I 
may  look  upon  you,  and  listen  to  -you,  and  love  you,  and  own 
that  I  love  you  ?  Why  will  you  leave  us  now  ?  And  [con- 
tinued Aubrey,  as  if  fearful  of  giving  me  time  to  answer]  — 
and  every  one  praises  you  so  here ;  and  my  uncle  and  all  of 
us  are  so  proud  of  you.  Why  should  you  desert  our  affec- 
tions merely  because  they  are  not  new  ?  Why  plunge  into 
that  hollow  and  cold  world  which  all  who  have  tried  it  pic- 
ture in  such  fearful  hues  ?  Can  you  find  anything  there  to 
repay  you  for  the  love  you  leave  behind  ? " 

"My  brother,"  said  I,  mournfully,  and  in  a  tone  which 
startled  him, —  it  was  so  different  from  that  which  I  usually 
assumed, —  "my  brother,  hear  before  you  reproach  me.  Let 
us  sit  down  upon  this  bank,  and  I  will  suffer  you  to  see  more 
of  my  restless  and  secret  heart  than  any  hitherto  have 
beheld." 

We  sat  down  upon  a  little  mound :  how  well  I  remember 
the  spot !  I  can  see  the  tree  which  shadows  it  from  my  win- 
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dow  at  this  moment.  How  many  seasons  have  the  sweet  herb 
and  the  emerald  grass  been  withered  there  and  renewed !  Ah, 
what  is  this  revival  of  all  things  fresh  and  youthful  in  exter- 
nal Nature  but  a  mockery  of  the  wintry  spot  which  lies  per- 
ished and  irrenewable  within! 

We  drew  near  to  each  other,  and  as  my  arm  wound  around 
him,  I  said,  "  Aubrey,  your  love  has  been  to  me  a  more  pre- 
cious gift  than  any  who  have  not,  like  me,  thirsted  and  longed 
even  for  the  love  of  a  dog,  can  conceive.  Never  let  me  lose 
that  affection !  And  do  not  think  of  me  hereafter  as  of  one 
whose  heart  echoed  all  that  his  lip  uttered.  Do  not  believe 
that  irony,  and  sarcasm,  and  bitterness  of  tongue  flowed  from 
a  malignant  or  evil  source.  That  disposition  which  seems  to 
you  alternately  so  light  and  gloomy  had,  perhaps,  its  origin  in 
a  mind  too  intense  in  its  affections,  and  too  exacting  in  having 
them  returned.  Till  you  sought  my  friendship,  three  short 
years  ago,  none  but  my  uncle,  with  whom  I  could  have  nothing 
in  common  but  attachment,  seemed  to  care  for  my  very  exist- 
ence. I  blame  them  not ;  they  were  deceived  in  my  nature : 
but  blame  me  not  too  severely  if  my  temper  suffered  from 
their  mistake.  Your  friendship  came  to  me,  not  too  late  to 
save  me  from  a  premature  misanthropy,  but  too  late  to 
eradicate  every  morbidity  of  mind.  Something  of  sternness 
on  the  one  hand,  and  of  satire  on  the  other,  has  mingled  so 
long  with  my  better  feelings  that  the  taint  and  the  stream 
have  become  inseparable.  Do  not  sigh,  Aubrey.  To  be  un- 
amiable  is  not  to  be  ungrateful ;  and  I  shall  not  love  you  the 
less  if  I  have  but  a  few  objects  to  love.  You  ask  me  my  in- 
ducement to  leave  you.  '  The  World '  will  be  sufficient  an- 
swer. I  cannot  share  your  contempt  of  it,  nor  your  fear.  I 
am,  and  have  been  of  late,  consumed  with  a  thirst, — eager, 
and  burning,  and  unquenchable :  it  is  ambition ! " 

"  Oh,  Morton ! "  said  Aubrey,  with  a  second  sigh,  longer 
and  deeper  than  the  first,  "that  evil  passion!  the  passion 
which  lost  an  angel  heaven." 

"  Let  us  not  now  dispute,  my  brother,  whether  it  be  sinful 
in  itself,  or  whether,  if  its  object  be  virtuous,  it  is  not  a  vir- 
tue. In  baring  my  soul  before  you,  I  only  speak  of  my  mo- 
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tives,  and  seek  not  to  excuse  them.  Perhaps  on  this  earth 
there  is  no  good  without  a  little  evil.  When  my  mind  was 
once  turned  to  the  acquisition  of  mental  superiority,  every 
petty  acquisition  I  made  increased  my  desire  to  attain  more, 
and  partial  emulation  soon  widened  into  universal  ambition. 
We  three,  Gerald  and  ourselves,  are  the  keepers  of  a  treasure 
more  valuable  than  gold, —  the  treasure  of  a  not  ignoble  nor 
sullied  name.  For  my  part,  I  confess  that  I  am  impatient 
to  increase  the  store  of  honour  which  our  father  bequeathed 
to  us.  Nor  is  this  all :  despite  our  birth,  we  are  poor  in  the 
gifts  of  fortune.  We  are  all  dependants  on  my  uncle's  fa- 
vour ;  and,  however  we  may  deserve  it,  there  would  be  some- 
thing better  in  earning  an  independence  for  ourselves." 

"That,"  said  Aubrey,  "maybe  an  argument  for  mine  and 
Gerald's  exertions;  but  not  for  yours.  You  are  the  eldest, 
and  my  uncle's  favourite.  Nature  and  affection  both  point 
to  you  as  his  heir." 

"  If  so,  Aubrey,  may  many  years  pass  before  that  inherit- 
ance be  mine !  Why  should  those  years  that  might  produce 
so  much  lie  fallow  ?  But  though  I  would  not  affect  an  unreal 
delicacy,  and  disown  my  chance  of  future  fortune,  yet  you 
must  remember  that  it  is  a  matter  possible,  not  certain.  My 
birthright  gives  me  no  claim  over  my  uncle,  whose  estates 
are  in  his  own  gift;  and  favour,  even  in  the  good,  is  a  wind 
which  varies  without  power  on  our  side  to  calculate  the  sea- 
son or  the  cause.  However  this  be, —  and  I  love  the  person 
on  whom  fortune  depends  so  much  that  I  cannot,  without 
pain,  speak  of  the  mere  chance  of  its  passing  from  his  pos- 
session into  mine,  —  you  will  own  at  least  that  I  shall  not 
hereafter  deserve  wealth  the  less  for  the  advantages  of 
experience. " 

"  Alas !  "  said  Aubrey,  raising  his  eyes,  "  the  worship  of  our 
Father  in  Heaven  finds  us  ample  cause  for  occupation,  even 
in  retirement;  and  the  more  we  mix  with  His  creatures,  the 
more,  I  fear,  we  may  forget  the  Creator.  But  if  it  must  be 
so,  I  will  pray  for  you,  Morton ;  and  you  will  remember  that 
the  powerless  and  poor  Aubrey  can  still  lift  up  his  voice  in 
your  behalf." 
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As  Aubrey  thus  spoke,  I  looked  with  mingled  envy  and 
admiration  upon  the  countenance  beside  me,  which  the  beauty 
of  a  spirit  seemed  at  once  to  soften  and  to  exalt. 

Since  our  conference  had  begun,  the  dusk  of  twilight  had 
melted  away;  and  the  moon  had  called  into  lustre  —  living, 
indeed,  but  unlike  the  common  and  unhallowing  life  of  day 
—  the  wood  and  herbage,  and  silent  variations  of  hill  and  val- 
ley, which  slept  around  us;  and,  as  the  still  and  shadowy 
light  fell  over  the  upward  face  of  my  brother,  it  gave  to  his 
features  an  additional,  and  not  wholly  earth-born,  solemnity 
of  expression.  There  was  indeed  in  his  face  and  air  that  from 
which  the  painter  of  a  seraph  might  not  have  disdained  to 
copy :  something  resembling  the  vision  of  an  angel  in  the  dark 
eyes  that  swam  with  tears,  in  which  emotion  had  so  little  of 
mortal  dross ;  in  the  youthful  and  soft  cheeks,  which  the  ear- 
nestness of  divine  thought  had  refined  by  a  pale  but  transpar- 
ent hue ;  in  the  high  and  unclouded  forehead,  over  which  the 
hair,  parted  in  the  centre,  fell  in  long  and  wavelike  curls; 
and  in  the  lips,  silent,  yet  moving  with  internal  prayer,  which 
seemed  the  more  fervent,  because  unheard. 

I  did  not  interrupt  him  in  the  prayer,  which  my  soul  felt, 
though  my  ear  caught  it  not,  was  for  me.  But  when  he  had 
ceased,  and  turned  towards  me,  I  clasped  him  to  my  breast. 
"My  brother,"  I  said,  "we  shall  part,  it  is  true,  but  not  till 
our  hearts  have  annihilated  the  space  that  was  between  them ; 
not  till  we  have  felt  that  the  love  of  brotherhood  can  pass  the 
love  of  woman.  Whatever  await  you,  your  devoted  and  holy 
mind  will  be,  if  not  your  shield  from  affliction,  at  least  your 
balm  for  its  wounds.  Remain  here.  The  quiet  which  breathes 
around  you  well  becomes  your  tranquillity  within;  and  some- 
times bless  me  in  your  devotions,  as  you  have  done  now.  For 
me,  I  shall  not  regret  those  harder  and  harsher  qualities  which 
you  blame  in  me,  if  thereafter  their  very  sternness  can  afford 
me  an  opportunity  of  protecting  your  gentleness  from  evil,  or 
redressing  the  wrongs  from  which  your  nature  may  be  too  in- 
nocent to  preserve  you.  And  now  let  us  return  home  in  the 
conviction  that  we  have  in  our  friendship  one  treasure  beyond 
the  reach  of  fate." 
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Aubrey  did  not  answer;  but  he  kissed  my  forehead,  and  I 
felt  his  tears  upon  my  cheek.  We  rose,  and  with  arms  still 
embracing  each  other  as  we  walked  bent  our  steps  to  the 
house. 

Ah,  eartn !  what  hast  thou  morL;  Beautiful  than  the  love  of 
those  whose  ties  are  knit  by  nature,  and  whose  union  seems 
ordained  to  begin  from  the  very  moment  of  their  birth  ? 


CHAPTEE  VIII. 

FIRST   LOVE. 

WE  are  under  very  changeful  influences  in  this  world !  The 
night  on  which  occurred  the  interview  with  Aubrey  that  I 
have  just  narrated,  I  was  burning  to  leave  Devereux  Court. 
Within  one  little  week  from  that  time  my  eagerness  was  won- 
derfully abated.  The  sagacious  reader  will  readily  discover  the 
cause  of  this  alteration.  About  eight  miles  from  my  uncle's 
house  was  a  seaport  town ;  there  were  many  and  varied  rides 
leading  to  it,  and  the  town  was  a  favourite  place  of  visitation 
with  all  the  family.  Within  a  few  hundred  yards  of  the  town 
was  a  small  cottage,  prettily  situated  in  the  midst  of  a  garden, 
kept  with  singular  neatness,  and  ornamented  with  several 
rare  shrubs  and  sxotics.  I  had  more  than  once  observed  in 
the  garden  of  this  house  a  female  in  the  very  first  blush  of 
youth,  and  beautiful  enough  to  excite  within  me  a  strong  cu- 
riosity to  learn  the  owner  of  the  cottage.  I  inquired,  and 
ascertained  that  its  tenant  was  a  Spaniard  of  high  birth,  and 
one  who  had  acquired  a  melancholy  celebrity  by  his  conduct 
and  misfortunes  in  the  part  he  had  taken  in  a  certain  feeble 
but  gallant  insurrection  in  his  native  country.  He  had  only 
escaped  with  life  and  a  very  small  sum  of  money,  and  now 

lived  in  the  obscure  seaport  of ,  a  refugee  and  a  recluse. 

He  was  a  widower,  and  had  only  one  child, —  a  daughter;  and 
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I  was  therefore  at  no  loss  to  discover  who  was  the  beautiful 
female  I  had  noted  and  admired. 

On  the  day  after  my  conversation  with  Aubrey  detailed  in 
the  last  chapter,  in  riding  past  this  cottage  alone,  I  perceived 
a  crowd  assembled  round  the  entrance;  I  paused  to  inquire 
the  cause. 

"Why,  your  honour,"  quoth  a  senior  of  the  village,  "I  be- 
lieve the  tipstaves  be  come  to  take  the  foreigner  for  not  pay- 
ing his  rent ;  and  he  does  not  understand  our  English  liberty 
like,  and  has  drawn  his  sword,  and  swears,  in  his  outlandish 
lingo,  he  will  not  be  made  prisoner  alive." 

I  required  no  further  inducement  to  make  me  enter  the 
house.  The  crowd  gave  way  when  they  saw  me  dismount, 
and  suffered  me  to  penetrate  into  the  first  apartment.  There 
I  found  the  gallant  old  Spaniard  with  his  sword  drawn,  keep- 
ing at  bay  a  couple  of  sturdy -looking  men,  who  appeared  to  be 
only  prevented  from  using  violence  by  respect  for  the  person 
or  the  safety  of  a  young  woman,  who  clung  to  her  father's 
knees  and  implored  him  not  to  resist  where  resistance  was  so 
unavailing.  Let  me  cut  short  this  scene;  I  dismissed  the 
bailiffs,  and  paid  the  debt.  I  then  endeavoured  to  explain  to 
the  Spaniard,  in  French,  for  he  scarcely  understood  three 
words  of  our  language,  the  cause  of  a  rudeness  towards  him 
which  he  persisted  in  calling  a  great  insult  and  inhospitality 
manifested  to  a  stranger  and  an  exile.  I  succeeded  at  length 
in  pacifying  him.  I  remained  for  more  than  an  hour  at  the 
cottage,  and  I  left  it  with  a  heart  beating  at  a  certain  persua- 
sion that  I  had  established  therein  the  claim  of  acquaintance 
and  visitation. 

Will  the  reader  pardon  me  for  having  curtailed  this  scene  ? 
It  is  connected  with  a  subject  on  which  I  shall  better  endure 
to  dwell  as  my  narrative  proceeds.  From  that  time  I  paid 
frequent  visits  to  the  cottage;  the  Spaniard  soon  grew  inti- 
mate with  me,  and  I  thought  the  daughter  began  to  blush 
when  I  entered,  and  to  sigh  when  I  departed. 

One  evening  I  was  conversing  with  Don  Diego  D'Alvarez 
(such  was  the  Spaniard's  name),  as  he  sat  without  the  thres- 
hold, inhaling  the  gentle  air,  that  stole  freshness  from  the 
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rippling  sea  that  spread  before  us,  and  fragrance  from  the 
earth,  over  which  the  summer  now  reigned  in  its  most  mellow 
glory.  Isora  (the  daughter)  sat  at  a  little  distance. 

"How  comes  it,"  said  Don  Diego,  "that  you  have  never  met 
our  friend  Senor  Bar  —  Bar — these  English  names  are  always 
escaping  my  memory.  How  is  he  called,  Isora  ?  " 

"  Mr. —  Mr.  Barnard,"  said  Isora  (who,  brought  early  to  Eng- 
land, spoke  its  language  like  a  native),  but  with  evident  con- 
fusion, and  looking  down  as  she  spoke  —  "  Mr.  Barnard,  I  be- 
lieve, you  mean." 

"Eight,  my  love,"  rejoined  the  Spaniard,  who  was  smoking 
a  long  pipe  with  great  gravity,  and  did  not  notice  his  daugh- 
ter's embarrassment,  —  "a  fine  youth,  but  somewhat  shy  and 
over-modest  in  manner." 

"  Youth !  "  thought  I,  and  I  darted  a  piercing  look  towards 
Isora.  "How  comes  it,  indeed,"  I  said  aloud,  "that  I  have 
not  met  him  ?  Is  he  a  friend  of  long  standing  ?  " 

"Nay,  not  very, —  perhaps  of  some  six  weeks  earlier  date 
than  you,  Senor  Don  Devereux.  I  pressed  him,  when  he 
called  this  morning,  to  tarry  your  coming:  but,  poor  youth, 
he  is  diffident,  and  not  yet  accustomed  to  mix  freely  with 
strangers,  especially  those  of  rank ;  our  own  presence  a  little 
overawes  him;"  and  from  Don  Diego's  gray  mustachios  is- 
sued a  yet  fuller  cloud  than  was  ordinarily  wont  to  emerge 
thence. 

My  eyes  were  still  fixed  on  Isora;  she  looked  up,  met  them, 
blushed  deeply,  rose,  and  disappeared  within  the  house.  I 
was  already  susceptible  of  jealousy.  My  lip  trembled  as  I 
resumed:  "And  will  Don  Diego  pardon  me  for  inquiring 
how  commenced  his  knowledge  of  this  ingenuous  youth  ?  " 

The  question  was  a  little  beyond  the  pale  of  good  breeding ; 
perhaps  the  Spaniard,  who  was  tolerably  punctilious  in  such 
matters,  thought  so,  for  he  did  not  reply.  I  was  sensible  of 
my  error,  and  apologizing  for  it,  insinuated,  nevertheless,  the 
question  in  a  more  respectful  and  covert  shape.  Still  Don 
Diego,  inhaling  the  fragrant  weed  with  renewed  vehemence, 
only  —  like  Pion's  tomb,  recorded  by  Pausanias  —  replied  to 
the  request  of  his  petitioner  by  smoke.  I  did  not  venture  to 
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renew  my  interrogatories,  and  there  was  a  long  silence.  My 
eyes  fixed  their  gaze  on  the  door  by  which  Isora  had  disap- 
peared. In  vain;  she  returned  not;  and  as  the  chill  of  the 
increasing  evening  began  now  to  make  itself  felt  by  the  frame 
of  one  accustomed  to  warmer  skies,  the  Spaniard  soon  rose  to 
re-enter  his  house,  and  I  took  my  farewell  for  the  night. 

There  were  many  ways  (as  I  before  said)  by  which  I  could 
return  home,  all  nearly  equal  in  picturesque  beauty ;  for  the 
county  in  which  my  uncle's  estates  were  placed  was  one  where 
stream  roved  and  woodland  flourished  even  to  the  very  strand 
or  cliff  of  the  sea.  The  shortest  route,  though  one  the  least 
frequented  by  any  except  foot-passengers,  was  along  the  coast, 
and  it  was  by  this  path  that  I  rode  slowly  homeward.  On 
winding  a  curve  in  the  road  about  one  mile  from  Devereux 
Court,  the  old  building  broke  slowly,  tower  by  tower,  upon 
me.  I  have  never  yet  described  the  house,  and  perhaps  it 
will  not  be  uninteresting  to  the  reader  if  I  do  so  now. 

It  had  anciently  belonged  to  Ralph  de  Bigod.  From  his 
possession  it  had  passed  into  that  of  the  then  noblest  branch 
the  stem  of  Devereux,  whence,  without  break  or  flaw  in  the 
direct  line  of  heritage,  it  had  ultimately  descended  to  the 
present  owner.  It  was  a  pile  of  vast  extent,  built  around 
three  quadrangular  courts,  the  farthest  of  which  spread  to 
the  very  verge  of  the  gray,  tall  cliffs  that  overhung  the  sea; 
in  this  court  was  a  rude  tower,  which,  according  to  tradition, 
had  contained  the  apartments  ordinarily  inhabited  by  our  ill- 
fated  namesake  and  distant  kinsman,  Robert  Devereux,  the 
favourite  and  the  victim  of  Elizabeth,  whenever  he  had  hon- 
oured the  mansion  with  a  visit.  There  was  nothing,  it  is 
true,  in  the  old  tower  calculated  to  flatter  the  tradition,  for  it 
contained  only  two  habitable  rooms,  communicating  with 
each  other,  and  by  no  means  remarkable  for  size  or  splen- 
dour; and  every  one  of  our  household,  save  myself,  was  wont 
to  discredit  the  idle  rumour  which  would  assign  to  so  dis- 
tinguished a  guest  so  unseemly  a  lodgment.  But,  as  I 
looked  from  the  narrow  lattices  of  the  chambers,  over  the 
wide  expanse  of  ocean  and  of  land  which  they  commanded ; 
as  I  noted,  too,  that  the  tower  was  utterly  separated  from  the 
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rest  of  the  house,  and  that  the  convenience  of  its  site  enabled 
one  on  quitting  it,  to  escape  at  once,  and  privately,  either  to 
the  solitary  beach,  or  to  the  glades  and  groves  of  the  wide 
park  which  stretched  behind, —  I  could  not  help  indulging  the 
belief  that  the  unceremonious  and  not  unromantic  noble  had 
himself  selected  his  place  of  retirement,  and  that,  in  so  doing, 
the  gallant  of  a  stately  court  was  not  perhaps  undesirous  of 
securing  at  well-chosen  moments  a  brief  relaxation  from  the 
heavy  honours  of  country  homage;  or  that  the  patron  and 
poetic  admirer  of  the  dreaming  Spenser  might  have  preferred, 
to  all  more  gorgeous  accommodation,  the  quiet  and  unseen 
egress  to  that  sea  and  shore,  which,  if  we  may  believe  the 
accomplished  Roman,1  are  so  fertile  -in  the  powers  of 
inspiration. 

However  this  be,  I  had  cheated  myself  into  the  belief  that 
my  conjecture  was  true,  and  I  had  petitioned  my  uncle,  when, 
on  leaving  school,  he  assigned  to  each  of  us  our  several  apart- 
ments, to  grant  me  the  exclusive  right  to  this  dilapidated 
tower.  I  gained  my  boon  easily  enough ;  and  —  so  strangely 
is  our  future  fate  compounded  from  past  trifles  —  I  verily  be- 
lieve that  the  strong  desire  which  thenceforth  seized  me  to 
visit  courts  and  mix  with  statesmen  —  which  afterwards  hur- 
ried me  into  intrigue,  war,  the  plots  of  London,  the  dissipa- 
tions of  Paris,  the  perilous  schemes  of  Petersburg,  nay,  the 
very  hardships  of  a  Cossack  tent  —  was  first  formed  by  the 
imaginary  honour  of  inhabiting  the  same  chamber  as  the  glit- 
tering but  ill-fated  courtier  of  my  own  name.  Thus  youth 
imitates  where  it  should  avoid;  and  thus  that  which  should 
have  been  to  me  a  warning  became  an  example. 

In  the  oaken  floor  to  the  outer  chamber  of  this  tower  was 
situated  a  trap-door,  the  entrance  into  a  lower  room  or  rather 
cell,  fitted  up  as  a  bath;  and  here  a  wooden  door  opened  into 
a  long  subterranean  passage  that  led  out  into  a  cavern  by  the 
sea-shore.  This  cave,  partly  by  nature,  partly  by  art,  was 

1  "O  mare,  0  litus,  verum  secretumque  Movo-eto^,  quam  multa  dictatig, 
quam  multa  invenitis ! "  —  PLINIUS. 

"  O  sea,  O  shore,  true  and  secret  sanctuary  of  the  Muses,  how  many  things 
ye  dictate,  how  many  things  ye  discover  I " 
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hollowed  into  a  beautiful  Gothic  form;  and  here,  on  moon- 
light evenings,  when  the  sea  crept  gently  over  the  yellow  and 
smooth  sands  and  the  summer  tempered  the  air  from  too  keen 
a  freshness,  my  uncle  had  often  in  his  younger  days,  ere  gout 
and  rheum  had  grown  familiar  images,  assembled  his  guests. 
It  was  a  place  which  the  echoes  peculiarly  adapted  for  music; 
and  the  scene  was  certainly  not  calculated  to  diminish  the 
effect  of  "sweet  sounds."  Even  now,  though  my  uncle  rarely 
joined  us,  we  were  often  wont  to  hold  our  evening  revels  in 
this  spot;  and  the  high  cliffs,  circling  either  side  in  the  form 
of  a  bay,  tolerably  well  concealed  our  meetings  from  the  gaze 
of  the  vulgar.  It  is  true  (for  these  cliffs  were  perforated 
with  numerous  excavations)  that  some  roving  peasant,  mar- 
iner, or  perchance  smuggler,  would  now  and  then,  at  low 
water,  intrude  upon  us.  But  our  London  Nereids  and  courtly 
Tritons  were  always  well  pleased  with  the  interest  of  what 
they  graciously  termed  "  an  adventure ;  "  and  our  assemblies 
were  too  numerous  to  think  an  unbroken  secrecy  indispensa- 
ble. Hence,  therefore,  the  cavern  was  almost  considered  a 
part  of  the  house  itself;  and  though  there  was  an  iron  door 
at  the  entrance  which  it  gave  to  the  passage  leading  to  my 
apartments,  yet  so  great  was  our  confidence  in  our  neighbours 
or  ourselves  that  it  was  rarely  secured,  save  as  a  defence 
against  the  high  tides  of  winter. 

The  stars  were  shining  quietly  over  the  old  gray  castle 
(for  castle  it  really  was),  as  I  now  came  within  view  of  it. 
To  the  left,  and  in  the  rear  of  the  house,  the  trees  of  the  park, 
grouped  by  distance,  seemed  blent  into  one  thick  mass  of 
wood ;  to  the  right,  as  I  now  (descending  the  cliff  by  a  grad- 
ual path)  entered  on  the  level  sands,  and  at  about  the  distance 
of  a  league  from  the  main  shore,  a  small  islet,  notorious  as 
the  resort  and  shelter  of  contraband  adventurers,  scarcely  re- 
lieved the  wide  and  glassy  azure  of  the  waves.  The  tide  was 
out ;  and  passing  through  one  of  the  arches  worn  in  the  bay, 
I  came  somewhat  suddenly  by  the  cavern.  Seated  there  on  a 
crag  of  stone  I  found  Aubrey. 

My  acquaintance  with  Isora  and  her  father  had  so  immedi- 
ately succeeded  the  friendly  meeting  with  Aubrey  which  I 
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last  recorded,  and  had  so  utterly  engrossed  my  time  and 
thoughts,  that  I  had  not  taken  of  that  interview  all  the  broth- 
erly advantage  which  I  might  have  done.  My  heart  now 
smote  me  for  my  involuntary  negligence.  I  dismounted,  and 
fastening  my  horse  to  one  of  a  long  line  of  posts  that  ran  into 
the  sea,  approached  Aubrey  and  accosted  him. 

"  Alone,  Aubrey  ?  and  at  an  hour  when  my  uncle  always 
makes  the  old  walls  ring  with  revel  ?  Hark !  can  you  not 
hear  the  music  even  now?  It  comes  from  the  ball-room,  I 
think,  does  it  not  ? " 

"  Yes, "  said  Aubrey,  briefly,  and  looking  down  upon  a  de- 
votional book,  which  (as  was  his  wont)  he  had  made  Ms 
companion. 

"  And  we  are  the  only  truants !  —  Well,  Gerald  will  supply 
our  places  with  a  lighter  step,  and,  perhaps,  a  merrier  heart." 

Aubrey  sighed.  I  bent  over  him  affectionately  (I  loved 
that  boy  with  something  of  a  father's  as  well  as  a  brother's 
love),  and  as  I  did  bend  over  him,  I  saw  that  his  eyelids  were 
red  with  weeping. 

"  My  brother  —  my  own  dear  brother,"  said  I,  "  what  grieves 
you  ?  —  are  we  not  friends,  and  more  than  f rienda  ?  —  what 
can  grieve  you  that  grieves  not  me  ? " 

Suddenly  raising  his  head,  Aubrey  gazed  at  me  with  a  long, 
searching  intentness  of  eye ;  his  lips  moved,  but  he  did  not 
answer. 

"Speak  to  me,  Aubrey,"  said  I,  passing  my  arm  over  his 
shoulder;  "has  any  one,  anything,  hurt  you  ?  See,  now,  if  I 
cannot  remedy  the  evil." 

"  Morton, "  said  Aubrey,  speaking  very  slowly,  "  do  you  be- 
lieve that  Heaven  pre-orders  as  well  as  foresees  out  destiny  ?  " 

"It  is  the  schoolman's  question,"  said  I,  smiling;  "but  I 
know  how  these  idle  subtleties  vex  the  mind;  and  you,  my 
brother,  are  ever  too  occupied  with  considerations  of  the 
future.  If  Heaven  does  pre-order  our  destiny,  we  know  that 
Heaven  is  merciful,  and  we  should  be  fearless,  as  we  arm 
ourselves  in  that  knowledge." 

"  Morton  Devereux, "  said  Aubrey,  again  repeating  my  name, 
and  with  an  evident  inward  effort  that  left  his  lip  colourless, 
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and  yet  lit  his  dark  dilating  eye  with  a  strange  and  unwonted 
fire, —  "Morton  Devereux,  I  feel  that  I  am  predestined  to 
the  power  of  the  Evil  One!" 

I  drew  back,  inexpressibly  shocked.  "  Good  Heavens !  "  I 
exclaimed,  "  what  can  induce  you  to  cherish  so  terrible  a  phan- 
tasy ?  what  can  induce  you  to  wrong  so  fearfully  the  goodness 
and  mercy  of  our  Creator  ?  " 

Aubrey  shrank  from  my  arm,  which  had  still  been  round 
him,  and  covered  his  face  with  his  hands.  I  took  up  the  book 
he  had  been  reading;  it  was  a  Latin  treatise  on  predestina- 
tion, and  seemed  fraught  with  the  most  gloomy  and  bewilder- 
ing subtleties.  I  sat  down  beside  him,  and  pointed  out  the 
various  incoherencies  and  contradictions  of  the  work,  and  the 
doctrine  it  espoused:  so  long  and  so  earnestly  did  I  speak 
that  at  length  Aubrey  looked  up,  seemingly  cheered  and 
relieved. 

"  I  wish, "  said  he,  timidly,  "  I  wish  that  you  loved  me,  and 
that  you  loved  me  only :  but  you  love  pleasure,  and  power,  and 
show,  and  wit,  and  revelry;  and  you  know  not  what  it  is  to 
feel  for  me  as  I  feel  at  times  for  you,—  nay,  perhaps  you 
really  dislike  or  despise  me." 

Aubrey's  voice  grew  bitter  in  its  tone  as  he  concluded  these 
words,  and  I  was  instantly  impressed  with  the  belief  that 
some  one  had  insinuated  distrust  of  my  affection  for  him. 

"  Why  should  you  think  thus  ? "  I  said ;  "  has  any  cause 
occurred  of  late  to  make  you  deem  my  affection  for  you 
weaker  than  it  was  ?  Has  any  one  hinted  a  surmise  that  I  do 
not  repay  your  brotherly  regard  ?  " 

Aubrey  did  not  answer. 

"Has  Gerald,"  I  continued,  "jealous  of  our  mutual  attach- 
ment, uttered  aught  tending  to  diminish  it  ?  Yes,  I  see  that 
he  has." 

Aubrey  remained  motionless,  sullenly  gazing  downward 
and  still  silent. 

"Speak,"  said  I,  "in  justice  to  both  of  us, —  speak!  You 
know,  Aubrey,  how  I  have  loved  and  love  you :  put  your  arms 
round  me,  and  say  that  thing  on  earth  which  you  wish  me  to 
do,  and  it  shall  be  done !  " 
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Aubrey  looked  up;  he  met  my  eyes,  and  he  threw  himself 
upon  my  neck,  and  burst  into  a  violent  paroxysm  of  tears. 

I  was  greatly  affected.  "I  see  my  fault,"  said  I,  soothing 
him;  "you  are  angry,  and  with  justice,  that  I  have  neglected 
you  of  late;  and,  perhaps,  while  I  ask  your  confidence,  you 
suspect  that  there  is  some  subject  on  which  I  should  have 
granted  you  mine.  You  are  right,  and,  at  a  fitter  moment, 
I  will.  Now  let  us  return  homeward:  our  uncle  is  never 
merry  when  we  are  absent;  and  when  my  mother  misses  your 
dark  locks  and  fair  cheek,  I  fancy  that  she  sees  little  beauty 
in  the  ball.  And  yet,  Aubrey,"  I  added,  as  he  now  rose  from 
my  embrace  and  dried  his  tears,  "  I  will  own  to  you  that  I 
love  this  scene  better  than  any,  however  gay,  within ;  "  and  I 
turned  to  the  sea,  starlit  as  it  was,  and  murmuring  with  a 
silver  voice,  and  I  became  suddenly  silent. 

There  was  a  long  pause.  I  believe  we  both  felt  the  influ- 
ence of  the  scene  around  us,  softening  and  tranquillizing  our 
hearts;  for,  at  length,  Aubrey  put  his  hand  in  mine,  and 
said,  "  You  were  always  more  generous  and  kind  than  I,  Mor- 
ton, though  there  are  times  when  you  seem  different  from 
what  you  are;  and  I  know  you  have  already  forgiven  me." 

I  drew  him  affectionately  towards  me,  and  we  went  home. 

But  although  I  meant  from  that  night  to  devote  myself  more 
to  Aubrey  than  I  had  done  of  late,  my  hourly  increasing  love 
for  Isora  interfered  greatly  with  my  resolution.  In  order, 
however,  to  excuse  any  future  neglect,  I,  the  very  next  morn- 
ing, bestowed  upon  him  my  confidence.  Aubrey  did  not  much 
encourage  my  passion :  he  represented  to  me  Isora's  situation, 
my  own  youth,  my  own  worldly  ambition;  and,  more  than  all 
(reminding  me  of  my  uncle's  aversion  even  to  the  most  pros- 
perous and  well-suited  marriage),  he  insisted  upon  the  cer- 
tainty that  Sir  William  would  never  yield  consent  to  the 
lawful  consummation  of  so  unequal  a  love.  I  was  not  too 
well  pleased  with  this  reception  of  my  tale,  and  I  did  not 
much  trouble  my  adviser  with  any  further  communication 
and  confidence  on  the  subject.  Day  after  day  I  renewed  my 
visits  to  the  Spaniard's  cottage;  and  yet  time  passed  on,  and 
I  had  not  told  Isora  a  syllable  of  my  love.  I  was  inexpressi- 
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bly  jealous  of  this  Barnard,  whom  her  father  often  eulogized, 
and  whom  I  never  met.  There  appeared  to  be  some  mystery 
in  his  acquaintance  with  Don  Diego,  which  that  personage 
carefully  concealed ;  and  once,  when  I  was  expressing  my  sur- 
prise to  have  so  often  missed  seeing  his  friend,  the  Spaniard 
shook  his  head  gravely,  and  said  that  he  had  now  learnt  the 
real  reason  for  it:  there  were  circumstances  of  state  which 
made  men  fearful  of  new  acquaintances  even  in  their  own 
country.  He  drew  back,  as  if  he  had  said  too  much,  and  left 
me  to  conjecture  that  Barnard  was  connected  with  him  in 
some  intrigue,  more  delightful  in  itself  than  agreeable  to  the 
government.  This  belief  was  strengthened  by  my  noting  that 
Alvarez  was  frequently  absent  from  home,  and  this  too  in  the 
evening,  when  he  was  generally  wont  to  shun  the  bleakness 
of  the  English  air, —  an  atmosphere,  by  the  by,  which  I  once 
heard  a  Frenchman  wittily  compare  to  Augustus  placed  be- 
tween Horace  and  Virgil;  namely,  in  the  bon  mot  of  the 
emperor  himself,  between  sighs  and  tears. 

But  Isora  herself  never  heard  the  name  of  this  Barnard 
mentioned  without  a  visible  confusion,  which  galled  me  to 
the  heart;  and  at  length,  unable  to  endure  any  longer  my  sus- 
pense upon  the  subject,  I  resolved  to  seek  from  her  own  lips 
its  termination.  I  long  tarried  my  opportunity;  it  was  one 
evening  that  coming  rather  unexpectedly  to  the  cottage,  I  was 
informed  by  the  single  servant  that  Don  Diego  had  gone  to 
the  neighbouring  town,  but  that  Isora  was  in  the  garden. 
Small  as  it  was,  this  garden  had  been  cultivated  with  some 
care,  and  was  not  devoid  of  variety.  A  high  and  very  thick 
fence  of  living  box-wood,  closely  interlaced  with  the  honey- 
suckle and  the  common  rose,  screened  a  few  plots  of  rarer 
flowers,  a  small  circular  fountain,  and  a  rustic  arbour,  both 
from  the  sea  breezes  and  the  eyes  of  any  passer-by,  to  which 
the  open  and  unsheltered  portion  of  the  garden  was  exposed. 
When  I  passed  through  the  opening  cut  in  the  fence,  I  was 
somewhat  surprised  at  not  immediately  seeing  Isora.  Per- 
haps she  was  in  the  arbour.  I  approached  the  arbour  trem- 
bling. What  was  my  astonishment  and  my  terror  when  I 
beheld  her  stretched  lifeless  on  the  ground! 
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I  uttered  a  loud  cry,  and  sprang  forward.  I  raised  her 
from  the  earth,  and  supported  her  in  my  arms ;  her  complex- 
ion —  through  whose  pure  and  transparent  white  the  wander- 
ing blood  was  wont  so  gently,  yet  so  glowingly,  to  blush, 
undulating  while  it  blushed,  as  youngest  rose-leaves  which 
the  air  just  stirs  into  trembling  —  was  blanched  into  the  hues 
of  death.  My  kisses  tinged  it  with  a  momentary  colour  not 
its  own;  and  yet  as  I  pressed  her  to  my  heart,  methought  hers, 
which  seemed  still  before,  began  as  if  by  an  involuntary  sym- 
pathy, palpably  and  suddenly  to  throb  against  my  own.  My 
alarm  melted  away  as  I  held  her  thus, —  nay,  I  would  not,  if 
I  could,  have  recalled  her  yet  to  life;  I  was  forgetful,  I  was 
unheeding,  I  was  unconscious  of  all  things  else,  —  a  few  broken 
and  passionate  words  escaped  my  lips,  but  even  they  ceased 
when  I  felt  her  breath  just  stirring  and  mingling  with  my 
own.  It  seemed  to  me  as  if  all  living  kind  but  ourselves  had, 
by  a  spell,  departed  from  the  earth,  and  we  were  left  alone 
with  the  breathless  and  inaudible  Nature  from  which  spring 
the  love  and  the  life  of  all  things. 

Isora  slowly  recovered;  her  eyes  in  opening  dwelt  upon 
mine ;  her  blood  rushed  at  once  to  her  cheek,  and  as  suddenly 
left  it  hueless  as  before.  She  rose  from  my  embrace,  but  I 
still  extended  my  arms  towards  her;  and  words  over  which  I 
had  no  control,  and  of  which  now  I  have  no  remembrance, 
rushed  from  my  lips.  Still  pale,  and  leaning  against  the 
side  of  the  arbour,  Isora  heard  me,  as  —  confused,  incoherent, 
impetuous,  but  still  intelligible  to  her  —  my  released  heart 
poured  itself  forth.  And  when  I  had  ceased,  she  turned  her 
face  towards  me,  and  my  blood  seemed  at  once  frozen  in  its 
channel.  Anguish,  deep  ineffable  anguish,  was  depicted  upon 
every  feature;  and  when  she  strove  at  last  to  speak,  her  lips 
quivered  so  violently  that,  after  a  vain  effort,  she  ceased 
abruptly.  I  again  approached;  I  seized  her  hand,  which  I 
covered  with  my  kisses. 

"Will  you  not  answer  me,  Isora?"  said  I,  trembling. 
"Be  silent,  then;  but  give  me  one  look,  one  glance  of  hope, 
of  pardon,  from  those  dear  eyes,  and  I  ask  no  more." 

Isora's  whole  frame  seemed  sinking  beneath  her  emotions; 
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she  raised  her  head,  and  looked  hurriedly  and  fearfully  round; 
my  eye  followed  hers,  and  I  then  saw  upon  the  damp  ground 
the  recent  print  of  a  man's  footstep,  not  my  own .  and  close 
to  the  spot  where  I  had  found  Isora  lay  a  man's  glove.  A 
pang  shot  through  me ;  I  felt  my  eyes  flash  fire,  and  my  brow 
darken,  as  I  turned  to  Isora  and  said,  "I  see  it;  I  see  all: 
I  have  a  rival,  who  has  but  just  left  you;  you  love  me  not; 
your  affections  are  for  him ! "  Isora  sobbed  violently,  but 
made  no  reply.  "You  love  him,"  said  I,  but  in  a  milder 
and  more  mournful  tone,  "you  love  him;  it  is  enough;  I  will 
persecute  you  no  more ;  and  yet  —  "  I  paused  a  moment,  for 
the  remembrance  of  many  a  sign,  which  my  heart  had  inter- 
preted flatteringly,  flashed  upon  me,  and  my  voice  faltered. 
"  Well,  I  have  no  right  to  murmur  —  only,  Isora  —  only  tell 
me  with  your  lips  that  you  love  another,  and  I  will  depart  in 
peace." 

Very  slowly  Isora  turned  her  eyes  to  me,  and  even  through 
her  tears  they  dwelt  upon  me  with  a  tender  and  a  soft 
reproach. 

"  You  love  another  ? "  said  I ;  and  from  her  lips,  which 
scarcely  parted,  came  a  single  word  which  thrilled  to  my 
heart  like  fire,—  "Nof" 

"No!"  I  repeated,  "no?  say  that  again,  and  again;  yet 
who  then  is  this  that  has  dared  so  to  agitate  and  overpower 
you  ?  Who  is  he  whom  you  have  met,  and  whom,  even  now 
while  I  speak,  you  tremble  to  hear  me  recur  to  ?  Answer  me 
one  word:  is  it  this  mysterious  stranger  whom  your  father 
honours  with  his  friendship  ?  is  it  Barnard  ? " 

Alarm  and  fear  again  wholly  engrossed  the  expression  of 
Isora' s  countenance. 

"  Barnard !  "  she  said ;  "  yes  —  yes  —  it  is  Barnard !  " 

"Who  is  he  ?"  I  cried  vehemently;  "who  or  what  is  he;  and 
of  what  nature  is  his  influence  upon  you?  Confide  in  me," 
and  I  poured  forth  a  long  tide  of  inquiry  and  solicitation. 

By  the  time  I  had  ended,  Isora  seemed  to  have  recovered 
herself.  With  her  softness  was  mingled  something  of  spirit 
and  self-control,  which  was  rare  alike  in  her  country  and 
her  sex. 
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"  Listen  to  me ! "  said  she,  and  her  voice,  -which  faltered  a 
little  at  first,  grew  calm  and  firm  as  she  proceeded.  "You 
profess  to  love  me :  I  am  not  worthy  your  love ;  and  if,  Count 
Devereux,  I  do  not  reject  nor  disclaim  it  —  for  I  am  a  woman, 
and  a  weak  and  fond  one  —  I  will  not  at  least  wrong  you  by 
encouraging  hopes  which  I  may  not  and  I  dare  not  fulfil.  I 
cannot, —  "here  she  spoke  with  a  fearful  distinctness, —  "I 
cannot,  I  can  never  be  yours ;  and  when  you  ask  me  to  be  so, 
you  know  not  what  you  ask  nor  what  perils  you  incur. 
Enough ;  I  am  grateful  to  you.  The  poor  exiled  girl  is  grate- 
ful for  your  esteem  —  and  —  and  your  affection.  She  will 
never  forget  them, — never!  But  be  this  our  last  meeting  — 
our  very  last  —  God  bless  you,  Morton !  "  and,  as  she  read  my 
heart,  pierced  and  agonized  as  it  was,  in  my  countenance, 
Isora  bent  over  me,  for  I  knelt  beside  her,  and  I  felt  her  tears 
upon  my  cheek, —  "God  bless  you  —  and  farewell!  " 

"You  insult,  you  wound  me,"  said  I,  bitterly,  "by  this  cold 
and  taunting  kindness;  tell  me,  tell  me  only,  who  it  is  that 
you  love  better  than  me." 

Isora  had  turned  to  leave  me,  for  I  was  too  proud  to  detain 
her;  but  when  I  said  this,  she  came  back,  after  a  moment's 
pause,  and  laid  her  hand  upon  my  arm. 

"If  it  make  you  happy  to  know  my  unhappiness,"  she  said, 
and  the  tone  of  her  voice  made  me  look  full  in  her  face,  which 
was  one  deep  blush,  "  know  that  I  am  not  insensible  —  " 

I  heard  no  more :  my  lips  pressed  themselves  involuntarily 
to  hers, —  along,  long  kiss, —  burning,  intense,  concentrating 
emotion,  heart,  soul,  all  the  rays  of  life's  light  into  a  single 
focus ;  and  she  tore  herself  away  from  me,  —  and  I  was 
alone. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

A  DISCOVERY   AND   A   DEPARTURE. 

I  HASTENED  home  after  my  eventful  interview  with  Isora, 
and  gave  myself  up  to  tumultuous  and  wild  conjecture.  Au- 
brey sought  me  the  next  morning :  I  narrated  to  him  all  that 
had  occurred:  he  said  little,  but  that  little  enraged  me, 
for  it  was  contrary  to  the  dictates  of  my  own  wishes.  The 
character  of  Morose  in  the  "  Silent  Woman  "  is  by  no  means  an 
uncommon  one.  Many  men  —  certainly  many  lovers  —  would 
say  with  equal  truth,  always  provided  they  had  equal  candour, 
"  All  discourses  but  my  own  afflict  me ;  they  seem  harsh,  im- 
pertinent, and  irksome."  Certainly  I  felt  that  amiable  senti- 
ment most  sincerely  with  regard  to  Aubrey.  I  left  him 
abruptly:  a  resolution  possessed  me.  "I  will  see,"  said  I, 
"this  Barnard;  I  will  lie  in  wait  for  him;  I  will  demand  and 
obtain,  though  it  be  by  force,  the  secret  which  evidently 
subsists  between  him  and  this  exiled  family." 

Full  of  this  idea,  I  drew  my  cloak  round  me,  and  repaired 
on  foot  to  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Spaniard's  cottage.  There 
was  no  place  near  it  very  commodious  for  accommodation 
both  of  vigil  and  concealment.  However,  I  made  a  little  hill, 
in  a  field  opposite  the  house,  my  warder's  station,  and,  lying 
at  full  length  on  the  ground,  wrapt  in  my  cloak,  I  trusted  to 
escape  notice.  The  day  passed:  no  visitor  appeared.  The 
next  morning  I  went  from  my  own  rooms,  through  the  subter- 
ranean passage  into  the  castle  cave,  as  the  excavation  I  have 
before  described  was  generally  termed.  On  the  shore  I  saw 
Gerald  by  one  of  the  small  fishing-boats  usually  kept  there, 
I  passed  him  with  a  sneer  at  his  amusements,  which  were  al- 
ways those  of  conflicts  against  fish  or  fowl.  He  answered  me 
in  the  same  strain,  as  he  threw  his  nets  into  the  boat,  and 
pushed  out  to  sea.  "  How  is  it  that  you  go  alone  ?  "  said  I ; 
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"  is  there  so  much  glory  in  the  capture  of  mackerel  and  dog- 
fish that  you  will  allow  no  one  to  share  it  ?  " 

"There  are  other  sports  besides  those  for  men,"  answered 
Gerald,  colouring  indignantly:  "my  taste  is  confined  to  amuse- 
ments in  which  he  is  but  a  fool  who  seeks  companionship; 
and  if  you  could  read  character  better,  my  wise  brother,  you 
would  know  that  the  bold  rover  is  ever  less  idle  and  more 
fortunate  than  the  speculative  dreamer." 

As  Gerald  said  this,  which  he  did  with  a  significant  empha- 
sis, he  rowed  vigorously  across  the  water,  and  the  little  boat 
was  soon  half  way  to  the  opposite  islet.  My  eyes  followed  it 
musingly  as  it  glided  over  the  waves,  and  my  thoughts  pain- 
fully revolved  the  words  which  Gerald  had  uttered.  "  What 
can  he  mean?"  said  I,  half  aloud;  "yet  what  matters  it? 
Perhaps  some  low  amour,  some  village  conquest,  inspires 
him  with  that  becoming  fulness  of  pride  and  vain-glory;  joy 
be  with  so  bold  a  rover !  "  and  I  strode  away  along  the  beach 
towards  my  place  of  watch;  once  only  I  turned  to  look  at 
Gerald ;  he  had  then  just  touched  the  islet,  which  was  cele- 
brated as  much  for  the  fishing  it  afforded  as  the  smuggling 
it  protected. 

I  arrived  at  last  at  the  hillock,  and  resumed  my  station. 
Time  passed  on,  till,  at  the  dusk  of  evening,  the  Spaniard 
came  out.  He  walked  slowly  towards  the  town;  I  followed 
him  at  a  distance.  Just  before  he  reached  the  town,  he  turned 
off  by  a  path  which  led  to  the  beach.  As  the  evening  was 
unusually  fresh  and  chill,  I  felt  convinced  that  some  cause, 
not  wholly  trivial,  drew  the  Spaniard  forth  to  brave  it.  My 
pride  a  little  revolted  at  the  idea  of  following  him ;  but  I  per- 
suaded myself  that  Isora's  happiness,  and  perhaps  her  father's 
safety,  depended  on  my  obtaining  some  knowledge  of  the 
character  and  designs  of  this  Barnard,  who  appeared  to  pos- 
sess so  dangerous  an  influence  over  both  daughter  and  sire ; 
nor  did  I  doubt  but  that  the  old  man  was  now  gone  forth  to 
aaeet  him.  The  times  were  those  of  mystery  and  of  intrigue  : 
the  emissaries  of  the  House  of  Stuart  were  restlessly  at  work 
among  all  classes;  many  of  them,  obscure  and  mean  individ- 
uals, made  their  way  the  moie  dangerously  from  their  appar- 
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ent  insignificance.  My  uncle,  a  moderate  Tory,  was  opposed, 
though  quietly  and  without  vehemence,  to  the  claims  of  the 
banished  House.  Like  Sedley,  who  became  so  stanch  a  revo- 
lutionist, he  had  seen  the  Court  of  Charles  II.  and  the  char- 
acter of  that  King's  brother  too  closely  to  feel  much  respect 
for  either;  but  he  thought  it  indecorous  to  express  opposition 
loudly  against  a  party  among  whom  were  many  of  his  early 
friends  ;  and  the  good  old  knight  was  too  much  attached  to 
private  ties  to  be  very  much  alive  to  public  feeling.  How-1 
ever,  at  his  well-filled  board,  conversation,  generally,  though 
displeasingly  to  himself,  turned  upon  politics,  and  I  had  there 
often  listened,  of  late,  to  dark  hints  of  the  danger  to  which 
we  were  exposed,  and  of  the  restless  machinations  of  the 
Jacobites.  I  did  not,  therefore,  scruple  to  suspect  this  Bar- 
nard of  some  plot  against  the  existing  state,  and  I  did  it  the 
more  from  observing  that  the  Spaniard  often  spoke  bitterly 
of  the  English  Court,  which  had  rejected  some  claims  he  had 
imagined  himself  entitled  to  make  upon  it ;  and  that  he  was 
naturally  of  a  temper  vehemently  opposed  to  quiet  and  alive 
to  enterprise.  With  this  impression,  I  deemed  it  fair  to  seize 
any  opportunity  of  seeing,  at  least,  even  if  I  could  not  ques- 
tion, the  man  whom  the  Spaniard  himself  confessed  to  have 
state  reasons  for  concealment;  and  my  anxiety  to  behold  one 
whose  very  name  could  agitate  Isora,  and  whose  presence 
could  occasion  the  state  in  which  I  had  found  her,  sharpened 
this  desire  into  the  keenness  of  a  passion. 

While  Alvarez  descended  to  the  beach,  I  kept  the  upper 
path,  which  wound  along  the  cliff.  There  was  a  spot  where 
the  rocks  were  rude  and  broken  into  crags,  and  afforded  me  a 
place  where,  unseen,  I  could  behold  what  passed  below.  The 
first  thing  I  beheld  was  a  boat  approaching  rapidly  towards 
the  shore ;  one  man  was  seated  in  it ;  he  reached  the  shore, 
and  I  recognized  Gerald.  That  was  a  dreadful  moment.  Al- 
varez now  slowly  joined  him;  they  remained  together  for 
nearly  an  hour.  I  saw  Gerald  give  the  Spaniard  a  letter, 
which  appeared  to  make  the  chief  subject  of  their  conversa- 
tion. At  length  they  parted,  with  the  signs  rather  of  respect 
than  familiarity.  Don  Diego  returned  homeward,  and  Gerald 
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re-entered  the  boat.  I  watched  its  progress  over  the  waves 
with  feelings  of  a  dark  and  almost  unutterable  nature.  "  My 
enemy !  my  rival !  ruiner  of  my  hopes !  —  my  brother  !  my  twin 
brother  !  "  I  muttered  bitterly  between  my  ground  teeth. 

The  boat  did  not  make  to  the  open  sea :  it  skulked  along 
the  shore,  till  distance  and  shadow  scarcely  allowed  me  to 
trace  the  outline  of  Gerald's  figure.  It  then  touched  the 
beach,  and  I  could  just  descry  the  dim  shape  of  another  man 
enter;  and  Gerald,  instead  of  returning  homewards,  pushed 
out  towards  the  islet.  I  spent  the  greater  part  of  the  night 
in  the  open  air.  Wearied  and  exhausted  by  the  furious  indul- 
gence of  my  passions,  I  gained  my  room  at  length.  There, 
however,  as  elsewhere,  thought  succeeded  to  thought,  and 
scheme  to  scheme.  Should  I  speak  to  Gerald  ?  Should  I 
confide  in  Alvarez  ?  Should  I  renew  my  suit  to  Isora  ?  If 
the  first,  what  could  I  hope  to  learn  from  my  enemy?  If 
the  second,  what  could  I  gain  from  the  father,  while  the 
daughter  remained  averse  to  me  ?  If  the  third,  —  there  my 
heart  pointed,  and  the  third  scheme  I  resolved  to  adopt. 

But  was  I  sure  that  Gerald  was  this  Barnard  ?  Might 
there  not  be  some  hope  that  he  was  not  ?  No,  I  could  per- 
ceive none.  Alvarez  had  never  spoken  to  me  of  acquaintance 
with  any  other  Englishman  than  Barnard ;  I  had  no  reason  to 
believe  that  he  ever  held  converse  with  any  other.  Would 
it  not  have  been  natural  too,  unless  some  powerful  cause,  such 
as  love  to  Isora,  induced  silence, —  would  it  not  have  been 
natural  that  Gerald  should  have  mentioned  his  acquaintance 
with  the  Spaniard  ?  Unless  some  dark  scheme,  such  as  that 
which  Barnard  appeared  to  have  in  common  with  Don  Diego, 
commanded  obscurity,  would  it  have  been  likely  that  Gerald 
should  have  met  Alvarez  alone, —  at  night,  —  on  an  unfre- 
quented spot?  What  that  scheme  was,  I  guessed  not, —  I 
cared  not.  All  my  interest  in  the  identity  of  Barnard  with 
Gerald  Devereux  was  that  derived  from  the  power  he  seemed 
to  possess  over  Isora.  Here,  too,  at  once,  was  explained  the 
pretended  Barnard's  desire  of  concealment,  and  the  vigilance 
with  which  it  had  been  effected.  It  was  so  certain  that 
Gerald,  if  my  rival,  would  seek  to  avoid  me ;  it  was  so  easy 
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for  him,  who  could  watch  all  my  motions,  to  secure  tlie  power 
of  doing  so.  Then  I  remembered  Gerald's  character  through 
the  country  as  a  gallant  and  a  general  lover;  and  I  closed  my 
eyes  as  if  to  shut  out  the  vision  when  I  recalled  the  beauty  of 
his  form  contrasted  with  the  comparative  plainness  of  my 
own. 

"There  is  no  hope,"  I  repeated;  and  an  insensibility,  rather 
than  sleep,  crept  over  me.  Dreadful  and  fierce  dreams  peo- 
pled my  slumbers ;  and,  when  I  started  from  them  at  a  late 
hour  the  next  day,  I  was  unable  to  rise  from  my  bed:  my 
agitation  and  my  wanderings  had  terminated  in  a  burning 
fever.  In  four  days,  however,  I  recovered  sufficiently  to 
mount  my  horse:  I  rode  to  the  Spaniard's  house;  I  found 
there  only  the  woman  who  had  been  Don  Diego's  solitary 
domestic.  The  morning  before,  Alvarez  and  his  daughter 
had  departed,  none  knew  for  certain  whither;  but  it  was 
supposed  their  destination  was  London.  The  woman  gave  me 
a  note :  it  was  from  Isora ;  it  contained  only  these  lines :  — 

Forget  me :  we  are  now  parted  forever.  As  you  value  my  peace  of 
mind  —  of  happiness  I  do  not  speak  —  seek  not  to  discover  our  next 
retreat.  1  implore  you  to  think  no  more  of  what  has  been ;  you  are 
young,  very  young.  Life  has  a  thousand  paths  for  you ;  any  one  of 
them  will  lead  you  from  remembrance  of  me.  Farewell,  again  and 
again ! 

ISORA  D' ALVAREZ. 

With  this  note  was  another,  in  French,  from  Don  Diego :  it 
was  colder  and  more  formal  than  I  could  have  expected ;  it 
thanked  me  for  my  attentions  towards  him ;  it  regretted  that 
he  could  not  take  leave  of  me  in  person,  and  it  enclosed  the 
sum  by  the  loan  of  which  our  acquaintance  had  commenced. 

"It  is  well!  "  said  I,  calmly,  to  myself,  "it  is  well;  I  will 
forget  her:"  and  I  rode  instantly  home.  "But,"  I  resumed 
in  my  soliloquy,  "I  will  yet  strive  to  obtain  confirmation  to 
what  perhaps  needs  it  not.  I  will  yet  strive  to  see  if  Gerald 
can  deny  the  depth  of  his  injuries  towards  me ;  there  will  be 
at  least  some  comfort  in  witnessing  either  his  defiance  or  his 
confusion." 
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Agreeably  to  this  thought,  I  hastened  to  seek  Gerald.  I 
found  him  in  his  apartment;  I  shut  the  door,  and  seating  my- 
self, with  a  smile  thus  addressed  him,  — 

"Dear  Gerald,  I  have  a  favour  to  ask  of  you." 

"What  is  it?" 

"  How  long  have  you  known  a  certain  Mr.  Barnard  ? " 
Gerald  changed  colour;  his  voice  faltered  as  he  repeated  the 
name  "  Barnard !  " 

"  Yes, "  said  I,  with  affected  composure,  "  Barnard !  a  great 
friend  of  Don  Diego  D' Alvarez." 

"I  perceive,"  said  Gerald,  collecting  himself,  "that  you 
are  in  some  measure  acquainted  with  my  secret:  how  far 
it  is  known  to  you  I  cannot  guess;  but  I  tell  you,  very 
fairly,  that  from  me  you  will  not  increase  the  sum  of  your 
knowledge." 

When  one  is  in  a  good  sound  rage,  it  is  astonishing  how 
calm  one  can  be!  I  was  certainly  somewhat  amazed  by 
Gerald's  hardihood  and  assurance,  but  I  continued,  with  a 
smile, — 

"  And  Donna  Isora,  how  long,  if  not  very  intrusive  on  your 
confidence,  have  you  known  her  ?  " 

"I  tell  you,"  answered  Gerald,  doggedly,  "that  I  will 
answer  no  questions." 

"You  remember  the  old  story,"  returned  I,  "of  the  two 
brothers,  Eteocles  and  Polynices,  whose  very  ashes  refused  to 
mingle;  faith,  Gerald,  our  love  seems  much  of  the  same  sort. 
I  know  not  if  our  ashes  will  exhibit  so  laudible  an  antipathy: 
but  I  think  our  hearts  and  hands  will  do  so  while  a  spark  of 
life  animates  them;  yes,  though  our  blood"  (I  added,  in  a 
voice  quivering  with  furious  emotion)  "prevents  our  contest 
by  the  sword,  it  prevents  not  the  hatred  and  the  curses  of  the 
heart." 

Gerald  turned  pale.  "I  do  not  understand  you,"  he  faltered 
out, —  "I  know  you  abhor  me;  but  why,  why  this  excess  of 
malice  ?  " 

I  cast  on  him  a  look  of  bitter  scorn,  and  turned  from  the 
room. 

It  is  not  pleasing  to  place  before  the  reader  these  dark 
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passages  of  fraternal  hatred :  but  in  the  record  of  all  passiona 
there  is  a  moral ;  and  it  is  wise  to  see  to  how  vast  a  sum  the 
units  of  childish  animosity  swell,  when  they  are  once  brought 
into  a  heap,  by  some  violent  event,  and  told  over  by  the  nice 
accuracy  of  Revenge. 

But  I  long  to  pass  from  these  scenes,  and  my  history  is 
about  to  glide  along  others  of  more  glittering  and  smiling 
aspect.  Thank  Heaven,  I  write  a  tale,  not  only  of  love,  but 
of  a  life;  and  that  which  I  cannot  avoid  I  can  at  least  condense. 


CHAPTEE  X. 

A  VERT  SHORT  CHAPTER, —  CONTAINING  A  VALET. 

MY  uncle  for  several  weeks  had  flattered  himself  that  I  had 
quite  forgotten  or  foregone  the  desire  of  leaving  Devereux 
Court  for  London.  Good  easy  man!  he  was  not  a  little  dis- 
tressed when  I  renewed  the  subject  with  redoubled  firmness, 
and  demanded  an  early  period  for  that  event.  He  managed, 
however,  still  to  protract  the  evil  day.  At  one  time  it  was 
impossible  to  part  with  me,  because  the  house  was  so  full ;  at 
another  time  it  was  cruel  to  leave  him,  when  the  house  was  so 
empty.  Meanwhile,  a  new  change  came  over  me.  As  the 
first  shock  of  Isora's  departure  passed  away,  I  began  to  sus- 
pect the  purity  of  her  feelings  towards  me.  Might  not  Ger- 
ald —  the  beautiful,  the  stately,  the  glittering  Gerald  —  have 
been  a  successful  wooer  under  the  disguised  name  of  Barnard, 
and  hence  Isora's  confusion  when  that  name  was  mentioned, 
and  hence  the  power  which  its  possessor  exercised  over  her  ? 

This  idea,  once  admitted,  soon  gained  ground.  It  is  true 
that  Isora  had  testified  something  of  favourable  feelings  to- 
wards me;  but  this  might  spring  from  coquetry  or  compas- 
sion. My  love  had  been  a  boy's  love,  founded  upon  beauty 
and  coloured  by  romance.  I  had  not  investigated  the  char- 
acter of  the  object ;  and  I  had  judged  of  the  mind  solely  by 
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the  face.  I  might  easily  have  been  deceived:  I  persuaded 
myself  that  I  was.  Perhaps  Gerald  had  provided  their  pres- 
ent retreat  for  sire  and  daughter;  perhaps  they  at  this  mo- 
ment laughed  over  my  rivalry  and  my  folly.  Methought 
Gerald's  lip  wore  a  contemptuous  curve  when  we  met.  "It 
shall  have  no  cause,"  I  said,  stung  to  the  soul;  "I  will  in- 
deed forget  this  woman,  and  yet,  though  in  other  ways,  eclipse 
this  rival.  Pleasure,  ambition,  the  brilliancy  of  a  court,  the 
resources  of  wealth,  invite  me  to  a  thousand  joys.  I  will 
not  be  deaf  to  the  call.  Meanwhile  I  will  not  betray  to 
Gerald,  to  any  one,  the  scar  of  the  wound  I  have  received; 
and  I  will  mortify  Gerald,  by  showing  him  that,  handsome  as 
he  is,  he  shall  be  forgotten  in  my  presence ! " 

Agreeably  to  this  exquisite  resolution,  I  paid  incessant  court 
to  the  numerous  dames  by  whom  my  uncle's  mansion  was 
thronged;  and  I  resolved  to  prepare,  among  them,  the  repu- 
tation for  gallantry  and  for  wit  which  I  proposed  to  establish 
in  town. 

"You  are  greatly  altered  since  your  love,"  said  Aubrey, 
one  day  to  me,  "  but  not  by  your  love.  Own  that  I  did  right 
in  dissuading  you  from  its  indulgence !  " 

"Tell  me!  "  said  I,  sinking  my  voice  to  a  whisper,  "do  you 
think  Gerald  was  my  rival  ? "  and  I  recounted  the  causes  of 
my  suspicion. 

Aubrey's  countenance  testified  astonishment  as  he  listened. 
"  It  is  strange,  very  strange, "  said  he ;  "  and  the  evidence  of 
the  boat  is  almost  conclusive;  still  I  do  not  think  it  quite 
sufficient  to  leave  no  loop-hole  of  doubt.  But  what  matters 
it  ?  you  have  conquered  your  love  now." 

"Ay,"  I  said,  with  a  laugh,  "I  have  conquered  it,  and  I 
am  now  about  to  find  some  other  empress  of  the  heart.  What 
think  you  of  the  Lady  Hasselton? —  a  fair  dame  and  a  sprightly. 
I  want  nothing  but  her  love  to  be  the  most  enviable  of  men, 
and  a  French  valet-de-chambre  to  be  the  most  irresistible." 

"  The  former  is  easier  to  obtain  than  the  latter,  I  fear, "  re- 
turned Aubrey;  "all  places  produce  light  dames,  but  the  war 
makes  a  scarcity  of  French  valets." 

"  True, "  said  I,  "  but  I  never  thought  of  instituting  a  com- 
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parison  between  their  relative  value.  The  Lady  Hasselton, 
no  disparagement  to  her  merits,  is  but  one  woman;  but  a 
French  valet  who  knows  his  metier  arms  one  for  conquest 
over  a  thousand ; "  and  I  turned  to  the  saloon. 

Fate,  which  had  destined  to  me  the  valuable  affections  of 
the  Lady  Hasselton,  granted  me  also,  at  a  yet  earlier  period, 
the  greater  boon  of  a  French  valet.  About  two  or  three  weeks 
after  this  sapient  communication  with  Aubrey,  the  most 
charming  person  in  the  world  presented  himself  a  candidate 
pour  le  supreme  bonheur  de  soigner  Monsieur  le  Comte.  In- 
telligence beamed  in  his  eye;  a  modest  assurance  reigned 
upon  his  brow ;  respect  made  his  step  vigilant  as  a  zephyr's ; 
and  his  ruffles  were  the  envy  of  the  world! 

I  took  him  at  a  glance ;  and  I  presented  to  the  admiring  in- 
mates of  the  house  a  greater  coxcomb  than  the  Count  Deve- 
reux  in  the  ethereal  person  of  Jean  Desmarais. 


CHAPTER    XI. 

THE  HERO  ACQUITS  HIMSELF  HONOURABLY  AS  A  COXCOMB. 

A  FINE  LADY  OF  THE  EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY,  AND  A  FASH- 
IONABLE DIALOGUE;  THE  SUBSTANCE  OF  FASHIONABLE  DIA- 
LOGUE BEING  IN  ALL  CENTURIES  THE  SAME. 

"I  AM  thinking,  Morton,"  said  my  uncle,  "that  if  you  are 
to  go  to  town,  you  should  go  in  a  style  suitable  to  your  rank. 
What  say  you  to  flying  along  the  road  in  my  green  and  gold 
chariot?  'Sdeath!  I'll  make  you  a  present  of  it.  Nay  — 
no  thanks;  and  you  may  have  four  of  my  black  Flanders 
mares  to  draw  you." 

"Now,  my  dear  Sir  William,"  cried  Lady  Hasselton,  who, 
it  may  be  remembered,  was  the  daughter  of  one  of  King 
Charles's  Beauties,  and  who  alone  shared  the  breakfast-room 
with  my  uncle  and  myself, —  "now,  my  dear  Sir  William,  I 
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think  it  would  be  a  better  plan  to  suffer  the  Count  to  accom- 
pany us  to  town.  We  go  next  week.  He  shall  have  a  seat  in 
our  coach,  help  Lovell  to  pay  our  post-horses,  protect  us  at 
inns,  scold  at  the  drawers  in  the  pretty  oaths  of  the  fashion, 
which  are  so  innocent  that  I  will  teach  them  to  his  Countship 
myself;  and  unless  I  am  much  more  frightful  than  my  hon- 
oured mother,  whose  beauties  you  so  gallantly  laud,  I  think 
you  will  own,  Sir  William,  that  this  is  better  for  your  nephew 
than  doing  solitary  penance  in  your  chariot  of  green  and  gold, 
with  a  handkerchief  tied  over  his  head  to  keep  away  cold, 
and  with  no  more  fanciful  occupation  than  composing  sonnets 
to  the  four  Flanders  mares." 

"'Sdeath,  Madam,  you  inherit  your"  mother's  wit  as  well 
as  beauty,"  cried  my  uncle,  with  an  impassioned  air. 

"And  his  Countship,"  said  I,  "will  accept  your  invitation 
without  asking  his  uncle's  leave." 

"Come,  that  is  bold  for  a  gentleman  of  —  let  me  see, 
thirteen  —  are  you  not  ?  " 

"  Really, "  answered  I,  "  one  learns  to  forget  time  so  terribly 
in  the  presence  of  Lady  Hasselton  that  I  do  not  remember 
even  how  long  it  has  existed  for  me." 

"  Bravo !  "  cried  the  knight,  with  a  moistening  eye ;  "  you 
see,  Madam,  the  boy  has  not  lived  with  his  old  uncle  for 
nothing." 

"  I  am  lost  in  astonishment ! "  said  the  lady,  glancing  to- 
wards the  glass ;  "  why,  you  will  eclipse  all  our  beaux  at  your 
first  appearance ;  but  —  but  —  Sir  William  —  how  green  those 
glasses  have  become !  Bless  me,  there  is  something  so  conta- 
gious in  the  effects  of  the  country  that  the  very  mirrors  grow 
verdant.  But  —  Count  —  Count  —  where  are  you,  Count  ?  [I 
was  exactly  opposite  to  the  fair  speaker.]  Oh,  there  you  are! 
Pray,  do  you  carry  a  little  pocket-glass  of  the  true  quality 
about  you?  But,  of  course  you  do;  lend  it  me." 

"  I  have  not  the  glass  you  want,  but  I  carry  with  me  a  mir- 
ror that  reflects  your  features  much  more  faithfully." 

"  How !     I  protest  I  do  not  understand  you !  " 

"  The  mirror  is  here ! "  said  I,  laying  my  hand  to  my 
heart. 
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"  'Gad,  I  must  kiss  the  boy!  "  cried  my  uncle,  starting  up. 

"I  have  sworn,"  said  I,  fixing  my  eyes  upon  the  lady, —  "I 
have  sworn  never  to  be  kissed,  even  by  women.  You  must 
pardon  me,  Uncle." 

"I  declare,"  cried  the  Lady  Hasselton,  flirting  her  fan, 
which  was  somewhat  smaller  than  the  screen  that  one  puts 
into  a  great  hall,  in  order  to  take  off  the  discomfort  of  too 
large  a  room, —  "I  declare,  Count,  there  is  a  vast  deal  of  orig- 
inality about  you.  But  tell  me,  Sir  William,  where  did  your 
nephew  acquire,  at  so  early  an  age  —  eleven,  you  say,  he  is 
—  such  a  fund  of  agreeable  assurance  ?  " 

"Nay,  Madam,  let  the  boy  answer  for  himself." 

" Imprimis,' then,"  said  I,  playing  with  the  ribbon  of  my 
cane, —  "imprimis,  early  study  of  the  best  authors, —  Con- 
greve  and  Farquhar,  Etherege  and  Rochester;  secondly,  the 
constant  intercourse  of  company  which  gives  one  the  spleen 
so  overpoweringly  that  despair  inspires  one  with  boldness  — 
to  get  rid  of  them ;  thirdly,  the  personal  example  of  Sir  Wil- 
liam Devereux;  and,  fourthly,  the  inspiration  of  hope." 

"  Hope,  sir  ? "  said  the  Lady  Hasselton,  covering  her  face 
with  her  fan,  so  as  only  to  leave  me  a  glimpse  of  the  farthest 
patch  upon  her  left  cheek, —  "hope,  sir  ?  " 

"  Yes,  the  hope  of  being  pleasing  to  you.  Suffer  me  to  add 
that  the  hope  has  now  become  certainty." 

"  Upon  my  word,  Count —  " 

"Nay,  you  cannot  deny  it;  if  one  can  once  succeed  in  im- 
pudence, one  is  irresistible." 

"Sir  William,"  cried  Lady  Hasselton,  "you  may  give  the 
Count  your  chariot  of  green  and  gold,  and  your  four  Flanders 
mares,  and  send  his  mother's  maid  with  him.  He  shall  not 
go  with  me." 

"  Cruel !  and  why  ?  "  said  I. 

"You  are  too" — the  lady  paused,  and  looked  at  me  over 
her  fan.  She  was  really  very  handsome  —  "  you  are  too  old, 
Count.  You  must  be  more  than  nine." 

"Pardon  me,"  said  I,  "I  am  nine, —  a  very  mystical  num- 
ber nine  is  too,  and  represents  the  Muses,  who,  you  know, 
were  always  attendant  upon  Venus  —  or  you,  which  is  the 
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same  thing;  so  you  can  no  more  dispense  with  my  company 
than  you  can  with  that  of  the  Graces." 

"Good  morning,  Sir  William,"  cried  the  Lady  Hasselton, 
rising. 

I  offered  to  hand  her  to  the  door ;  with  great  difficulty,  for 
her  hoop  was  of  the  very  newest  enormity  of  circumference,  I 
effected  this  object.  "Well,  Count,"  said  she,  "I  am  glad  to 
see  you  have  brought  so  much  learning  from  school;  make 
the  best  use  of  it  while  it  lasts,  for  your  memory  will  not 
furnish  you  with  a  single  simile  out  of  the  mythology  by  the 
end  of  next  winter." 

"That  would  be  a  pity,"  said  I,  "for  I  intend  having  as 
many  goddesses  as  the  heathens  had,  and  I  should  like  to 
worship  them  in  a  classical  fashion." 

"  Oh,  the  young  reprobate ! "  said  the  beauty,  tapping  me 
with  her  fan.  "And  pray,  what  other  deities  besides  Venus 
do  I  resemble  ?  " 

"All!  "  said  I, —  "at  least,  all  the  celestial  ones! " 

Though  half  way  through  the  door,  the  beauty  extricated 
her  hoop,  and  drew  back.  "Bless  me,  the  gods  as  well  as  the 
goddesses  ?  " 

"Certainly." 

"You  jest:  tell  me  how." 

"Nothing  can  be  easier;  you  resemble  Mercury  because  of 
your  thefts." 

"Thefts!" 

"  Ay ;  stolen  hearts,  and, "  added  I,  in  a  whisper,  "  glances ; 
Jupiter,  partly  because  of  your  lightning,  which  you  lock  up 
in  the  said  glances, —  principally  because  all  things  are  sub- 
servient to  you;  Neptune,  because  you  are  as  changeable  as 
the  seas ;  Vulcan,  because  you  live  among  the  flames  you  ex- 
cite ;  and  Mars,  because  —  " 

"  You  are  so  destructive, "  cried  my  uncle. 

"Exactly  so;  and  because,"  added  I  —  as  I  shut  the  door 
upon  the  beauty  —  "  because,  thanks  to  your  hoop,  you  cover 
nine  acres  of  ground." 

"Ods  fish,  Morton,"  said  my  uncle,  "you  surprise  me  at 
times:  one  while  you  are  so  reserved,  at  another  so  assured ; 
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to-day  so  brisk,  to-morrow  so  gloomy.  Why  now,  Lady  Has- 
selton  (she  is  very  comely,  eh !  faith,  but  not  comparable  to 
her  mother)  told  me,  a  week  ago,  that  she  gave  you  up  in  de 
spair,  that  you  were  dull,  past  hoping  for;  and  now,  'Gad, 
you  had  a  life  in  you  that  Sid  himself  could  not  have  sur- 
passed. How  comes  it,  Sir,  eh  ? " 

"Why,  Uncle,  you  have  explained  the  reason;  it  was 
exactly  because  she  said  I  was  dull  that  I  was  resolved  to 
convict  her  in  an  untruth." 

"  Well,  now,  there  is  some  sense  in  that,  boy ;  always  con- 
tradict ill  report  by  personal  merit.  But  what  think  you  of 
her  ladyship  ?  'Gad,  you  know  what  old  Bellair  said  of 
Emilia.  '  Make  much  of  her :  she  's  one  of  the  best  of  your 
acquaintance.  I  like  her  countenance  and  behaviour.  Well, 
she  has  a  modesty  not  i'  this  age,  a-dad  she  has.'  Applicable 
enough ;  eh,  boy  ?  " 

"'I  know  her  value,  Sir,  and  esteem  her  accordingly,'"  an- 
swered I,  out  of  the  same  play,  which  by  dint  of  long  study  I 
had  got  by  heart.  "  But,  to  confess  the  truth, "  added  I,  "  I 
think  you  might  have  left  out  the  passage  about  her 
modesty." 

"There,  now;  you  young  chaps  are  so  censorious;  why, 
'sdeath,  sir,  you  don't  think  the  worse  of  her  virtue  because 
of  her  wit?" 

"Humph!" 

"  Ah,  boy !  when  you  are  my  age,  you  '11  know  that  your 
demure  cats  are  not  the  best ;  and  that  reminds  me  of  a  little 
story ;  shall  I  tell  it  you,  child  ?  " 

"If  it  so  please  you,  Sir." 

"  Zauns  —  where  's  my  snuff-box  ?  —  oh,  here  it  is.  Well, 
Sir,  you  shall  have  the  whole  thing,  from  beginning  to  end. 
Sedley  and  I  were  one  day  conversing  together  about  women. 
Sid  was  a  very  deep  fellow  in  that  gamej  no  passion  you 
know;  no  love  on  his  own  side;  nothing  of  the  sort;  all  done 
by  rule  and  compass ;  knew  women  as  well  as  dice,  and  calcu- 
lated the  exact  moment  when  his  snares  would  catch  them, 
according  to  the  principles  of  geometry.  D — d  clever  fellow, 
faith;  but  a  confounded  rascal:  but  let  it  go  no  further; 
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mum's  the  word!  must  not  slander  the  dead;  and  'tis  only 
my  suspicion,  you  know,  after  all.  Poor  fellow :  I  don't  think 
,he  was  such  a  rascal;  he  gave  a  beggar  an  angel  once, — well, 
boy,  have  a  pinch  ? —  Well,  so  I  said  to  Sir  Charles,  'I  think 
you  will  lose  the  widow,  after  all, —  'Gad  I  do.'  'Upon  what 
principle  of  science,  Sir  William  ? '  said  he.  'Why,  faith, 
man,  she  is  so  modest,  you  see,  and  has  such  a  pretty  way  of 
blushing.'  'Hark  ye,  friend  Devereux,'  said  Sir  Charles, 
smoothing  his  collar  and  mincing  his  words  musically,  as 
he  was  wont  to  do, —  'hark  ye,  friend  Devereux,  I  will  give 
you  the  whole  experience  of  my  life  in  one  maxim:  I  can 
answer  for  its  being  new,  and  I  think  it  is  profound;  and 
that  maxim  is — , '  no,  faith,  Morton  —  no,  I  can't  tell  it 
thee:  it  is  villanous,  and  then  it's  so  desperately  against 
all  the  sex." 

"  My  dear  uncle,  don't  tantalize  me  so :  pray  tell  it  me ;  it 
shall  be  a  secret." 

"  No,  boy,  no :  it  will  corrupt  thee ;  besides,  it  will  do  poor 
Sid's  memory  no  good.  But,  'sdeath,  it  was  a  most  wonder- 
fully shrewd  saying, —  i' faith,  it  was.  But,  zounds,  Morton, 
I  forgot  to  tell  you  that  I  have  had  a  letter  from  the  Abbe 
to-day." 

"  Ha !  and  when  does  he  return  ?  " 

"  To-morrow,  God  willing !  "  said  the  knight,  with  a  sigh 

"  So  soon,  or  rather  after  so  long  an  absence !  Well,  I  am 
glad  of  it.  I  wish  much  to  see  him  before  I  leave  you." 

"  Indeed !  "  quoth  my  uncle ;  "  you  have  an  advantage  over 
me,  then !  But,  ods  fish,  Morton,  how  is  it  that  you  grew  so 
friendly  with  the  priest  before  his  departure  ?  He  used  to 
speak  very  suspiciously  of  thee  formerly;  and,  when  I  last 
saw  him,  he  lauded  thee  to  the  skies." 

"Why,  the  clergy  of  his  faith  have  a  habit  of  defending 
the  strong  and  crushing  the  weak,  I  believe;  that's  all.  He 
once  thought  I  was  dull  enough  to  damn  my  fortune,  and 
then  he  had  some  strange  doubts  for  my  soul ;  now  he  thinks 
me  wise  enough  to  become  prosperous,  and  it  is  astonishing 
what  a  respect  he  has  conceived  for  my  principles." 

4<Ha!  hal  ha! — you  have  a  spice  of  your  uncle's  humour 
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in  you;  and,  'Gad,  you  have  no  small  knowledge  of  the 
world,  considering  you  have  seen  so  little  of  it." 

A  hit  at  the  popish  clergy  was,  in  my  good  uncle's  eyes, 
the  exact  acme  of  wit  and  wisdom.  We  are  always  clever 
with  those  who  imagine  we  think  as  they  do.  To  be  shallow 
you  must  differ  from  people :  to  be  profound  you  must  agree 
with  them.  "Why,  Sir,"  answered  the  sage  nephew,  "you 
forget  that  I  have  seen  more  of  the  world  than  many  of  twice 
my  age.  Your  house  has  been  full  of  company  ever  since  I 
have  been  in  it,  and  you  set  me  to  making  observations  on 
what  I  saw  before  I  was  thirteen.  And  then,  too,  if  one  is 
reading  books  about  real  life,  at  the  very  time  one  is  mixing 
in  it,  it  is  astonishing  how  naturally  one  remarks  and  how 
well  one  remembers." 

"Especially  if  one  has  a  genius  for  it, —  eh,  boy?  And 
then  too,  you  have  read  my  play;  turned  Horace's  Satires 
into  a  lampoon  upon  the  boys  at  school;  been  regularly  to 
assizes  during  the  vacation;  attended  the  county  balls,  and 
been  a  most  premature  male  coquette  with  the  ladies.  Ods 
fish,  boy !  it  is  quite  curious  to  see  how  the  young  sparks  of 
the  present  day  get  on  with  their  lovemaking." 

"Especially  if  one  has  a  genius  for  it, —  eh,  sir  ?"  said  I. 

"Besides,  too,"  said  my  uncle,  ironically,  "you  have  had 
the  Abbe's  instructions." 

"  Ay,  and  if  the  priests  would  communicate  to  their  pupils 
their  experience  in  frailty,  as  well  as  in  virtue,  how  wise  they 
would  make  us !  " 

"  Ods  fish !  Morton,  you  are  quite  oracular.  How  got  you 
that  fancy  of  priests  ?  —  by  observation  in  life  already  ?" 

"  No,  Uncle :  by  observation  in  plays,  which  you  tell  me  are 
the  mirrors  of  life;  you  remember  what  Lee  says, — 

""T  is  thought 

That  earth  is  more  obliged  to  priests  for  bodies 
Than  Heaven  for  souls.' " 

And  my  uncle  laughed,  and  called  me  a  smart  fellow. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

THE   ABBA'S    RETURN. A   SWORD,    AND   A   SOLILOQUY. 

THE  next  evening,  when  I  was  sitting  alone  in  my  room, 
the  Abbe"  Montreuil  suddenly  entered.  "  Ah,  is  it  you  ?  wel- 
come ! "  cried  I.  The  priest  held  out  his  arms,  and  embraced 
me  in  the  most  paternal  manner. 

"  It  is  your  friend, "  said  he,  "  returned  at  last  to  bless  and 
congratulate  you.  Behold  my  success  in  your  service,"  and 
the  Abbe  produced  a  long  leather  case  richly  inlaid  with  gold. 

"  Faith,  Abbe", "  said  I,  "  am  I  to  understand  that  this  is  a 
present  for  your  eldest  pupil  ? " 

"You  are,"  said  Montreuil,  opening  the  case,  and  produ- 
cing a  sword.  The  light  fell  upon  the  hilt,  and  I  drew  back, 
dazzled  with  its  lustre ;  it  was  covered  with  stones,  apparently 
of  the  most  costly  value.  Attached  to  the  hilt  was  a  label  of 
purple  velvet,  on  which,  in  letters  of  gold,  was  inscribed, 
"  To  the  son  of  Marshal  Devereux,  the  soldier  of  France,  and 
the  friend  of  Louis  XIV." 

Before  I  recovered  my  surprise  at  this  sight,  the  Abb£ 
said:  "It  was  from  the  King's  own  hand  that  I  received  this 
sword,  and  I  have  authority  to  inform  you  that  if  ever  you 
wield  it  in  the  service  of  France  it  will  be  accompanied  by  a 
post  worthy  of  your  name." 

"The  service  of  France!"  I  repeated;  "why,  at  present 
that  is  the  service  of  an  enemy." 

"An  enemy  only  to  apart  of  England!"  said  the  Abbe, 
emphatically ;  "perhaps  I  have  overtures  to  you  from  other 
monarchs,  and  the  friendship  of  the  court  of  France  may  be 
synonymous  with  the  friendship  of  the  true  sovereign  of 
England." 

There  was  no  mistaking  the  purport  of  this  speech,  and 
even  in  the  midst  of  my  gratified  vanity  I  drew  back  alarmed. 

The  Abbe  noted  the  changed  expression  of  my  countenance, 
and  artfully  turned  the  subject  to  comments  on  the  sword,  on 
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which  I  still  gazed  with  a  lover's  ardour.  Thence  he  veered 
to  a  description  of  the  grace  and  greatness  of  the  royal  donor : 
he  dwelt  at  length  upon  the  flattering  terms  in  which  Louis 
had  spoken  of  my  father,  and  had  inquired  concerning  myself; 
he  enumerated  all  the  hopes  that  the  illustrious  house  into 
which  my  father  had  first  married  expressed  for  a  speedy 
introduction  to  his  son;  he  lingered  with  an  eloquence  more 
savouring  of  the  court  than  of  the  cloister  on  the  dazzling  cir- 
cle which  surrounded  the  French  throne ;  and  when  my  van- 
ity, my  curiosity,  my  love  of  pleasure,  my  ambition,  all  that 
are  most  susceptible  in  young  minds,  were  fully  aroused,  he 
suddenly  ceased,  and  wished  me  a  good  night. 

"Stay,"  said  I;  and  looking  at  him  more  attentively  than  I 
had  hitherto  done,  I  perceived  a  change  in  his  external  ap- 
pearance which  somewhat  startled  and  surprised  me.  Mon- 
treuil  had  always  hitherto  been  remarkably  plain  in  his  dress ; 
but  he  was  now  richly  attired,  and  by  his  side  hung  a  rapier, 
which  had  never  adorned  it  before.  Something  in  his  aspect 
seemed  to  suit  the  alteration  in  his  garb :  and  whether  it  was 
that  long  absence  had  effaced  enough  of  the  familiarity  of  his 
features  to  allow  me  to  be  more  alive  than  formerly  to  the 
real  impression  they  were  calculated  to  produce,  or  whether 
a  commune  with  kings  and  nobles  had  of  late  dignified  their 
old  expression,  as  power  was  said  to  have  clothed  the  soldier- 
mien  of  Cromwell  with  a  monarch's  bearing, —  I  do  not  affect 
to  decide;  but  I  thought  that,  in  his  high  brow  and  Roman 
features,  the  compression  of  his  lip,  and  his  calm  but  haughty 
air,  there  was  a  nobleness,  which  I  acknowledged  for  the 
first  time.  "Stay,  my  father,"  said  I,  surveying  him,  "and 
tell  me,  if  there  be  no  irreverence  in  the  question,  whether 
brocade  and  a  sword  are  compatible  with  the  laws  of  the 
Order  of  Jesus  ?  " 

"Policy,  Morton,"  answered  Montreuil,  "often  dispenses 
with  custom;  and  the  declarations  of  the  Institute  provide, 
with  their  usual  wisdom,  for  worldly  and  temporary  occa- 
sions. Even  while  the  constitution  ordains  us  to  discard 
habits  repugnant  to  our  professions  of  poverty,  the  follow- 
ing exception  is  made:  'Si  in  occurrenti  aliqua  occasione, 
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vel  necessitate,  quis  vestibus  melioribus,  honestis  tamen, 
indueretur. ' " 1 

"  There  is  now,  then,  some  occasion  for  a  more  glittering 
display  than  ordinary  ?  "  said  I. 

"There  is,  my  pupil,"  answered  Montreuil;  "and  whenever 
you  embrace  the  offer  of  my  friendship  made  to  you  more 
than  two  years  ago, —  whenever,  too,  your  ambition  points  to  a 
lofty  and  sublime  career, —  whenever  to  make  and  unmake 
kings,  and  in  the  noblest  sphere  to  execute  the  will  of  God, 
indemnifies  you  for  a  sacrifice  of  petty  wishes  and  momentary 
passions, —  I  will  confide  to  you  schemes  worthy  of  your 
ancestors  and  yourself." 

With  this  the  priest  departed.  Left  to  myself,  I  revolved 
his  hints,  and  marvelled  at  the  power  he  seemed  to  possess. 
"Closeted  with  kings,"  said  I,  soliloquizing, —  "bearing  their 
presents  through  armed  men  and  military  espionage;  speak- 
ing of  empires  and  their  overthrow  as  of  ordinary  objects  of 
ambition;  and  he  himself  a  low-born  and  undignified  priest, 
of  a  poor  though  a  wise  order, —  well,  there  is  more  in  this 
than  I  can  fathom :  but  I  will  hesitate  before  I  embark  in  his 
dangerous  and  concealed  intrigues ;  above  all,  I  will  look  well 
ere  I  hazard  my  safe  heritage  of  these  broad  lands  in  the 
service  of  that  House  which  is  reported  to  be  ungrateful,  and 
which  is  certainly  exiled." 

After  this  prudent  and  notable  resolution,  I  took  up  the 
sword,  re-examined  it,  kissed  the  hilt  once  and  the  blade 
twice,  put  it  under  my  pillow,  sent  for  my  valet,  undressed, 
went  to  bed,  fell  asleep,  and  dreamed  that  I  was  teaching  the 
Marechal  de  Villars  the  thrust  en  seconde. 

But  Fate,  that  arch-gossip,  who,  like  her  prototypes  on 
earth,  settles  all  our  affairs  for  us  without  our  knowledge  of 
the  matter,  had  decreed  that  my  friendship  with  the  Abbe* 
Montreuil  should  be  of  very  short  continuance,  and  that  my 
adventures  on  earth  should  flow  through  a  different  channel 
than,  in  all  probability,  they  would  have  done  under  his 
spiritual  direction. 

1  "  But  should  there  chance  any  occasion  or  necessity,  one  may  wear  bettei 
though  still  decorous  garments." 
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CHAPTEK  XIII. 

A   MYSTERIOUS   LETTER.  —  A   DUEL.  —  THE   DEPARTURE   OP   ONE 
OF   THE    FAMILY. 

THE  next  morning  I  communicated  to  the  Abbe"  my  inten- 
tion of  proceeding  to  London.  He  received  it  with  favour. 
"I  myself,"  said  he,  "shall  soon  meet  you  there:  my  office  in 
your  family  has  expired;  and  your  mother,  after  so  long  an 
absence,  will  perhaps  readily  dispense  with  my  spiritual  ad- 
vice to  her.  But  time  presses :  since  you  depart  so  soon,  give 
me  an  audience  to-night  in  your  apartment.  Perhaps  our 
conversation  may  be  of  moment." 

I  agreed;  the  hour  was  fixed,  and  I  left  the  Abbe*  to  join 
my  uncle  and  his  guests.  While  I  was  employing  among 
them  my  time  and  .genius  with  equal  dignity  and  profit,  one 
of  the  servants  informed  me  that  a  man  at  the  gate  wished  to 
see  me  —  and  alone. 

Somewhat  surprised,  I  followed  the  servant  out  of  the  room 
into  the  great  hall,  and  desired  him  to  bid  the  stranger  attend 
me  there.  In  a  few  minutes,  a  small,  dark  man,  dressed 
between  gentility  and  meanness,  made  his  appearance.  He 
greeted  me  with  great  respect,  and  presented  a  letter,  which, 
he  said,  he  was  charged  to  deliver  into  my  own  hands, 
"with,"  he  added  in  a  low  tone,  "a  special  desire  that  none 
should,  till  I  had  carefully  read  it,  be  made  acquainted  with 
its  contents."  I  was  not  a  little  startled  by  this  request; 
and,  withdrawing  to  one  of  the  windows,  broke  the  seal.  A 
letter,  enclosed  in  the  envelope,  in  the  Abbe's  own  handwrit- 
ing, was  the  first  thing  that  met  my  eyes.  At  that  instant 
the  Abbe  himself  rushed  into  the  hall.  He  cast  one  hasty 
look  at  the  messenger,  whose  countenance  evinced  something 
of  surprise  and  consternation  at  beholding  him;  and,  hasten- 
ing up  to  me,  grasped  my  hand  vehemently,  and,  while  his 
eye  dwelt  upon  the  letter  I  held,  cried,  "  Do  not  read  it  —  not 
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a  word  —  not  a  word :  there  is  poison  in  it !  "  And  so  saying, 
he  snatched  desperately  at  the  letter.  I  detained  it  from 
him  with  one  hand,  and  pushing  him  aside  with  the  other, 
said, — 

"Pardon  me,  Father,  directly  I  have  read  it  you  shall  have 
that  pleasure, —  not  till  then!"  and,  as  I  said  this,  my  eye 
falling  upon  the  letter  discovered  my  own  name  written  in 
two  places.  My  suspicions  were  aroused.  I  raised  my  eyes 
to  the  spot  where  the  messenger  had  stood,  with  the  view  of 
addressing  some  question  to  him  respecting  his  employer, 
when,  to  my  surprise,  I  perceived  he  was  already  gone ;  I  had 
no  time,  however,  to  follow  him. 

"Boy,"  said  the  Abbe",  gasping  for  breath,  and  still  seizing 
me  with  his  lean,  bony  hand, —  "boy,  give  me  that  letter  in- 
stantly; I  charge  you  not  to  disobey  me." 

"You  forget  yourself,  Sir,"  said  I,  endeavouring  to  shake 
him  off,  "you  forget  yourself:  there  is  no  longer  between  us 
the  distinction  of  pupil  and  teacher ;  and  if  you  have  not  yet 
learned  the  respect  due  to  my  station,  suffer  me  to  tell  you 
that  it  is  time  you  should." 

"Give  me  that  letter,  I  beseech  you,"  said  Montreuil, 
changing  his  voice  from  anger  to  supplication;  "I  ask  your 
pardon  for  my  violence :  the  letter  does  not  concern  you  but 
me ;  there  is  a  secret  in  those  lines  which  you  see  are  in  my 
handwriting  that  implicates  my  personal  safety.  Give  it  me, 
my  dear,  dear  son:  your  own  honour,  if  not  your  affection 
for  me,  demands  that  you  should." 

I  was  staggered.  His  violence  had  confirmed  my  suspi- 
cions, but  his  gentleness  weakened  them.  "Besides,"  thought 
I,  "the  handwriting  is  his ;  and  even  if  my  life  depended 
upon  reading  the  letter  of  another,  I  do  not  think  my  honour 
would  suffer  me  to  do  so  against  his  consent."  A  thought 
struck  me, — 

"  Will  you  swear, "  said  I,  "  that  this  letter  does  not  concern 
me?" 

"Solemnly,"  answered  the  Abbe,  raising  his  eyes. 

"  Will  you  swear  that  I  am  not  even  mentioned  in  it  ?  " 

"Upon  peril  of  my  soul,  I  will." 
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"Liar!  traitor!  perjured  blasphemer!"  cried  I,  in  an  inex- 
pressible rage,  "  look  here,  and  here ! "  and  I  pointed  out  to 
the  priest  various  lines  in  which  my  name  legibly  and  fre- 
quently occurred.  A  change  came  over  Montreuil's  face:  he 
released  my  arm  and  staggered  back  against  the  wainscot; 
but  recovering  his  composure  instantaneously,  he  said,  "I 
forgot,  my  son  —  I  forgot  —  your  name  is  mentioned,  it  is 
true,  but  with  honourable  eulogy,  that  is  all." 

"  Bravo,  honest  Father ! "  cried  I,  losing  my  fury  in  admir- 
ing surprise  at  his  address, —  "bravo!  However,  if  that  be 
all,  you  can  have  no  objection  to  allow  me  to  read  the  lines  in 
which  my  name  occurs;  your  benevolence  cannot  refuse  me 
such  a  gratification  as  the  sight  of  your  written  panegyric !  " 

"Count  Devereux,"  said  the  Abbe,  sternly,  while  his  dark 
face  worked  with  suppressed  passion,  "this  is  trifling  with 
me,  and  I  warn  you  not  to  push  my  patience  too  far.  I  will 
have  that  letter,  or  —  "he  ceased  abruptly,  and  touched  the 
hilt  of  his  sword. 

"  Dare  you  threaten  me  ?  "  I  said,  and  the  natural  fierceness 
of  my  own  disposition,  deepened  by  vague  and  strong  suspi- 
cions of  some  treachery  designed  against  me,  spoke  in  the 
tones  of  my  voice. 

"Dare  I?"  repeated  Montreuil,  sinking  and  sharpening  his 
voice  into  a  sort  of  inward  screech.  "  Dare  I !  —  ay,  were 
your  whole  tribe  arrayed  against  me.  Give  me  the  letter,  or 
you  will  find  me  now  and  forever  your  most  deadly  foe; 
deadly  —  ay  —  deadly,  deadly !  "  and  he  shook  his  clenched 
hand  at  me,  with  an  expression  of  countenance  so  malignant 
and  menacing  that  I  drew  back  involuntarily^  and  laid  my 
hand  on  my  sword. 

The  action  seemed  to  give  Montreuil  a  signal  for  which  he 
had  hitherto  waited.  "Draw  then,"  he  said  through  his 
teeth,  and  unsheathed  his  rapier. 

Though  surprised  at  his  determination,  I  was  not  backward 
in  meeting  it.  Thrusting  the  letter  in  my  bosom,  I  drew  my 
sword  in  time  to  parry  a  rapid  and  fierce  thrust.  I  had  ex- 
pected easily  to  master  Montreuil,  for  I  had  some  skill  at  my 
weapon:  I  was  deceived;  I  found  him  far  more  adroit  than 
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myself  in  the  art  of  offence ;  and  perhaps  it  would  have  fared 
ill  for  the  hero  of  this  narrative  had  Montreuil  deemed  it 
wise  to  direct  against  my  life  all  the  science  he  possessed. 
But  the  moment  our  swords  crossed,  the  constitutional  cool- 
ness of  the  man,  which  rage  or  fear  had  for  a  brief  time  ban- 
ished, returned  at  once,  and  he  probably  saw  that  it  would  be 
as  dangerous  to  him  to  take  away  the  life  of  his  pupil  as  to 
forfeit  the  paper  for  which  he  fought.  He,  therefore,  ap- 
peared to  bend  all  his  efforts  towards  disarming  me.  Whether 
or  not  he  would  have  effected  this  it  is  hard  to  say,  for  my 
blood  was  up,  and  any  neglect  of  my  antagonist,  in  attaining 
an  object  very  dangerous,  when  engaged  with  a  skilful  and 
quick  swordsman,  might  have  sent  him  to  the  place  from 
which  the  prayers  of  his  brethren  have  (we  are  bound  to  be- 
lieve) released  so  many  thousands  of  souls.  But,  meanwhile, 
the  servants,  who  at  first  thought  the  clashing  of  swords  was 
the  wanton  sport  of  some  young  gallants  as  yet  new  to  the 
honour  of  wearing  them,  grew  alarmed  by  the  continuance  of 
the  sound,  and  flocked  hurriedly  to  the  place  of  contest.  At 
their  intrusion  we  mutually  drew  back.  Recovering  my  pres- 
ence of  mind  (it  was  a  possession  I  very  easily  lost  at  that 
time),  I  saw  the  unseemliness  of  fighting  with  my  preceptor, 
and  a  priest.  I  therefore  burst,  though  awkwardly  enough, 
into  a  laugh,  and,  affecting  to  treat  the  affair  as  a  friendly 
trial  of  skill  between  the  Abbe"  and  myself,  resheathed  my 
sword  and  dismissed  the  intruders,  who,  evidently  disbelieving 
my  version  of  the  story,  retreated  slowly,  and  exchanging 
looks.  Montreuil,  who  had  scarcely  seconded  my  attempt  to 
gloss  over  our  rencontre,  now  approached  me. 

"Count,"  he  said,  with  a  collected  and  cool  voice,  "suffer 
me  to  request  you  to  exchange  three  words  with  me  in  a  spot 
less  liable  than  this  to  interruption." 

"  Follow  me  then !  "  said  I ;  and  I  led  the  way  to  a  part  of 
the  grounds  which  lay  remote  and  sequestered  from  intrusion. 
I  then  turned  round,  and  perceived  that  the  Abbe  had  left 
his  sword  behind.  "  How  is  this  ? "  I  said,  pointing  to 
his  unarmed  side,  "have  you  not  come  hither  to  renew  our 
engagement  ?  " 
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"No!"  answered  Montreuil,  "I  repent  me  of  my  sudden 
haste,  and  I  have  resolved  to  deny  myself  all  further  possi- 
bility of  unseemly  warfare.  That  letter,  young  man,  I  still 
demand  from  you;  I  demanded  it  from  your  own  sense  of 
honour  and  of  right:  it  was  written  by  me;  it  was  not  in- 
tended for  your  eye;  it  contains  secrets  implicating  the  live* 
of  others  besides  myself;  now,  read  it  if  you  will." 

"You  are  right,  Sir,"  said  I,  after  a  short  pause;  "there  is 
the  letter;  never  shall  it  be  said  of  Morton  Devereux  that  he 
hazarded  his  honour  to  secure  his  safety.  But  the  tie  between 
us  is  broken  now  and  forever ! " 

So  saying,  I  flung  'down  the  debated  epistle,  and  strode 
away.  I  re-entered  the  great  hall.  I  saw  by  one  of  the  win- 
dows a  sheet  of  paper ;  I  picked  it  up,  and  perceived  that  it 
was  the  envelope  in  which  the  letter  had  been  enclosed.  It 
contained  only  these  lines,  addressed  me  in  French :  — 

A  friend  of  the  late  Marshal  Devereux  encloses  to  his  son  a  letter,  the 
contents  of  which  it  is  essential  for  his  safety  that  he  should  know. 

C.  D.  B. 

"Umph!"  said  I,  "a  very  satisfactory  intimation,  consid- 
ering that  the  son  of  the  late  Marshal  Devereux  is  so  very 
well  assured  that  he  shall  not  know  one  line  of  the  contents 
of  the  said  letter.  But  let  me  see  after  this  messenger !  "  and 
I  immediately  hastened  to  institute  inquiry  respecting  him. 
I  found  that  he  was  already  gone ;  on  leaving  the  hall  he  had 
remounted  his  horse  and  taken  his  departure.  One  servant, 
however,  had  seen  him,  as  he  passed  the  front  court,  address 
a  few  words  to  my  valet,  Desmarais,  who  happened  to  be 
loitering  there.  I  summoned  Desmarais  and  questioned  him. 

"The  dirty  fellow,"  said  the  Frenchman,  pointing  to  his 
spattered .  stockings  with  a  lachrymose  air,  "  splashed  me,  by 
a  prance  of  his  horse,  from  head  to  foot,  and  while  I  was 
screaming  for  very  anguish,  he  stopped  and  said,  'Tell  the 
Count  Devereux  that  I  was  unable  to  tarry,  but  that  the 
letter  requires  no  answer. ' J: 

I  consoled  Desmarais  for  his  misfortune,  and  hastened  to 
my  uncle  with  a  determination  to  reveal  to  him  all  that  had 
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occurred.  Sir  William  was  in  his  dressing-room,  and  his 
gentleman  was  very  busy  in  adorning  his  wig.  I  entreated 
him  to  dismiss  the  coiffeur,  and  then,  without  much  prelim- 
inary detail,  acquainted  him  with  all  that  had  passed  between 
the  Abbe  and  myself. 

The  knight  seemed  startled  when  I  came  to  the  story  of  the 
sword.  "  'Gad,  Sir  Count,  what  have  you  been  doing  ?  "  said 
he ;  "  know  you  not  that  this  may  be  a  very  ticklish  matter  ? 
The  King  of  France  is  a  very  great  man,  to  be  sure, —  a  very 
great  man, —  and  a  very  fine  gentleman;  but  you  will  please 
to  remember  that  we  are  at  war  with  his  Majesty,  and  I  can- 
not guess  how  far  the  accepting  such  presents  may  be  held 
treasonable." 

And  Sir  William  shook  his  head  with  a  mournful  signifi- 
cance. "Ah,"  cried  he,  at  last  (when  I  had  concluded  my 
whole  story),  with  a  complacent  look,  "I  have  not  lived  at 
court,  and  studied  human  nature,  for  nothing:  and  I  will 
wager  my  best  full-bottom  to  a  night-cap  that  the  crafty  old 
fox  is  as  much  a  Jacobite  as  he  is  a  rogue !  The  letter  would 
have  proved  it,  Sir ;  it  would  have  proved  it !  " 

"  But  what  shall  be  done  now  ?  "  said  I ;  "  will  you  suffer 
him  to  remain  any  longer  in  the  house  ? " 

"Why,"  replied  the  knight,  suddenly  recollecting  his  rev- 
erence to  the  fair  sex,  "he  is  your  mother's  guest,  not  mine; 
we  must  refer  the  matter  to  her.  But  zauns,  Sir,  with  all 
deference  to  her  ladyship,  we  cannot  suffer  our  house  to  be  a 
conspiracy-hatch  as  well  as  a  popish  chapel;  and  to  attempt 
your  life  too  —  the  devil!  Ods  fish,  boy,  I  will  go  to  the 
countess  myself,  if  you  will  just  let  Nicholls  finish  my  wig, 
—  never  attend  the  ladies  en  deshabille, —  always,  with  them, 
take  care  of  your  person  most,  when  you  most  want  to  dis- 
play your  mind ;  "  and  my  uncle  ringing  a  little  silver  bell  on 
his  dressing-table,  the  sound  immediately  brought  Nicholls 
to  his  toilet. 

Trusting  the  cause  to  the  zeal  of  my  uncle,  whose  hatred  to 
the  ecclesiastic  would,  I  knew,  be  an  efficacious  adjunct  to 
his  diplomatic  address,  and  not  unwilling  to  avoid  being  my- 
self the  person  to  acquaint  mv  mother  with  the  suspected  de- 
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linquency  of  her  favourite,  I  hastened  from  the  knight's 
apartment  in  search  of  Aubrey.  He  was  not  in  the  house. 
His  attendants  (for  my  uncle,  with  old-fashioned  grandeur  of 
respect,  suitable  to  his  great  wealth  and  aristocratic  temper, 
allotted  to  each  of  us  a  separate  suite  of  servants  as  well  as 
of  apartments)  believed  he  was  in  the  park.  Thither  I  re- 
paired, and  found  him,  at  length,  seated  by  an  old  tree,  with 
a  large  book  of  a  religious  cast  before  him,  on  which  his  eyes 
were  intently  bent. 

"I  rejoice  to  have  found  thee,  my  gentle  brother,"  said  I, 
throwing  myself  on  the  green  turf  by  his  side ;  "  in  truth  you 
have  chosen  a  fitting  and  fair  place  for  study." 

"I  have  chosen,"  said  Aubrey,  "a  place  meet  for  the  pe- 
culiar study  I  am  engrossed  in;  for  where  can  we  better  read 
of  the  power  and  benevolence  of  God  than  among  the  living 
testimonies  of  both  ?  Beautiful  —  how  very  beautiful !  —  is 
bhis  happy  world;  but  I  fear,"  added  Aubrey,  and  the  glow  of 
his  countenance  died  away, —  "I  fear  that  we  enjoy  it  too 
much." 

"We  hold  different  interpretations  of  our  creed  then,"  said 
I,  "  for  I  esteem  enjoyment  the  best  proof  of  gratitude ;  nor 
do  I  think  we  can  pay  a  more  acceptable  duty  to  the  Father 
of  all  Goodness  than  by  showing  ourselves  sensible  of  the 
favours  He  bestows  upon  us." 

Aubrey  shook  his  head  gently,  but  replied  not. 

"Yes,"  resumed  I,  after  a  pause, —  "yes,  it  is  indeed  a  glo- 
rious and  fair  world  which  we  have  for  our  inheritance.  Look 
how  the  sunlight  sleeps  yonder  upon  fields  covered  with  golden 
corn;  and  seems,  like  the  divine  benevolence  of  which  you 
spoke,  to  smile  upon  the  luxuriance  which  its  power  created. 
This  carpet  at  our  feet,  covered  with  flowers  that  breathe, 
sweet  as  good  deeds,  to  Heaven ;  the  stream  that  breaks  through 
that  distant  copse,  laughing  in  the  light  of  noon,  and  sending 
its  voice  through  the  hill  and  woodland,  like  a  messenger  of 
glad  tidings;  the  green  boughs  over  our  head,  vocal  with  a 
thousand  songs,  all  inspirations  of  a  joy  too  exquisite  for  si- 
lence ;  the  very  leaves,  which  seem  to  dance  and  quiver  with 
delight, — think  you,  Aubrey,  that  these  are  so  sullen  as  not 
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to  return  thanks  for  the  happiness  they  imbibe  with  being : 
what  are  those  thanks  but  the  incense  of  their  joy  ?  The 
flowers  send  it  up  to  heaven  in  fragrance;  the  air  and  the 
wave,  in  music.  Shall  the  heart  of  man  be  the  only  part  of 
His  creation  that  shall  dishonour  His  worship  with  lamenta- 
tion and  gloom?  When  the  inspired  writers  call  upon  us  to 
praise  our  Creator,  do  they  not  say  to  us, —  'Be  joyful  in  your 
God? ' " 

"  How  can  we  be  joyful  with  the  Judgment-Day  ever  before 
us?  "  said  Aubrey;  "how  can  we  be  joyful "  (and  here  a  dark 
shade  crossed  his  countenance,  and  his  lip  trembled  with 
emotion)  "  while  the  deadly  passions  of  this  world  plead  and 
rankle  at  the  heart  ?  Oh,  none  but  they  who  have  known  the 
full  blessedness  of  a  commune  with  Heaven  can  dream  of  the 
whole  anguish  and  agony  of  the  conscience,  when  it  feels  it- 
self sullied  by  the  mire  and  crushed  by  the  load  of  earth!" 
Aubrey  paused,  and  his  words,  his  tone,  his  look,  made  upon 
me  a  powerful  impression.  I  was  about  to  answer,  when, 
interrupting  me,  he  said,  "  Let  us  talk  not  of  these  matters ; 
speak  to  me  on  more  worldly  topics." 

"I  sought  you,"  said  I,  "that  I  might  do  so,"  and  I  pro- 
ceeded to  detail  to  Aubrey  as  much  of  my  private  intercourse 
with  the  Abbe  as  I  deemed  necessary  in  order  to  warn  him 
from  too  close  a  confidence  in  the  wily  ecclesiastic.  Aubrey 
listened  to  me  with  earnest  attention;  the  affair  of  the  letter; 
the  gross  falsehood  of  the  priest  in  denying  the  mention  of 
my  name,  in  his  epistle,  evidently  dismayed  him.  "But," 
said  he,  after  a  long  silence, —  "but  it  is  not  for  us,  Morton, 
— weak,  ignorant,  inexperienced  as  we  are, — to  judge  prema^ 
turely  of  our  spiritual  pastors.  To  them  also  is  given  a  far 
greater  license  of  conduct  than  to  us,  and  ways  enveloped  in 
what  to  our  eyes  are  mystery  and  shade;  nay,  I  know  not 
whether  it  be  much  less  impious  to  question  the  paths  of 
God's  chosen  than  to  scrutinize  those  of  the  Deity  Himself." 

"  Aubrey,  Aubrey,  this  is  childish ! "  said  I,  somewhat 
moved  to  anger.  "  Mystery  is  always  the  trick  of  imposture : 
God's  chosen  should  be  distinguished  from  their  flock  only 
by  superior  virtue,  and  not  by  a  superior  privilege  in  deceit." 
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"But,"  said  Aubrey,  pointing  to  a  passage  in  the  book  be- 
fore him,  "  see  what  a  preacher  of  the  word  has  said ! "  and 
Aubrey  recited  one  of  the  most  dangerous  maxims  in  priest- 
craft, as  reverently  as  if  he  were  quoting  from  the  Scripture 
itself.  "  '  The  nakedness  of  truth  should  never  be  too  openly 
exposed  to  the  eyes  of  the  vulgar.  It  was  wisely  feigned  by 
the  ancients  that  Truth  did  lie  concealed  in  a  well ! '  " 

"Yes,"  said  I,  with  enthusiasm,  "but  that  well  is  like  the 
holy  stream  at  Dodona,  which  has  the  gift  of  enlightening 
those  who  seek  it,  and  the  power  of  illumining  every  torch 
which  touches  the  surface  of  its  water !  " 

Whatever  answer  Aubrey  might  have  made  was  interrupted 
by  my  uncle,  who  appeared  approaching  towards  us  with  un- 
usual satisfaction  depicted  on  his  comely  countenance. 

"Well,  boys,  well,"  said  he,  when  he  came  within  hearing, 
"a  holyday  for  you!  Ods  fish, —  and  a  holier  day  than  my  old 
house  has  known  since  its  former  proprietor,  Sir  Hugo,  of 
valorous  memory,  demolished  the  nunnery,  of  which  some 
remains  yet  stand  on  yonder  eminence.  Morton,  my  man  of 
might,  the  thing  is  done;  the  court  is  purified;  the  wicked 
one  is  departed.  Look  here,  and  be  as  happy  as  I  am  at  our 
release j "  and  he  threw  me  a  note  in  Montreuil's  writing:  — 


TO  SIB  WILLIAM  DEVEREUX,  KT. 

MY  HONOURED  FRIEND,  —  In  consequence  of  a  dispute  between 
your  eldest  nephew,  Count  Morton  Devereux,  and  myself,  in  which  he 
desired  me  to  remember,  not  only  that  our  former  relationship  of  tutor 
and  pupil  was  at  an  end,  but  that  friendship  for  his  person  was  incom- 
patible with  the  respect  due  to  his  superior  station,  I  can  neither  so  far 
degrade  the  dignity  of  letters,  nor,  above  all,  so  meanly  debase  the 
sanctity  of  my  divine  profession,  as  any  longer  to  remain  beneath  your 
hospitable  roof,  —  a  guest  not  only  unwelcome  to,  but  insulted  by,  your 
relation  and  apparent  heir.  Suffer  me  to  offer  you  my  gratitude  for  the 
favours  you  have  hitherto  bestowed  on  me,  and  to  bid  you  farewell  for- 
ever. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be, 

With  the  most  profound  respect,  etc., 

JULIAN  MONTREUIL. 
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"Well,  sir,  what  say  you?"  cried  my  uncle,  stamping  his 
cane  firmly  on  the  ground,  when  I  had  finished  reading  the 
letter,  and  had  transmitted  it  to  Aubrey. 

"  That  the  good  Abbe*  has  displayed  his  usual  skill  in  com- 
position. And  my  mother  ?  Is  she  imbued  with  our  opinion 
of  his  priestship  ?  " 

"Not  exactly,  I  fear.  However,  Heaven  bless  her,  she  is 
too  soft  to  say  'nay.'  But  those  Jesuits  are  so  smooth- 
tongued to  women.  'Gad,  they  threaten  damnation  with  such 
an  irresistible  air,  that  they  are  as  much  like  William  the 
Conqueror  as  Edward  the  Confessor.  Ha!  master  Aubrey, 
have  you  become  amorous  of  the  old  Jacobite,  that  you  sigh 
over  his  crabbed  writing,  as  if  it  were  a  billet-doux  ?  " 

"There  seems  a  great  deal  of  feeling  in  what  he  says,  Sir," 
said  Aubrey,  returning  the  letter  to  my  uncle. 

"  Feeling !  "  cried  the  knight ;  "  ay,  the  reverend  gentry  al- 
ways have  a  marvellously  tender  feeling  for  their  own  interest, 
—  eh,  Morton?" 

"Right,  dear  sir,"  said  I,  wishing  to  change  a  subject  which 
I  knew  might  hurt  Aubrey;  "but  should  we  not  join  yon  party 
of  dames  and  damsels  ?  I  see  they  are  about  to  make  a  water 
excursion." 

"  'Sdeath,  sir,  with  all  my  heart,"  cried  the  good-natured 
knight;  "I  love  to  see  the  dear  creatures  amuse  themselves; 
for,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  Morton,"  said  he,  sinking  his  voice 
into  a  knowing  whisper,  "  the  best  thing  to  keep  them  from 
playing  the  devil  is  to  encourage  them  in  playing  the  fool !  " 
and,  laughing  heartily  at  the  jest  he  had  purloined  from  one 
of  his  favourite  writers,  Sir  William  led  the  way  to  the 
water-party. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

BEING  A   CHAPTER   OF   TRIFLES. 

THE  Abbe*  disappeared!  It  is  astonishing  how  well  every- 
body bore  1  is  departure.  My  mother  scarcely  spoke  on  the 
subject;  but  along  the  irrefragable  smoothness  of  her  temper- 
ament all  things  glided  without  resistance  to  their  course,  or 
trace  where  they  had  been.  Gerald,  who,  occupied  solely  in 
rural  sports  or  rustic  loves,  seldom  mingled  in  the  festivities 
of  the  house,  was  equally  silent  on  the  subject.  Aubrey 
looked  grieved  for  a  day  or  two:  but  his  countenance  soon 
settled  into  its  customary  and  grave  softness;  and,  in  less 
than  a  week,  so  little  was  the  Abbe  spoken  of  or  missed  that 
you  would  scarcely  have  imagined  Julian  Montreuil  had  ever 
passed  the  threshold  of  our  gate.  The  oblivion  of  one  buried 
is  nothing  to  the  oblivion  of  one  disgraced. 

Meanwhile  I  pressed  for  my  departure ;  and,  at  length,  the 
day  was  finally  fixed.  Ever  since  that  conversation  with 
Lady  Hasselton  which  has  been  set  before  the  reader,  that 
lady  had  lingered  and  lingered  —  though  the  house  was  grow- 
ing empty,  and  London,  in  all  seasons,  was,  according  to  her, 
better  than  the  country  in  any  —  until  the  Count  Devereux, 
with  that  amiable  modesty  which  so  especially  characterized 
him,  began  to  suspect  that  the  Lady  Hasselton  lingered  on 
his  account.  This  emboldened  that  bashful  personage  to 
press  in  earnest  for  the  fourth  seat  in  the  beauty's  carriage, 
which  we  have  seen  in  the  conversation  before  mentioned  had 
been  previously  offered  to  him  in  jest.  After  a  great  affecta- 
tion of  horror  at  the  proposal,  the  Lady  Hasselton  yielded. 
She  had  always,  she  said,  been  dotingly  fond  of  children, 
and  it  was  certainly  very  shocking  to  send  such  a  chit  as  the 
little  Count  to  London  by  himself. 
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My  uncle  was  charmed  with  the  arrangement.  The  beauty 
was  a  peculiar  favourite  of  his,  and,  in  fact,  he  was  some- 
times pleased  to  hint  that  he  had  private  reasons  for  love 
towards  her  mother's  daughter.  Of  the  truth  of  this  insinua- 
tion I  am,  however,  more  than  somewhat  suspicious,  and  be- 
lieve it  was  only  a  little  ruse  of  the  good  knight,  in  order  to 
excuse  the  vent  of  those  kindly  affections  with  which  (while 
the  heartless  tone  of  the  company  his  youth  had  frequented 
made  him  ashamed  to  own  it)  his  breast  overflowed.  There 
was  in  Lady  Hasselton's  familiarity  —  her  ease  of  manner  — 
a  certain  good-nature  mingled  with  her  affectation,  and  a  gay- 
ety  of  spirit,  which  never  flagged, —  something  greatly  calcu- 
lated to  win  favour  with  a  man  of  my  uncle's  temper. 

An  old  gentleman  who  filled  in  her  family  the  office  of 
"the  chevalier"  in  a  French  one;  namely,  who  told  stories, 
not  too  long,  and  did  not  challenge  you  for  interrupting  them ; 
who  had  a  good  air,  and  unexceptionable  pedigree, — a  turn 
for  wit,  literature,  note^writing,  and  the  management  of  lap- 
dogs;  who  could  attend  Madame  to  auctions,  plays,  courts, 
and  the  puppet-show ;  who  had  a  right  to  the  best  company, 
but  would,  on  a  signal,  give  up  his  seat  to  any  one  the  pretty 
capricieuse  whom  he  served  might  select  from  the  worst, —  in 
short  a  very  useful,  charming  personage,  "vastly"  liked  by 
all,  and  "prodigiously"  respected  by  none, — this  gentleman, 
I  say,  by  name  Mr.  Lovell,  had  attended  her  ladyship  in  her 
excursion  to  Devereux  Court.  Besides  him  there  came  also  a 
widow  lady,  a  distant  relation,  with  one  eye  and  a  sharp 
tongue,  —  the  Lady  Needleham,  whom  the  beauty  carried 
about  with  her  as  a  sort  of  gouvernante  or  duenna.  These 
excellent  persons  made  my  compagnons  de  voyage,  and  filled 
the  remaining  complements  of  the  coach.  To  say  truth,  and 
to  say  nothing  of  my  tendresse  for  the  Lady  Hasselton,  I  was 
very  anxious  to  escape  the  ridicule  of  crawling  up  to  the  town 
like  a  green  beetle,  in  my  uncle's  verdant  chariot,  with  the 
four  Flanders  mares  trained  not  to  exceed  two  miles  an  hour. 
And  my  Lady  Hasselton's  private  raileries  —  for  she  was 
really  well  bred,  and  made  no  jest  of  my  uncle's  antiquities  of 
taste,  in  his  presence,  at  least  —  had  considerably  heightened 
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my  intuitive  dislike  to  that  mode  of  transporting  myself  to 
the  metropolis.  The  day  before  my  departure,  Gerald,  for 
the  first  time,  spoke  of  it. 

Glancing  towards  the  mirror,  which  gave  in  full  contrast 
the  magnificent  beauty  of  his  person,  and  the  smaller  pro- 
portions and  plainer  features  of  my  own,  he  said  with  a  sneer, 
"  Your  appearance  must  create  a  wonderful  sensation  in  town." 

"No  doubt  .of  it,"  said  I,  taking  his  words  literally,  and 
arraying  my  laced  cravat  with  the  air  of  a  jpetit-maitre. 

"  What  a  wit  the  Count  has ! "  whispered  the  Duchess  of 
Lackland,  who  had  not  yet  given  up  all  hope  of  the  elder 
brother. 

"Wit!"  said  the  Lady  Hasselton;  "poor  child,  he  is  a 
perfect  simpleton!" 


CHAPTER  XV. 

THE  MOTHEB  AND   SON.  —  VIRTUE    SHOULD   BE  THE   SOVEREIGN 
OF    THE   FEELINGS,    NOT   THEIR   DESTROYER. 

I  TOOK  the  first  opportunity  to  escape  from  the  good  com- 
pany who  were  so  divided  in  opinion  as  to  my  mental  accom- 
plishments, and  repaired  to  my  mother;  for  whom,  despite  of 
her  evenness  of  disposition,  verging  towards  insensibility,  I 
felt  a  powerful  and  ineffaceable  affection.  Indeed,  if  purity 
of  life,  rectitude  of  intentions,  and  fervour  of  piety  can  win 
love,  none  ever  deserved  it  more  than  she.  It  was  a  pity 
that,  with  such  admirable  qualities,  she  had  not  more  dili- 
gently cultivated  her  affections.  The  seed  was  not  wanting; 
but  it  had  been  neglected.  Originally  intended  for  the  veil, 
she  had  been  taught,  early  in  life,  that  much  feeling  was  sy- 
nonymous with  much  sin ;  and  she  had  so  long  and  so  carefully 
repressed  in  her  heart  every  attempt  of  the  forbidden  fruit  to 
put  forth  a  single  blossom,  that  the  soil  seemed  at  last  to  have 
become  incapable  of  bearing  it.  '  If,  in  one  corner  of  this 
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barren  but  sacred  spot,  some  green  and  tender  verdure  of 
affection  did  exist,  it  was,  with  a  partial  and  petty  reserve 
for  my  twin-brother,  kept  exclusive,  and  consecrated  to 
Aubrey.  His  congenial  habits  of  pious  silence  and  rigid  de- 
votion; his  softness  of  temper;  his  utter  freedom  from  all 
boyish  excesses,  joined  to  his  almost  angelic  beauty., —  a  qual- 
ity which,  in  no  female  heart,  is  ever  without  its  value, — 
were  exactly  calculated  to  attract  her  sympathy,  and  work 
themselves  into  her  love.  Gerald  was  also  regular  in  his 
habits,  attentive  to  devotion,  and  had,  from  an  early  period, 
been  high  in  the  favour  of  her  spiritual  director.  Gerald, 
too,  if  he  had  not  the  delicate  and  dream-like  beauty  of 
Aubrey,  possessed  attractions  of  a  more  masculine  and  decided 
order;  and  for  Gerald,  therefore,  the  Countess  gave  the  little 
of  love  that  she  could  spare  from  Aubrey.  To  me  she  mani- 
fested the  most  utter  indifference.  My  difficult  and  fastidious 
temper ;  my  sarcastic  turn  of  mind ;  my  violent  and  headstrong 
passions;  my  daring,  reckless  and,  when  roused,  almost  fero- 
cious nature, —  all,  especially,  revolted  the  even  and  polished 
and  quiescent  character  of  my  maternal  parent.  The  little  ex- 
travagances of  my  childhood  seemed  to  her  pure  and  inexperi- 
enced mind  the  crimes  of  a  heart  naturally  distorted  and  evil ; 
my  jesting  vein,  which,  though  it  never,  even  in  the  wanton- 
ness of  youth,  attacked  the  substances  of  good,  seldom  respected 
its  semblances  and  its  forms,  she  considered  as  the  effusions  of 
malignity;  and  even  the  bursts  of  love,  kindness,  and  benev- 
olence, which  were  by  no  means  unfrequent  in  my  wild  and 
motley  character,  were  so  foreign  to  her  stillness  of  tempera- 
ment that  they  only  revolted  her  by  their  violence,  instead  of 
affecting  her  by  their  warmth. 

Nor  did  she  like  me  the  better  for  the  'mutual  understand- 
ing between  my  uncle  and  myself.  On  the  contrary,  shocked 
by  the  idle  and  gay  turn  of  the  knight's  conversation,  the 
frivolities  of  his  mind,  and  his  heretical  disregard  for  the 
forms  of  the  religious  sect  which  she  so  zealously  espoused, 
she  was  utterly  insensible  to  the  points  which  redeemed  and 
ennobled  his  sterling  and  generous  character ;  utterly,  obtuse 
to  his  warmth  of  heart,  —  his  overflowing  kindness  of  disposi- 
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tion, — his  charity, —  his  high  honour, — his  justice  of  princi- 
ple, that  nothing  save  benevolence  could  warp, — and  the 
shrewd,  penetrating  sense,  which,  though  often  clouded  by 
foibles  and  huinorous  eccentricity,  still  made  the  stratum  of 
his  intellectual  composition.  Nevertheless,  despite  her  pre- 
possessions against  us  both,  there  was  jn  her  temper  some- 
thing so  gentle,  meek,  and  unupbraiding,  that  even  the  sense 
of  injustice  lost  its  sting,  and  one  could  not  help  loving  the 
softness  of  her  character,  while  one  was  most  chilled  by  its 
frigidity.  Anger,  hope,  fear,  the  faintest  breath  or  sign  of 
passion,  never  seemed  to  stir  the  breezeless  languor  of  her 
feelings ;  and  quiet  was  so  inseparable  from  her  image  that  I 
have  almost  thought,  like  that  people  described  by  Herodotus, 
her  very  sleep  could  never  be  disturbed  by  dreams. 

Yes!  how  fondly,  how  tenderly  I  loved  her!  What  tears, 
secret  but  deep,  bitter  but  unreproaching,  have  I  retired  to 
shed,  when  I  caught  her  cold  and  unaffectionate  glance! 
How  (unnoticed  and  uncared  for)  have  I  watched  and  prayed 
and  wept  without  her  door  when  a  transitory  sickness  or 
suffering  detained  her  within ;  and  how,  when  stretched  my- 
self upon  the  feverish  bed  to  which  my  early  weakness  of 
frame  often  condemned  me, — how  have  I  counted  the  mo- 
ments to  her  punctilious  and  brief  visit,  and  started  as  I 
caught  her  footstep,  and  felt  my  heart  leap  within  me  as  she 
approached!  and  then,  as  I  heard  her  cold  tone  and  looked 
upon  her  unmoved  face,  how  bitterly  have  I  turned  away  with 
all  that  repressed  and  crushed  affection  which  was  construed 
into  sullenness  or  disrespect!  0  mighty  and  enduring  force 
of  early  associations,  that  almost  seems,  in  its  unconquerable 
strength,  to  partake  of  an  innate  prepossession,  that  binds 
the  son  to  the  mother  who  concealed  him  in  her  womb  and 
purchased  life  for  him  with  the  travail  of  death !  —  fountain 
of  filial  love,  which  coldness  cannot  freeze,  nor  injustice  em- 
bitter, nor  pride  divert  into  fresh  channels,  nor  time,  and  the 
hot  suns  of  our  toiling  manhood,  exhaust,  —  even  at  this  mo- 
ment, how  livingly  do  you  gush  upon  my  heart,  and  water 
with  your  divine  waves  the  memories  that  yet  flourish  amidst 
the  sterility  of  years ! 
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1  approached  the  apartments  appropriated  to  my  mother :  I 
knocked  at  her  door;  one  of  her  women  admitted  me.  The 
Countess  was  sitting  on  a  high-backed  chair,  curiously 
adorned  with  tapestry.  Her  feet,  which  were  remarkable 
for  their  beauty,  were  upon  a  velvet  cushion;  three  hand- 
maids stood  round  her,  and  she  herself  was  busily  employed 
in  a  piece  of  delicate  embroidery,  an  art  in  which  she  emi- 
nently excelled. 

"  The  Count,  Madam ! "  said  the  woman  who  had  admitted 
me,  placing  a  chair  beside  my  mother,  and  then  retiring  to 
join  her  sister  maidens. 

"Good  day  to  you,  my  son,"  said  the  Countess,  lifting  her 
eyes  for  a  moment,  and  then  dropping  them  again  upon  her 
work. 

"  I  have  come  to  seek  you,  dearest  mother,  as  I  know  not, 
if,  among  the  crowd  of  guests  and  amusements  which  sur- 
round us,  I  shall  enjoy  another  opportunity  of  having  a  pri- 
vate conversation  with  you :  will  it  please  you  to  dismiss  your 
women  ?  " 

My  mother  again  lifted  up  her  eyes.  "  And  why,  my  son  ? 
surely  there  can  be  nothing  between  us  which  requires  their 
absence ;  what  is  your  reason  ?  " 

"I  leave  you  to-morrow,  Madam:  is  it  strange  that  a  son 
should  wish  to  see  his  mother  alone  before  his  departure  ?  " 

"By  no  means,  Morton;  but  your  absence  will  not  be  very 
long,  will  it  ?  " 

"Forgive  my  importunity,  dear  Mother;  but  will  you  dis- 
miss your  attendants  ?  " 

"  If  you  wish  it,  certainly ;  but  I  dislike  feeling  alone, 
especially  in  these  large  rooms;  nor  did  I  think  being  un- 
attended quite  consistent  with  our  rank:  however,  I  never 
contradict  you,  my  son,"  and  the  Countess  directed  her 
women  to  wait  in  the  anteroom. 

"  Well,  Morton,  what  is  your  wish  ?  " 

"  Only  to  bid  you  farewell,  and  to  ask  if  London  contains 
nothing  which  you  will  commission  me  to  obtain  for  you  ?  " 

The  Countess  again  raised  her  eyes  from  her  work.  "I 
am  greatly  obliged  to  you,  my  dear  son;  this  is  a  very  deli- 
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cate  attention  on  your  part.  I  am  informed  that  stomachers 
are  worn  a  thought  less  pointed  than  they  were.  I  care  not, 
you  well  know,  for  such  vanities;  but  respect  for  the  mem- 
ory of  your  illustrious  father  renders  me  desirous  to  retain  a 
seemly  appearance  to  the  world,  and  my  women  shall  give 
you  written  instructions  thereon  to  Madame  Tourville;  she 
lives  in  St.  James's  Street,  and  is  the  only  person  to  be  em- 
ployed in  these  matters.  She  is  a  woman  who  has  known 
misfortune,  and  appreciates  the  sorrowful  and  subdued  tastes 
of  those  whom  an  exalted  station  has  not  preserved  from  like 
afflictions.  So  you  go  to-morrow :  will  you  get  me  the  scis- 
sors ?  They  are  on  the  ivory  table  yonder.  When  do  you 
return  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  never !  "  said  I,  abruptly. 

"  Never,  Morton ;  how  singular  —  why  ?  " 

"I  may  join  the  army,  and  be  killed." 

"  I  hope  not.  Dear,  how  cold  it  is :  will  you  shut  the  win- 
dow ?  pray  forgive  my  troubling  you,  but  you  would  send 
away  the  women.  Join  the  army,  you  say  ?  It  is  a  very  dan- 
gerous profession;  your  poor  father  might  be  alive  now  but 
for  having  embraced  it;  nevertheless,  in  a  righteous  cause, 
under  the  Lord  of  Hosts,  there  is  great  glory  to  be  obtained 
beneath  its  banners.  Alas,  however,  for  its  private  evils! 
alas,  for  the  orphan  and  the  widow!  You  will  be  sure,  my 
dear  son,  to  give  the  note  to  Madame  Tourville  herself  ?  Her 
assistants  have  not  her  knowledge  of  my  misfortunes,  nor 
indeed  of  my  exact  proportions ;  and  at  my  age,  and  in  my 
desolate  state,  I  would  fain  be  decorous  in  these  things, — 
and  that  reminds  me  of  dinner.  Have  you  aught  else  to  say, 
Morton  ?  " 

"Yes!"  said  I,  suppressing  my  emotions,  "yes,  Mother! 
do  bestow  on  me  one  warm  wish,  one  kind  word,  before  we 
part:  see, —  I  kneel  for  your  blessing, — will  you  not  give  it 
me?" 

"Bless  you,  my  child, —  bless  you!  look  you  now;  I  have 
dropped  my  needle !  " 

I  rose  hastily,  bowed  profoundly  (my  mother  returned  the 
courtesy  with  the  grace  peculiar  to  herself),  and  withdrew. 
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I  hurried  into  the  great  drawing-room,  found  Lady  Needle- 
ham  alone,  rushed  out  in  despair,  encountered  the  Lady  Has- 
selton,  and  coquetted  with  her  the  rest  of  the  evening.  Vain 
hope!  to  forget  one's  real  feelings  by  pretending  those  one 
never  felt! 

The  next  morning,  then,  after  suitable  adieux  to  all  (Gerald 
excepted)  whom  I  left  behind ;  after  some  tears  too  from  my 
uncle,  which,  had  it  not  been  for  the  presence  of  the  Lady 
Hasselton,  I  could  have  returned  with  interest;  and  after  a 
long  caress  to  his  dog  Ponto,  which  now,  in  parting  with  that 
dear  old  man,  seemed  to  me  as  dog  never  seemed  before,  I 
hurried  into  the  Beauty's  carriage,  bade  farewell  forever  to 
the  Rubicon  of  Life,  and  commenced  my  career  of  manhood 
and  citizenship  by  learning,  under  the  tuition  of  the  prettiest 
coquette  of  her  time,  the  dignified  duties  of  a  Court  Gallant 
and  a  Town  Beau. 


BOOK  II. 


CHAPTEE  I. 

THE  HERO  IN  LONDON. — PLEASURE  IS  OFTEN  THE  SHORTEST, 
AS  IT  IS  THE  EARLIEST  ROAD  TO  WISDOM,  AND  WE  MAY 
SAT  OP  THE  WORLD  WHAT  ZEAL-OF'THE-LAND-BUSY  SAYS 
OF  THE  PIG-BOOTH,  "WE  ESCAPE  SO  MUCH  OF  THE  OTHER 
VANITIES  BY  OUR  EARLY  ENTERING." 

IT  had,  when  I  first  went  to  town,  just  become  the  fashion 
for  young  men  of  fortune  to  keep  house,  and  to  give  their 
bachelor  establishments  the  importance  hitherto  reserved  for 
the  household  of  a  Benedict. 

Let  the  reader  figure  to  himself  a  suite  of  apartments,  mag- 
nificently furnished,  in  the  vicinity  of  the  court.  An  ante- 
room is  crowded  with  divers  persons,  all  messengers  in  the 
various  negotiations  of  pleasure.  There,  a  French  valet, — 
that  inestimable  valet,  Jean  Desmarais, —  sitting  over  a  small 
fire,  was  watching  the  operations  of  a  coffee-pot,  and  convers- 
ing, in  a  mutilated  attempt  at  the  language  of  our  nation, 
though  with  the  enviable  fluency  of  his  own,  with  the  various 
loiterers  who  were  beguiling  the  hours  they  were  obliged  to 
wait  for  an  audience  of  the  master  himself,  by  laughing  at 
the  master's  Gallic  representative.  There  stood  a  tailor  with 
his  books  of  patterns  just  imported  from  Paris, — that  modern 
Prometheus,  who  makes  a  man  what  he  is!  Next  to  him  a 
tall,  gaunt  fellow,  in  a  coat  covered  with  tarnished  lace,  a 
night-cap  wig,  and  a  large  whip  in  his  hands,  comes  to  vouch 
for  the  pedigree  and  excellence  of  the  three  horses  he  intends 
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to  dispose  of,  out  of  pure  love  and  amity  for  the  buyer.  By 
the  window  stood  a  thin  starveling  poet,  who,  like  the  gram- 
marian of  Cos,  might  have  put  lead  in  his  pockets  to  prevent 
being  blown  away,  had  he  not,  with  a  more  paternal  precau- 
tion, put  so  much  in  his  works  that  he  had  left  none  to  spare. 
Excellent  trick  of  the  times,  when  ten  guineas  can  purchase 
every  virtue  under  the  sun,  and  when  an  author  thinks  to 
vindicate  the  sins  of  his  book  by  proving  the  admirable  quali- 
ties of  the  paragon  to  whom  it  is  dedicated.1  There  with  an 
air  of  supercilious  contempt  upon  his  smooth  cheeks,  a  page, 
in  purple  and  silver,  sat  upon  the  table,  swinging  his  legs  to 
and  fro,  and  big  with  all  the  reflected  importance  of  a  billet- 
doux.  There  stood  the  pert  haberdasher,  with  his  box  of  sil- 
ver-fringed gloves,  and  lace  which  Diana  might  have  worn. 
At  that  time  there  was  indeed  no  enemy  to  female  chastity 
like  the  former  article  of  man-millinery :  the  delicate  white- 
ness of  the  glove,  the  starry  splendour  of  the  fringe,  were  ir- 
resistible, and  the  fair  Adorna,  in  poor  Lee's  tragedy  of 
"Caesar  Borgia,"  is  far  from  the  only  lady  who  has  been 
killed  by  a  pair  of  gloves. 

Next  to  the  haberdasher,  dingy  and  dull  of  aspect,  a  book- 
hunter  bent  beneath  the  load  of  old  works  gathered  from  stall 
and  shed,  and  about  to  be  re-sold  according  to  the  price  ex- 
acted from  all  literary  gallants  who  affect  to  unite  the  fine 
gentleman  with  the  profound  scholar.  A  little  girl,  whose 
brazen  face  and  voluble  tongue  betrayed  the  growth  of  her 
intellectual  faculties,  leaned  against  the  wainscot,  and  re- 
peated, in  the  anteroom,  the  tart  repartees  which  her  mis- 
tress (the  most  celebrated  actress  of  the  day)  uttered  on  the 
stage ;  while  a  stout,  sturdy,  bull-headed  gentleman,  in  a  gray 
surtout  and  a  black  wig,  mingled  with  the  various  voices  of 
the  motley  group  the  gentle  phrases  of  Hockley-in-the-Hole, 
from  which  place  of  polite  merriment  he  came  charged  with 
a  message  of  invitation.  While  such  were  the  inmates  of  the 
anteroom,  what  picture  shall  we  draw  of  the  salon  and  its 
occupant? 

1  Thank  Heaven,  for  the  honour  of  literature,  nous  avons  change  tout 
cela !  —  ED. 
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A  table  was  covered  with  books,  a  couple  of  fencing  foils,  a 
woman's  mask,  and  a  profusion  of  letters;  a  scarlet  cloak, 
richly  laced,  hung  over,  trailing  on  the  ground.  Upon  a  slab 
of  marble  lay  a  hat,  looped  with  diamonds,  a  sword,  and  a 
lady's  lute.  Extended  upon  a  sofa,  loosely  robed  in  a  dress- 
ing-gown of  black  velvet,  his  shirt  collar  unbuttoned,  his 
stockings  ungartered,  his  own  hair  (undressed  and  released 
for  a  brief  interval  from  the  false  locks  universally  worn) 
waving  from  his  forehead  in  short  yet  dishevelled  curls,  his 
whole  appearance  stamped  with  the  morning  negligence  which 
usually  follows  midnight  dissipation,  lay  a  young  man  of 
about  nineteen  years.  His  features  were  neither  handsome 
nor  ill-favoured,  and  his  stature  was  small,  slight,  and  some- 
what insignificant,  but  not,  perhaps,  ill-formed  either  for  ac- 
tive enterprise  or  for  muscular  effort.  Such,  reader,  is  the 
picture  of  the  young  prodigal  who  occupied  the  apartments  I 
have  described,  and  such  (though  somewhat  flattered  by  par- 
tiality) is  a  portrait  of  Morton  Devereux,  six  months  after 
his  arrival  in  town. 

The  door  was  suddenly  thrown  open  with  that  unhesitating 
rudeness  by  which  our  friends  think  it  necessary  to  signify 
the  extent  of  their  familiarity;  and  a  young  man  of  about 
eight-and-twenty,  richly  dressed,  and  of  a  countenance  in 
which  a  dissipated  nonchalance  and  an  aristocratic  hauteur 
seemed  to  struggle  for  mastery,  abruptly  entered. 

"What!  ho,  my  noble  royster,"  cried  he,  flinging  himself 
upon  a  chair,  "still  suffering  from  St.  John's  Burgundy! 
Fie,  fie,  upon  your  apprenticeship !  —  why,  before  I  had  served 
half  your  time,  I  could  take  my  three  bottles  as  easily  as  the 
sea  took  the  good  ship  '  Revolution, '  swallow  them  down  with 
a  gulp,  and  never  show  the  least  sign  of  them  the  next 
morning ! " 

"  I  really  believe  you,  most  magnanimous  Tarleton.  Provi- 
dence gives  to  each  of  its  creatures  different  favours,  —  to  one 
wit,  to  the  other  a  capacity  for  drinking.  A  thousand  pities 
that  they  are  never  united !  " 

"So  bitter,  Count!  —  ah,  what  will  ever  cure  you  of 
sarcasm  ?  " 
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"A  wise  man  by  conversation,  or  fools  by  satiety." 

"Well,  I  dare  say  that  is  witty  enough,  but  I  never  admire 
fine  things  of  a  morning.  I  like  letting  my  faculties  live  till 
night  in  a  deshabille;  let  us  talk  easily  and  sillily  of  the 
affairs  of  the  day.  Imprimis,  will  you  stroll  to  the  New  Ex- 
change ?  There  is  a  black  eye  there  that  measures  out  ribbons, 
and  my  green  ones  long  to  flirt  with  it." 

"With  all  my  heart  —  and  in  return  you  shall  accompany 
me  to  Master  Powell's  puppet-show." 

"  You  speak  as  wisely  as  Solomon  himself  in  the  puppet- 
show.  I  own  that  I  love  that  sight :  't  is  a  pleasure  to  the 
littleness  of  human  nature  to  see  great  things  abased  by  mim- 
icry; kings  moved  by  bobbins,  and  the  pomps  of  the  earth 
personated  by  Punch." 

"But  how  do  you  like  sharing  the  mirth  of  the  ground- 
lings, the  filthy  plebeians,  and  letting  them  see  how  petty  are 
those  distinctions  which  you  value  so  highly,  by  showing 
them  how  heartily  you  can  laugh  at  such  distinctions  your- 
self ?  Allow,  my  superb  Coriolanus,  that  one  purchases  pride 
by  the  loss  of  consistency." 

"  Ah,  Devereux,  you  poison  my  enjoyment  by  the  mere  word 
'plebeian  ' !  Oh,  what  a  beastly  thing  is  a  common  person !  — 
a  shape  of  the  trodden  clay  without  any  alloy ;  a  compound  of 
dirty  clothes,  bacon  breaths,  villanous  smells,  beggarly  cow- 
ardice, and  cattish  ferocity.  Pah,  Devereux!  rub  civet  on 
the  very  thought !  " 

"  Yet  they  will  laugh  to-day  at  the  same  things  you  will, 
and  consequently  there  would  be  a  most  flattering  congeni- 
ality between  you.  Emotion,  whether  of  ridicule,  anger,  or 
sorrow ;  whether  raised  at  a  puppet-show,  a  funeral,  or  a  bat- 
tle,—  is  your  grandest  of  levellers.  The  man  who  would  be 
always  superior  should  be  always  apathetic." 

"Oracular,  as  usual,  Count, — but,  hark,  the  clock  gives 
tongue.  One,  by  the  Lord!  — will  you  not  dress  ? " 

And  I  rose  and  dressed.  We  passed  through  the  anteroom; 
my  attendant  assistants  in  the  art  of  wasting  money  drew  up 
in  a  row. 

"Pardon   me,    gentlemen,"   said  I  ("gentlemen,  indeed!" 
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cried 'Tarleton),  "for  keeping  you  so  long.  Mr.  Snivelship, 
your  waistcoats  are  exquisite :  favour  me  by  conversing  with 
my  valet  on  the  width  of  the  lace  for  my  liveries ;  he  has  my 
instructions.  Mr.  Jockelton,  your  horses  shall  be  tried  to- 
morrow at  one.  Ay,  Mr.  Rymer,  I  beg  you  a  thousand  par- 
dons ;  I  beseech  you  to  forgive  the  ignorance  of  my  rascals  in 
suffering  a  gentleman  of  your  merit  to  remain  for  a  moment 
unattended  to.  I  have  read  your  ode;  it  is  splendid,  —  the 
ease  of  Horace  with  the  fire  of  Pindar;  your  Pegasus  never 
touches  the  earth,  and  yet  in  his  wildest  excesses  you  curb 
him  with  equal  grace  and  facility :  I  object,  sir,  only  to  your 
dedication;  it  is  too  flattering." 

"By  no  means,  my  Lord  Count,  it  fits  you  to  a  hair." 

"Pardon  me,"  interrupted  I,  "and  allow  me  to  transfer  the 
honour  to  Lord  Halifax ;  he  loves  men  of  merit ;  he  loves  also 
their  dedications.  I  will  mention  it  to  him  to-morrow: 
everything  you  say  of  me  will  suit  him  exactly.  You  will 
oblige  me  with  a  copy  of  your  poem  directly  it  is  printed, 
and  suffer  me  to  pay  your  bookseller  for  it  now,  and  through 
your  friendly  mediation;  adieu!  " 

"Oh,  Count,  this  is  too  generous." 

"A  letter  forme,  my  pretty  page?  Ah!  tell  her  ladyship 
I  shall  wait  upon  her  commands  at  Powell's:  time  will  move 
with  a  tortoise  speed  till  I  kiss  her  hands.  Mr.  Fribbleden, 
your  gloves  would  fit  the  giants  at  Guildhall :  my  valet  will 
furnish  you  with  my  exact  size ;  you  will  see  to  the  legitimate 
breadth  of  the  fringe.  My  little  beauty,  you  are  from  Mrs. 
Bracegirdle:  the  play  shall  succeed;  I  have  taken  seven 
boxes;  Mr.  St.  John  promised  his  influence.  Say,  therefore, 
my  Hebe,  that  the  thing  is  certain,  and  let  me  kiss  thee :  thou 
hast  dew  on  thy  lip  already.  Mr.  Thumpen,  you  are  a  fine 
fellow,  and  deserve  to  be  encouraged ;  I  will  see  that  the  next 
time  your  head  is  broken  it  shall  be  broken  fairly :  but  I  will 
not  patronize  the  bear;  consider  that  peremptory.  What, 
Mr.  Bookworm,  again!  I  hope  you  have  succeeded  better 
this  time :  the  old  songs  had  an  autumn  fit  upon  them,  and 
had  lost  the  best  part  of  their  leaves;  and  Plato  had  mortgaged 
one  half  his  "Republic."  to  pay,  I  suppose,  the  exorbitant 
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sum  you  thought  proper  to  set  upon  the  other.  As  for  Diog- 
enes Laertius,  and  his  philosophers  —  " 

"  Pish !  "  interrupted  Tarleton ;  "  are  you  going,  by  your 
theoretical  treatises  on  philosophy,  to  make  me  learn  the 
practical  part  of  it,  and  prate  upon  learning  while  I  am  sup- 
porting myself  with  patience  ?  " 

"Pardon  me!  Mr.  Bookworm;  you  will  deposit  your  load, 
and  visit  me  to-morrow  at  an  earlier  hour.  And  now, 
Tarleton,  I  am  at  your  service." 


CHAPTER  II. 

OAY  SCENES  AND  CONVERSATIONS. THE  NEW  EXCHANGE  AND 

THE  PUPPET-SHOW. THE  ACTOR,  THE  SEXTON,  AND  THE 

BEAUTY. 

"WELL,  Tarleton,"  said  I,  looking  round  that  mart  of  mil- 
linery and  love-making,  which,  so  celebrated  in  the  reign  of 
Charles  II.,  still  preserved  the  shadow  of  its  old  renown  in 
that  of  Anne, —  "well,  here  we  are  upon  the  classical  ground  so 
often  commemorated  in  the  comedies  which  our  chaste  grand- 
mothers thronged  to  see.  Here  we  can  make  appointments, 
while  we  profess  to  buy  gloves,  and  should  our  mistress  tarry 
too  long,  beguile  our  impatience  by  a  flirtation  with  her  mil- 
liner. Is  there  not  a  breathing  air  of  gayety  about  the  place  ? 
—  does  it  not  still  smack  of  the  Ethereges  and  Sedleys?" 

"Right,"  said  Tarleton,  leaning  over  a  counter  and  amor- 
ously eying  the  pretty  coquette  to  whom  it  belonged;  while, 
with  the  coxcombry  then  in  fashion,  he  sprinkled  the  long 
curls  that  touched  his  shoulders  with  a  fragrant  shower  from 
a  bottle  of  jessamine  water  upon  the  counter, —  "right;  saw 
you  ever  such  an  eye  ?  Have  you  snuff  of  the  true  scent,  my 
beauty  —  foh!  this  is  for  the  nostril  of  a  Welsh  parson  — 
choleric  and  hot,  my  beauty, — pulverized  horse-radish, — 
why,  it  would  make  a  nose  of  the  coldest  constitution  imagin 
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able  sneeze  like  a  washed  school-boy  on  a  Saturday  night. — 
Ah,  this  is  better,  my  princess:  there  is  some  courtesy  in 
this  snuff;  it  flatters  the  brain  like  a  poet's  dedication. 
Right,  Devereux,  right,  there  is  something  infectious  in  the 
atmosphere ;  one  catches  good  humour  as  easily  as  if  it  were 
cold.  Shall  we  stroll  on  ?  —  my  Clelia  is  on  the  other  side  of 
the  Exchange. —  You  were  speaking  of  the  play -writers :  what 
a  pity  that  our  Ethereges  and  Wycherleys  should  be  so  frank 
in  their  gallantry  that  the  prudish  public  already  begins  to 
look  shy  on  them.  They  have  a  world  of  wit !  " 

"Ay,"  said  I;  "and,  as  my  good  uncle  would  say,  a  world 
of  knowledge  of  human  nature,  namely,  of  the  worst  part  of 
it.  But  they  are  worse  than  merely  licentious :  they  are  pos- 
itively villanous;  pregnant  with  the  most  redemptionless 
scoundrelism, —  cheating,  lying,  thieving,  and  fraud;  their 
humour  debauches  the  whole  moral  system ;  they  are  like  the 
Sardinian  herb, — they  make  you  laugh,  it  is  true,  but  they 
poison  you  in  the  act.  But  who  comes  here  ?  " 

"  Oh,  honest  Coll !  —  Ah,  Gibber,  how  goes  it  with  you  ?  " 

The  person  thus  addressed  was  a  man  of  about  the  middle 
age,  very  grotesquely  attired,  and  with  a  periwig  preposter- 
ously long.  His  countenance  (which,  in  its  features,  was 
rather  comely)  was  stamped  with  an  odd  mixture  of  liveli- 
ness, impudence,  and  a  coarse  yet  not  unjoyous  spirit  of  reck- 
less debauchery.  He  approached  us  with  a  saunter,  and 
saluted  Tarleton  with  an  air  servile  enough,  in  spite  of  an 
affected  familiarity. 

"What  think  you,"  resumed  my  companion,  "we  were 
conversing  upon  ?  " 

"Why,  indeed,  Mr.  Tarleton,"  answered  Cibber,  bowing 
very  low,  "unless  it  were  the  exquisite  fashion  of  your  waist- 
coat, or  your  success  with  my  Lady  Duchess,  I  know  not  what 
to  guess." 

"  Pooh,  man, "  said  Tarleton,  haughtily,  "  none  of  your  com- 
pliments ;  "  and  then  added  in  a  milder  tone,  "  No,  Colley,  we 
were  abusing  the  immoralities  that  existed  on  the  stage  until 
thou,  by  the  light  of  thy  virtuous  example,  didst  undertake 
to  reform  it.5' 
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"Why,"  rejoined  Gibber,  with  an  air  of  mock  sanctity, 
"Heaven  be  praised,  I  have  pulled  out  some  of  the  weeds 
from  our  theatrical  parterre  — " 

"  Hear  you  that,  Count  ?  Does  he  not  look  a  pretty  fellow 
for  a  censor  ?  " 

"Surely,"  said  Gibber,  "ever  since  Dicky  Steele  has  set  up 
for  a  saint,  and  assumed  the  methodistical  twang,  some  hopes 
of  conversion  may  be  left  even  for  such  reprobates  as  myself. 
Where,  may  I  ask,  will  Mr.  Tarleton  drink  to-night  ?  " 

"  Not  with  thee,  Coll.  The  Saturnalia  don't  happen  every 
day.  Rid  us  now  of  thy  company:  but  stop,  I  will  do  thee 
a  pleasure ;  know  you  this  gentleman  ? " 

"I  have  not  that  extreme  honour." 

"Know  a  Count,  then!  Count  Devereux,  demean  yourself 
by  sometimes  acknowledging  Colley  Gibber,  a  rare  fellow  at 
a  song,  a  bottle,  and  a  message  to  an  actress  •,  a  lively  rascal 
enough,  but  without  the  goodness  to  be  loved,  or  the  inde- 
pendence to  be  respected." 

"Mr.  Gibber,"  said  I,  rather  hurt  at  Tarleton's  speech, 
though  the  object  of  it  seemed  to  hear  this  description  with 
the  most  unruffled  composure  —  "  Mr.  Gibber,  I  am  happy  and 
proud  of  an  introduction  to  the  author  of  the  'Careless 
Husband.'  Here  is  my  address;  oblige  me  with  a  visit  at 
your  leisure." 

"  How  could  you  be  so  galling  to  the  poor  devil  ?  "  said  I, 
when  Gibber,  with  a  profusion  of  bows  and  compliments,  had 
left  us  to  ourselves. 

"Ah,  hang  him, —  a  low  fellow,  who  pins  all  his  happiness 
to  the  skirts  of  the  quality,  is  proud  of  being  despised,  and 
that  which  would  excruciate  the  vanity  of  others  only  natters 
his.  And  now  for  my  Clelia." 

After  my  companion  had  amused  himself  with  a  brief  flir- 
tation with  a  young  lady  who  affected  a  most  edifying  demure- 
ness,  we  left  the  Exchange,  and  repaired  to  the  puppet-show. 

On  entering  the  Piazza,  in  which,  as  I  am  writing  for  the 
next  century,  it  may  be  necessary  to  say  that  Punch  held  his 
court,  we  saw  a  tall,  thin  fellow,  loitering  under  the  columns, 
and  exhibiting  a  countenance  of  the  most  ludicrous  discon- 
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tent.  There  was  an  insolent  arrogance  about  Tarleton's  good- 
nature, which  always  led  him  to  consult  the  whim  of  the 
moment  at  the  expense  of  every  other  consideration,  espe- 
cially if  the  whim  referred  to  a  member  of  the  canaille  whom 
my  aristocratic  friend  esteemed  as  a  base  part  of  the  exclusive 
and  despotic  property  of  gentlemen. 

"Egad,  Devereux,"  said  he,  "do  you  see  that  fellow?  he 
has  the  audacity  to  affect  spleen.  Faith,  I  thought  melan- 
choly was  the  distinguishing  patent  of  nobility:  we  will 
smoke  him."  And  advancing  towards  the  man  of  gloom, 
Tarleton  touched  him  with  the  end  of  his  cane.  The  man 
started  and  turned  round.  "Pray,  sirrah,"  said  Tarleton, 
coldly,  "  pray  who  the  devil  are  you  that  you  presume  to  look 
discontented  ?  " 

"Why,  Sir,"  said  the  man,  good-humouredly  enough,  "I 
have  some  right  to  be  angry." 

"I  doubt  it,  my  friend,"  said  Tarleton.  "What  is  your 
complaint  ?  a  rise  in  the  price  of  tripe,  or  a  drinking  wife  ? 
Those,  I  take  it,  are  the  sole  misfortunes  incidental  to  your 
condition. " 

"If  that  be  the  case,"  said  I,  observing  a  cloud  on  our  new 
friend's  brow,  "  shall  we  heal  thy  sufferings  ?  Tell  us  thy 
complaints,  and  we  will  prescribe  thee  a  silver  specific;  there 
is  a  sample  of  our  skill." 

"Thank  you  humbly,  gentlemen,"  said  the  man,  pocketing 
the  money,  and  clearing  his  countenance;  "and  seriously, 
mine  is  an  uncommonly  hard  case.  I  was,  till  within  the 
last  few  weeks,  the  under-sexton  of  St.  Paul's,  Covent  Garden, 
and  my  duty  was  that  of  ringing  the  bells  for  daily  prayers : 
but  a  man  of  Belial  came  hitherwards,  set  up  a  puppet-show, 
and,  timing  the  hours  of  his  exhibition  with  a  wicked  saga- 
city, made  the  bell  I  rang  for  church  serve  as  a  summons  to 
Punch, —  so,  gentlemen,  that  whenever  your  humble  servant 
began  to  pull  for  the  Lord,  his  perverted  congregation  began 
to  flock  to  the  devil ;  and,  instead  of  being  an  instrument  for 
saving  souls,  I  was  made  the  innocent  means  of  destroying 
them.  Oh,  gentlemen,  it  was  a  shocking  thing  to  tug  away 
at  the  rope  till  the  sweat  ran  down  one,  for  four  shillings  a 
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week;  and  to  see  all  the  time  that  one  was  thinning  one's 
own  congregation  and  emptying  one's  own  pockets! " 

"It  was  indeed  a  lamentable  dilemma;  and  what  did  you, 
Mr.  Sexton  ?  " 

"  Do,  Sir  ?  why,  I  could  not  stifle  my  conscience,  and  I  left 
my  place.  Ever  since  then,  Sir,  I  have  stationed  myself  in 
the  Piazza,  to  warn  my  poor,  deluded  fellow-creatures  of  their 
error,  and  to  assure  them  that  when  the  bell  of  St.  Paul's 
rings,  it  rings  for  prayers,  and  not  for  puppet-shows,  and  — 
Lord  help  us,  there  it  goes  at  this  very  moment;  and  look, 
look,  gentlemen,  how  the  wigs  and  hoods  are  crowding  to  the 
motion1  instead  of  the  minister." 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!  "  cried  Tarleton,  "Mr.  Powell  is  not  the  first 
man  who  has  wrested  things  holy  to  serve  a  carnal  'purpose, 
and  made  use  of  church  bells  in  order  to  ring  money  to  the 
wide  pouch  of  the  church's  enemies.  Hark  ye,  my  friend, 
follow  my  advice,  and  turn  preacher  yourself;  mount  a  cart 
opposite  to  the  motion,  and  I  '11  wager  a  trifle  that  the  crowd 
forsake  the  theatrical  mountebank  in  favour  of  the  religious 
one;  for  the  more  sacred  the  thing  played  upon,  the  more 
certain  is  the  game." 

"Body  of  me,  gentlemen,"  cried  the  ex-sexton,  "I  '11  follow 
your  advice." 

"Do  so,  man,  and  never  presume  to  look  doleful  again; 
leave  dulness  to  your  superiors."2 

And  with  this  advice,  and  an  additional  compensation  for 
his  confidence,  we  left  the  innocent  assistant  of  Mr.  Powell, 
and  marched  into  the  puppet-show,  by  the  sound  of  the  very 
bells  the  perversion  of  which  the  good  sexton  had  so  patheti- 
cally lamented. 

The  first  person  I  saw  at  the  show,  and  indeed  the  express 
person  I  came  to  see,  was  the  Lady  Hasselton.  Tarleton 
and  myself  separated  for  the  present,  and  I  repaired  to  the 
coquette.  "Angels  of  grace!"  said  I,  approaching;  "and,  by 
the  by,  before  I  proceed  another  word,  observe,  Lady  Hassel- 
ton, how  appropriate  the  exclamation  is  to  you !  Angels  of 

1  An  antiquated  word  in  use  for  puppet-shows. 

2  See  "  Spectator,"  No.  14,  for  a  letter  from  this  unfortunate  under-sexton. 
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grace!  why,  you  have  moved  all  your  patches  —  one — two  — 
three  —  six  —  eight  —  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  from  the  left  side 
of  your  cheek  to  the  right !  What  is  the  reason  of  so  sudden 
an  emigration  ?  w 

"  I  have  changed  my  politics,  Count,  *  that  is  all,  and  have 
resolved  to  lose  no  time  in  proclaiming  the  change.  But  is 
it  true  that  you  are  going  to  be  married  ? " 

"  Married !  Heaven  forbid !  which  of  my  enemies  spread  so 
cruel  a  report  ?"  t 

"  Oh,  the  report  is  universal ! "  and  the  Lady  Hasselton 
flirted  her  fan  with  the  most  nattering  violence. 

"  It  is  false,  nevertheless ;  I  cannot  afford  to  buy  a  wife  at 
present,  for,  thanks  to  jointures  and  pin-money,  these  things 
are  all  matters  of  commerce ;  and  (see  how  closely  civilized  life 
resembles  the  savage !)  the  English,  like  the  Tartar  gentleman, 
obtains  his  wife  only  by  purchase !  But  who  is  the  bride  ?  " 

"The  Duke  of  Newcastle's  rich  daughter,  Lady  Henrietta 
Pelham." 

"What,  Harley's  object  of  ambition!2  Faith,  Madam,  the 
report  is  not  so  cruel  as  I  thought  for ! " 

"  Oh,  you  fop !  —  but  is  it  not  true  ?  " 

"By  my  honour,  I  fear  not;  my  rivals  are  too  numerous 
and  too  powerful.  Look  now,  yonder !  how  they  already  flock 
around  the  illustrious  heiress;  note  those  smiles  and  simpers. 
Is  it  not  pretty  to  see  those  very  fine  gentlemen  imitating 
bumpkins  at  a  fair,  and  grinning  their  best  for  a  gold  ring  ! 
But  you  need  not  fear  me,  Lady  Hasselton,  my  love  cannot 
wander  if  it  would.  In  the  quaint  thought  of  Sidney,8  love 
having  once  flown  to  my  heart,  burned  its  wings  there,  and 
cannot  fly  away." 

"  La,  you  now ! "  said  the  beauty ;  "  I  do  not  comprehend 
you  exactly:  your  master  of  the  graces  does  not  teaoh  you 
your  compliments  properly." 

1  Whig  ladies  patched  on  one  side  of  the  cheek,  Tories  on  the  other. 

2  Lord  Bolingbroke  tells  us  that  it  was  the  main  end  of  Harley's  adminis 
tration  to  marry  his  son  to  this  lady.    Thus  is  the  fate  of  nations  a  bundle 
made  up  of  a  thousand  little  private  schemes. 

8  In  the  "  Arcadia,"  that  museum  of  oddities  and  beauties. 


DEVEREUX.  101 

"Yes,  he  does,  but  in  your  presence  I  forget  them;  aud 
now,"  I  added,  lowering  my  voice  into  the  lowest  of  whis- 
pers, "  now  that  you  are  assured  of  my  fidelity,  will  you  not 
learn  at  last  to  discredit  rumours  and  trust  to  me  ?  " 

"  I  love  you  too  well !  "  answered  the  Lady  Hasselton  in  the 
same  tone,  and  that  answer  gives  an  admirable  idea  of  the 
affection  of  every  coquette!  love  and  confidence  with  them 
are  qualities  that  have  a  natural  antipathy,  and  can  never  be 
united.  Our  tete-a-tete  was  at  an  end;  the  people  round  us 
became  social,  and  conversation  general. 

"Betterton  acts  to-morrow  night,"  cried  the  Lady  Pratterly : 
"  we  must  go !  " 

"We  mast  go,"  cried  the  Lady  Hasselton. 

"  We  must  go !  "  cried  all. 

And  so  passed  the  time  till  the  puppet-show  was  over,  and 
my  attendance  dispensed  with. 

It  is  a  charming  thing  to  be  the  lover  of  a  lady  of  the  mode ! 
One  so  honoured  does  with  his  hours  as  a  miser  with  his 
guineas;  namely,  nothing  but  count  them! 


CHAPTER   III. 

MORE   LIONS. 

THE  next  night,  after  the  theatre,  Tarleton  and  I  strolled 
into  Wills's.  Half-a-dozen  wits  were  assembled.  Heavens! 
how  they  talked !  actors,  actresses,  poets,  statesmen,  philoso- 
phers, critics,  divines,  were  all  pulled  to  pieces  with  the 
most  gratifying  malice  imaginable.  We  sat  ourselves  down, 
and  while  Tarleton  amused  himself  with  a  dish  of  coffee  and 
the  "  Flying  Post, "  I  listened  very  attentively  to  the  conver- 
sation. Certainly  if  we  would  take  every  opportunity  of  get- 
ting a  grain  or  two  of  knowledge,  we  should  soon  have  a 
chest-full;  a  man  earned  an  excellent  subsistence  by  asking 
every  one  who  came  out  of  a  tobacconist's  shop  for  a  pinch  of 
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snuff,  and  retailing  the  mixture  as  soon  as  he  had  filled  his 
box.1 

While  I  was  listening  to  a  tall  lusty  gentleman,  who  was 
abusing  Dogget,  the  actor,  a  well-dressed  man  entered,  and 
immediately  attracted  the  general  observation.  He  was  of  a 
very  flat,  ill-favoured  countenance,  but  of  a  quick  eye,  and  a 
genteel  air;  there  was,  however,  something  constrained  and 
artificial  in  his  address,  and  he  appeared  to  be  endeavouring 
to  clothe  a  natural  good-humour  with  a  certain  primness 
which  could  never  be  made  to  fit  it. 

"  Ha,  Steele !  "  cried  a  gentleman  in  an  orange-coloured  coat, 
who  seemed  by  a  fashionable  swagger  of  importance  desirous 
of  giving  the  tone  to  the  company, —  "Ha,  Steele,  whence 
come  you  ?  from  the  chapel  or  the  tavern  ?  "  and  the  speaker 
winked  round  the  room  as  if  he  wished  us  to  participate  in 
the  pleasure  of  a  good  thing. 

Mr.  Steele  drew  up,  seemingly  a  little  affronted ;  but  his 
good-nature  conquering  the  affectation  of  personal  sanctity, 
which,  at  the  time  I  refer  to,  that  excellent  writer  was  pleased 
to  assume,  he  contented  himself  with  nodding  to  the  speaker, 
and  saying, — 

"  All  the  world  knows,  Colonel  Cleland,  that  you  are  a  wit, 
and  therefore  we  take  your  fine  sayings  as  we  take  change 
from  an  honest  tradesman, — rest  perfectly  satisfied  with  the 
coin  we  get,  without  paying  any  attention  to  it." 

"Zounds,  Cleland,  you  got  the  worst  of  it  there,"  cried  a 
gentleman  in  a  flaxen  wig.  And  Steele  slid  into  a  seat  near 
my  own. 

Tarleton,  who  was  sufficiently  well  educated  to  pretend  to 
the  character  of  a  man  of  letters,  hereupon  thought  it  neces- 
sary to  lay  aside  the  "Flying  Post,"  and  to  introduce  me  to 
my  literary  neighbour. 

"Pray,"  said  Colonel  Cleland,  taking  snuff  and  swinging 
himself  to  and  fro  with  an  air  of  fashionable  grace,  "  has  any 
one  seen  the  new  paper  ?  " 

"  What !  "  cried  the  gentleman  in  the  flaxen  wig,  "  what ! 
the  'TatlerV  successor, — the  'Spectator'?" 

i  "Tatler." 


DEVEREUX.  103 

"The  same,"  quoth  the  colonel. 

"  To  be  sure :  who  has  not  ? "  returned  he  of  the  flaxen 
ornament.  "People  say  Congreve  writes  it." 

"They  are  very  much  mistaken,  then,"  cried  a  little  square 
man  with  spectacles ;  "to  my  certain  knowledge  Swift  is  the 
author." 

"Pooh!"  said  Cleland,  imperiously,  "pooh!  it  is  neither 
the  one  nor  the  other ;  I,  gentlemen,  am  in  the  secret  —  but 
—  you  take  me,  eh  ?  One  must  not  speak  well  of  one's  self; 
mum  is  the  word." 

"Then,"  asked  Steele,  quietly,  "we  are  to  suppose  that 
you,  Colonel,  are  the  writer  ? " 

"I  never  said  so,  Dicky;  but  the  women  will  have  it  that  I 
am,"  and  the  colonel  smoothed  down  his  cravat. 

"  Pray,  Mr.  Addison,  what  say  you  ?  "  cried  the  gentleman 
in  the  flaxen  wig;  "are  you  for  Congreve,  Swift,  or  Colonel 
Cleland?  "  This  was  addressed  to  a  gentleman  of  a  grave  but 
rather  prepossessing  mien;  who,  with  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
ground,  was  very  quietly  and  to  all  appearance  very  inatten- 
tively solacing  himself  with  a  pipe ;  without  lifting  his  eyes, 
this  personage,  then  eminent,  afterwards  rendered  immortal, 
replied, — 

"Colonel  Cleland  must  produce  other  witnesses  to  prove 
his  claim  to  the  authorship  of  the  '  Spectator : '  the  women, 
we  well  know,  are  prejudiced  in  his  favour." 

"  That 's  true  enough,  old  friend, "  cried  the  colonel,  looking 
askant  at  his  orange-coloured  coat;  "but  faith,  Addison,  I 
wish  you  would  set  up  a  paper  of  the  same  sort,  d'ye  see; 
you  're  a  nice  judge  of  merit,  and  your  sketches  of  character 
would  do  justice  to  your  friends." 

"  If  ever  I  do,  Colonel,  I,  or  my  coadjutors,  will  study  at 
least  to  do  justice  to  you. " 1 

"Prithee,  Steele,"  cried  the  stranger  in  spectacles,  "pri- 
thee, tell  us  thy  thoughts  on  the  subject :  dost  thou  know  the 
author  of  this  droll  periodical  ?  " 

"I  saw  him  this  morning,"  replied  Steele,  carelessly. 

1  This  seems  to  corroborate  the  suspicion  entertained  of  the  identity  of 
Colonel  Cleland  with  the  Will  Honeycomb  of  the  "  Spectator." 
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"Aha!  and  what  said  you  to  him?" 

"I  asked  him  his  name." 

"And  what  did  he  answer?"  cried  he  of  the  flaxen  wig, 
while  all  of  us  crowded  round  the  speaker,  with  the  curiosity 
every  one  felt  in  the  authorship  of  a  work  then  exciting  the 
most  universal  and  eager  interest. 

"He  answered  me  solemnly,"  said  Steele,  "in  the  follow- 
ing words,  — 

" '  Grseci  carent  ablativo,  Itali  dativo,  ego  nominative.' " l 

"  Famous  —  capital !  "  cried  the  gentleman  in  spectacles ; 
and  then,  touching  Colonel  Cleland,  added,  "what  does  it 
exactly  mean  ?  " 

"  Ignoramus !  "  said  Cleland,  disdainfully,  "  every  schoolboy 
knows  Virgil/" 

"  De vereux, "  said  Tarleton,  yawning,  "  what  a  d — d  delight- 
ful thing  it  is  to  hear  so  much  wit :  pity  that  the  atmosphere 
is  so  fine  that  no  lungs  unaccustomed  to  it  can  endure  it  long. 
Let  us  recover  ourselves  by  a  walk." 

"Willingly,"  said  I;  and  we  sauntered  forth  into  the 
streets. 

"Wills's  is  not  what  it  was,"  said  Tarleton;  "His  a  piti- 
ful ghost  of  its  former  self,  and  if  they  had  not  introduced 
cards,  one  would  die  of  the  vapours  there." 

"  I  know  nothing  so  insipid, "  said  I,  "  as  that  mock  literary 
air  which  it  is  so  much  the  fashion  to  assume.  'T  is  but  a 
wearisome  relief  to  conversation  to  have  interludes  of  songs 
about  Strephon  and  Sylvia,  recited  with  a  lisp  by  a  gentleman 
with  fringed  gloves  and  a  languishing  look." 

"Fie  on  it,"  cried  Tarleton,  "let  us  seek  for  a  fresher  topic. 
Are  you  asked  to  Abigail  Masham's  to-night,  or  will  you 
come  to  Dame  de  la  Riviere  Manley's?" 

"  Dame  de  la  what  ?  —  in  the  name  of  long  words  who  is 
she?" 

"Oh!  Learning  made  libidinous:  one  who  reads  Catullus 
and  profits  by  it." 

1  "  The  Greek  wants  an  ablative,  the  Italians  a  dative,  I  a  nominative." 
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"Bah,  no,  we  will  not  leave  the  gentle  Abigail  for  her.  I 
have  promised  to  meet  St.  John,  too,  at  the  Mashams'." 

"As  you  like.  We  shall  get  some  wine  at  Abigail's, 
which  we  should  never  do  at  the  house  of  her  cousin  of 
Atarlborough." 

And,  comforting  himself  with  this  belief,  Tarleton  peace- 
ably accompanied  me  to  that  celebrated  woman,  who  did  the 
Tories  such  notable  service,  at  the  expense  of  being  termed 
by  the  Whigs  one  great  want  divided  into  two  parts;  namely, 
a  great  want  of  every  shilling  belonging  to  other  people,  and 
a  great  want  of  every  virtue  that  should  have  belonged  to  her- 
self. As  we  mounted  the  staircase,  a  door  to  the  left  (a  pri- 
vate apartment)  was  opened,  and  I  saw  the  favourite  dismiss, 
with  the  most  nattering  air  of  respect,  my  old  preceptor,  the 
Abb4  Montreuil.  He  received  her  attentions  as  his  due,  and, 
descending  the  stairs,  came  full  upon  me.  He  drew  back, 
changed  neither  hue  nor  muscle,  bowed  civilly  enough,  and 
disappeared.  I  had  not  much  opportunity  to  muse  over  this 
circumstance,  for  St.  John  and  Mr.  Domville  —  excellent  com- 
panions both  —  joined  us ;  and  the  party  being  small,  we  had 
the  unwonted  felicity  of  talking,  as  well  as  bowing,  to  each 
other.  It  was  impossible  to  think  of  any  one  else  when  St. 
John  chose  to  exert  himself;  and  so  even  the  Abbe  Montreuil 
glided  out  of  my  brain  as  St.  John's  wit  glided  into  it.  We 
were  all  of  the  same  way  of  thinking  on  politics,  and  therefore 
were  witty  without  being  quarrelsome, — a  rare  thing.  The 
trusty  Abigail  told  us  stories  of  the  good  Queen,  and  we  added 
Ions  mots  by  way  of  corollary.  Wine,  too,  wine  that  even 
Tarleton  approved,  lit  up  our  intellects,  and  we  spent  alto- 
gether an  evening  such  as  gentlemen  and  Tories  very  seldom 
have  the  sense  to  enjoy. 

0  Apollo !  I  wonder  whether  Tories  of  the  next  century  will 
be  such  clever,  charming,  well-informed  fellows  as  we  were ! 
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CHAPTEE  TV. 

AN   INTELLECTUAL  ADVENTUBE. 

A  LITTLE  affected  by  the  vinous  potations  which  had  been 
so  much  an  object  of  anticipation  with  my  companion,  Tarle- 
ton  and  I  were  strolling  homeward  when  we  perceived  a  re- 
markably tall  man  engaged  in  a  contest  with  a  couple  of 
watchmen.  Watchmen  were  in  all  cases  the  especial  and 
natural  enemies  of  the  gallants  in  my  young  days;  and  no 
sooner  did  we  see  the  unequal  contest  than,  drawing  our 
swords  with  that  true  English  valour  which  makes  all  the 
quarrels  of  other  people  its  own,  we  hastened  to  the  relief  of 
the  weaker  party. 

"Gentlemen,"  said  the  elder  watchman,  drawing  back, 
"this  is  no  common  brawl;  we  have  been  shamefully  beaten 
by  this  here  madman,  and  for  no  earthly  cause." 

"  Who  ever  did  beat  a  watchman  for  any  earthly  cause,  you 
rascal  ?  "  cried  the  accused  party,  swinging  his  walking  cane 
over  the  complainant's  head  with  a  menacing  air. 

"Very  true,"  cried  Tarleton,  coolly.  "Seigneurs  of  the 
watch,  you  are  both  made  and  paid  to  be  beaten ;  ergo  —  you 
have  no  right  to  complain.  Release  this  worthy  cavalier, 
and  depart  elsewhere  to  make  night  hideous  with  your 
voices." 

"Come,  come,"  quoth  the  younger  Dogberry,  who  perceived 
a  reinforcement  approaching,  "  move  on,  good  people,  and  let 
Us  do  our  duty." 

"  Which, "  interrupted  the  elder  watchman,  "  consists  in 
taking  this  hulking  swaggerer  to  the  watchhouse." 

"Thou  speakest  wisely,  man  of  peace,"  said  Tarleton;  "de- 
fend thyself; "  and  without  adding  another  word  he  ran  the 
watchman  through  —  not  the  body  but  the  coat;  avoiding 
with  great  dexterity  the  corporeal  substance  of  the  attacked 
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party,  and  yet  approaching  it  so  closely  as  to  give  the  guar- 
dian of  the  streets  very  reasonable  ground  for  apprehension. 
No  sooner  did  the  watchman  find  the  hilt  strike  against  his 
breast,  than  he  uttered  a  dismal  cry  and  fell  upon  the  pave- 
ment as  if  he  had  been  shot. 

"Now  for  thee,  varlet,"  cried  Tarleton,  brandishing  his  ra- 
pier before  the  eyes  of  the  other  watchman,  "  tremble  at  the 
sword  of  Gideon." 

"  0  Lord,  0  Lord ! "  ejaculated  the  terrified  comrade  of  the 
fallen  man,  dropping  on  his  knees,  "for  Heaven's  sake,  sir, 
have  a  care." 

"What  argument  canst  thou  allege,  thou  screech-owl  of  the 
metropolis,  that  thou  shouldst  not  share  the  same  fate  as  thy 
brother  owl  ?  " 

"Oh,  sir!  "  cried  the  craven  night-bird  (a  bit  of  a  humourist 
in  its  way),  "  because  I  have  a  nest  and  seven  little  owlets  at 
homeland  t'  other  owl  is  only  a  bachelor." 

"Thou  art  an  impudent  thing  to  jest  at  us,"  said  Tarleton; 
"but  thy  wit  has  saved  thee;  rise." 

At  this  moment  two  other  watchmen  came  up. 

"  Gentlemen, "  said  the  tall  stranger  whom  we  had  rescued, 
"we  had  better  fly." 

Tarleton  cast  at  him  a  contemptuous  look,  and  placed  him- 
self in  a  posture  of  offence. 

"Hark  ye,"  said  I,  "let  us  effect  an  honourable  peace. 
Messieurs  the  watch,  be  it  lawful  for  you  to  carry  off  the 
slain,  and  for  us  to  claim  the  prisoners." 

But  our  new  foes  understood  not  a  jest,  and  advanced  upon 
us  with  a  ferocity  which  might  really  have  terminated  in  a 
serious  engagement,  had  not  the  tall  stranger  thrust  his  bulky 
form  in  front  of  the  approaching  battalion,  and  cried  out  with 
a  loud  voice,  "  Zounds,  my  good  fellows,  what 's  all  this  for  ? 
If  you  take  us  up  you  will  get  broken  heads  to-night,  and  a 
few  shillings  perhaps  to-morrow.  If  you  leave  us  alone,  you 
will  have  whole  heads,  and  a  guinea  between  you.  Now, 
what  say  you  ?  " 

Well  spoke  Phaedra  against  the  dangers  of  eloquence  (*oAol 
A/ai>  Xdyoi).  The  watchmen  looked  at  each  other.  "Why 
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really,  sir,"  said  one,  "what  you  say  alters  the  case  very 
much ;  and  if  Dick  here  is  not  much  hurt,  I  don't  know  what 
we  may  say  to  the  offer." 

So  saying,  they  raised  the  fallen  watchman,  who,  after 
three  or  four  grunts,  began  slowly  to  recover  himself. 

"  Are  you  dead,  Dick  ?  "  said  the  owl  with  seven  owlets. 

"I  think  I  am,"  answered  the  other,  groaning. 

"  Are  you  able  to  drink  a  pot  of  ale,  Dick  ?  "  cried  the  tall 
stranger. 

"I  think  I  am,"  reiterated  the  dead  man,  very  lack-a-daisi- 
cally.  And  this  answer  satisfying  his  comrades,  the  articles 
of  peace  were  subscribed  to. 

Now,  then,  the  tall  stranger  began  searching  his  pockets 
with  a  most  consequential  air. 

"Gad,  so!"  said  he  at  last;  "not  in  my  breeches  pocket! 
—  well,  it  must  be  in  my  waistcoat.  No.  Well,  't  is  a  strange 
thing  —  demme  it  is!  Gentlemen,  I  have  had  the  misfor- 
tune to  leave  my  purse  behind  me :  add  to  your  other  favours 
by  lending  me  wherewithal  to  satisfy  these  honest  men." 

And  Tarleton  lent  him  the  guinea.  The  watchmen  now  re- 
tired, and  we  were  left  alone  with  our  portly  ally. 

Placing  his  hand  to  his  heart  he  made  us  half-a-dozen 
profound  bows,  returned  us  thanks  for  our  assistance  in 
some  very  courtly  phrases,  and  requested  us  to  allow  him  to 
make  our  acquaintance.  We  exchanged  cards  and  departed 
on  our  several  ways. 

"  I  have  met  that  gentleman  before, "  said  Tarleton.  "  Let 
us  see  what  name  he  pretends  to.  'Fielding  —  Fielding;'  ah, 
by  the  Lord,  it  is  no  less  a  person !  It  is  the  great  Fielding 
himself." 

"Is  Mr.  Fielding,  then,  as  elevated  in  fame  as  in  stature?" 

"  What,  is  it  possible  that  you  have  not  yet  heard  of  Beau 
Fielding,  who  bared  his  bosom  at  the  theatre  in  order  to  at- 
tract the  admiring  compassion  of  the  female  part  of  the 
audience?" 

"What!"  I  cried,  "the  Duchess  of  Cleveland's  Fielding?" 

"  The  same ;  the  best-looking  fellow  of  his  day !  A  sketch 
of  his  history  is  in  the  '  Tatler, '  under  the  name  of  '  Orlando 
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the  Fair. '  He  is  terribly  fallen  as  to  fortune  since  the  day 
when  he  drove  about  in  a  car  like  a  sea-shell,  with  a  dozen 
tall  fellows,  in  the  Austrian  livery,  black  and  yellow,  run- 
ning before  and  behind  him.  You  know  he  claims  relation- 
ship to  the  house  of  Hapsburg.  As  for  the  present,  he  writes 
poems,  makes  love,  is  still  good-natured,  humorous,  and  odd; 
is  rather  unhappily  addicted  to  wine  and  borrowing,  and  rig- 
idly keeps  that  oath  of  the  Carthusians  which  never  suffers 
them  to  carry  any  money  about  them." 

"An  acquaintance  more  likely  to  yield  amusement  than 
profit." 

"  Exactly  so.  He  will  favour  you  with  a  visit  —  to-morrow, 
perhaps,  and  you  will  remember  his  propensities." 

"  Ah !  who  ever  forgets  a  warning  that  relates  to  his  purse ! '; 

"True!"  said  Tarleton,  sighing.  "Alas!  my  guinea,  thou 
and  I  have  parted  company  forever !  vale,  vale,  intuit  lolas  1 " 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE   BEAU   IN   HIS    DEN,    AND    A    PHILOSOPHER   DISCOVERED. 

MR.  FIELDING  having  twice  favoured  me  with  visits,  which 
found  me  from  home,  I  thought  it  right  to  pay  my  respects  to 
him ;  accordingly  one  morning  I  repaired  to  his  abode.  It 
was  situated  in  a  street  which  had  been  excessively  the  mode 
some  thirty  years  back ;  and  the  house  still  exhibited  a  stately 
and  somewhat  ostentatious  exterior.  I  observed  a  considera- 
ble cluster  of  infantine  ragamuffins  collected  round  the  door, 
and  no  sooner  did  the  portal  open  to  my  summons  than  they 
pressed  forward  in  a  manner  infinitely  more  zealous  than  re- 
spectful. A  servant  in  the  Austrian  livery,  with  a  broad  belt 
round  his  middle,  officiated  as  porter.  "  Look,  look !  "  cried 
one  of  the  youthful  gazers,  "  look  at  the  Beau's  keeper  !  "  This 
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imputation  on  his  own  respectability  and  that  of  his  master, 
the  domestic  seemed  by  no  means  to  relish;  for,  muttering 
some  maledictory  menace,  which  I  at  first  took  to  be  German, 
but  which  I  afterwards  found  to  be  Irish,  he  banged  the  door 
in  the  faces  of  the  intrusive  impertinents,  and  said,  in  an 
accent  which  suited  very  ill  with  his  Continental  attire,  — 

"  And  is  it  my  master  you  're  wanting,  Sir  ?  " 

"It  is." 

"And  you  would  be  after  seeing  him  immadiately  ?w 

"Rightly  conjectured,  my  sagacious  friend." 

"  Fait  then,  your  honour,  my  master  's  in  bed  with  a  terrible 
fit  of  the  megrims." 

"  Then  you  will  favour  me  by  giving  this  card  to  your  mas- 
ter, and  expressing  my  sorrow  at  his  indisposition." 

Upon  this  the  orange-coloured  lacquey,  very  quietly  read- 
ing the  address  on  the  card,  and  spelling  letter  by  letter  in 
an  audible  mutter,  rejoined, — 

"C  —  o  —  u  (cou)  n  —  t  (unt)  Count,  D  —  e  —  v.  Och,  by 
my  shoul,  and  it 's  Count  Devereux  after  all  I  'm  thinking  ?  " 

"You  think  with  equal  profundity  and  truth." 

"  You  may  well  say  that,  your  honour.  Stip  in  a  bit :  I  '11 
tell  my  master;  it  is  himself  that  will  see  you  in  a  twinkling! " 

"  But  you  forget  that  your  master  is  ill  ?  "  said  I. 

"  Sorrow  a  bit  for  the  matter  o'  that :  my  master  is  never 

111  to  a  jontleman." 

And  with  this  assurance  "the  Beau's  keeper"  ushered  me 
up  a  splendid  staircase  into  a  large,  dreary,  faded  apartment, 
and  left  me  to  amuse  myself  with  the  curiosities  within,  while 
he  went  to  perform  a  cure  upon  his  master's  "megrims."  The 
chamber,  suiting  with  the  house  and  the  owner,  looked  like  a 
place  in  the  other  world  set  apart  for  the  reception  of  the 
ghosts  of  departed  furniture.  The  hangings  were  wan  and 
colourless ;  the  chairs  and  sofas  were  most  spiritually  unsub- 
stantial; the  mirrors  reflected  all  things  in  a  sepulchral  sea- 
green;  even  a  huge  picture  of  Mr.  Fielding  himself,  placed 
over  the  chimney-piece,  seemed  like  the  apparition  of  a  por- 
trait, so  dim,  watery,  and  indistinct  had  it  been  rendered  by 
neglect  and  damp.  On  a  huge  tomb-like  table  in  the  middle 
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of  the  room,  lay  two  pencilled  profiles  of  Mr.  Fielding,  a 
pawnbroker's  ticket,  a  pair  of  ruffles,  a  very  little  muff,  an 
immense  broadsword,  a  Wycherley  comb,  a  jackboot,  and  an 
old  plumed  hat;  to  these  were  added  a  cracked  pomatum-pot 
containing  ink,  and  a  scrap  of  paper,  ornamented  with  sun- 
dry paintings  of  hearts  and  torches,  on  which  were  scrawled 
several  lines  in  a  hand  so  large  and  round  that  I  could  not 
avoid  seeing  the  first  verse,  though  I  turned  away  my  eyes  as 
quickly  as  possible;  that  verse,  to  the  best  of  my  memory, 
ran  thus:  "Say,  lovely  Lesbia,  when  thy  swain."  Upon  the 
ground  lay  a  box  of  patches,  a  periwig,  and  two  or  three  well- 
thumbed  books  of  songs.  Such  was  the  reception-room  of 
Beau  Fielding,  one  indifferently  well  calculated  to  exhibit 
the  propensities  of  a  man,  half  bully,  half  fribble;  a  poet,  a 
fop,  a  fighter,  a  beauty,  a  walking  museum  of  all  odd  hu- 
mours, and  a  living  shadow  of  a  past  renown.  "There  are 
changes  in  wit  as  in  fashion,"  said  Sir  William  Temple,  and 
he  proceeds  to  instance  a  nobleman  who  was  the  greatest 
wit  of  the  court  of  Charles  I.,  and  the  greatest  dullard  in 
that  of  Charles  II.1  But  Heavens!  how  awful  are  the  revolu- 
tions of  coxcombry!  what  a  change  from  Beau  Fielding  the 
Beauty,  to  Beau  Fielding  the  Oddity! 

After  I  had  remained  in  this  apartment  about  ten  minutes, 
the  great  man  made  his  appearance.  He  was  attired  in  a 
dressing-gown  of  the  most  gorgeous  material  and  colour,  but 
so  old  that  it  was  difficult  to  conceive  any  period  of  past  time 
•which  it  might  not  have  been  supposed  to  have  witnessed;  a 
little  velvet  cap,  with  a  tarnished  gold  tassel,  surmounted  his 
head,  and  his  nether  limbs  were  sheathed  in  a  pair  of  mili- 
tary boots.  In  person  he  still  retained  the  trace  of  that  ex- 
traordinary symmetry  he  had  once  possessed,  and  his  features 
were  yet  handsome,  though  the  complexion  had  grown  coarse 
and  florid,  and  the  expression  had  settled  into  a  broad,  hardy, 
farcical  mixture  of  effrontery,  humour,  and  conceit. 

But  how  different  his  costume  from  that  of  old!  Where 
was  the  long  wig  with  its  myriad  curls?  the  coat  stiff  with 
golden  lace?  the  diamond  buttons, —  "the  pomp,  pride,  and 
1  The  Earl  of  Norwich. 
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circumstance  of  glorious  war?"  the  glorious  war  Beau  Field- 
ing had  carried  on  throughout  the  female  world, — finding  in 
every  saloon  a  Blenheim,  in  every  play-house  a  Ramilies  ? 
Alas!  to  what  abyss  of  fate  will  not  the  love  of  notoriety 
bring  men !  to  what  but  the  lust  of  show  do  we  owe  the  mis- 
anthropy of  Timon,  or  the  ruin  of  Beau  Fielding! 

"  By  the  Lord !  "  cried  Mr.  Fielding,  approaching,  and  shak- 
ing me  familiarly  by  the  hand,  "  by  the  Lord,  I  am  delighted 
to  see  thee !  As  I  am  a  soldier,  I  thought  thou  wert  a  spirit, 
invisible  and  incorporeal;  and  as  long  as  I  was  in  that  belief 
I  trembled  for  thy  salvation,  for  I  knew  at  least  that  thou 
wert  not  a  spirit  of  Heaven,  since  thy  door  is  the  very  reverse 
of  the  doors  above,  which  we  are  assured  shall  be  opened  unto 
our  knocking.  But  thou  art  early,  Count;  like  the  ghost  in 
"Hamlet,"  thou  snuffest  the  morning  air.  Wilt  thou  not  keep 
out  the  rank  atmosphere  by  a  pint  of  wine  and  a  toast?" 

"  Many  thanks  to  you,  Mr.  Fielding ;  but  I  have  at  least  one 
property  of  a  ghost,  and  don't  drink  after  daybreak." 

"  Nay,  now,  't  is  a  bad  rule !  a  villanous  bad  rule,  fit  only 
for  ghosts  and  graybeards.  We  youngsters,  Count,  should 
have  a  more  generous  policy.  Come,  now,  where  didst  thou 
drink  last  night?  has  the  bottle  bequeathed  thee  a  qualm  or  a 
headache,  which  preaches  repentance  and  abstinence  this 
morning  ?  " 

"No,  but  I  visit  my  mistress  this  morning;  would  you  have 
me  smell  of  strong  potations,  and  seem  a  worshipper  of  the 
'  Glass  of  Fashion, '  rather  than  of  '  the  Mould  of  Form '  ?  Con- 
fess, Mr.  Fielding,  that  the  women  love  not  an  early  tippler, 
and  that  they  expect  sober  and  sweet  kisses  from  a  pair  'of 
youngsters '  like  us." 

"By  the  Lord,"  cried  Mr.  Fielding,  stroking  down  his 
comely  stomach,  "there  is  a  great  show  of  reason  in  thy  ex- 
cuses, but  only  the  show,  not  substance,  my  noble  Count. 
You  know  me,  you  know  my  experience  with  the  women :  I 
would  not  boast,  as  I 'ma  soldier;  but  'tis  something!  nine 
hundred  and  fifty  locks  of  hair  have  I  got  in  my  strong  box, 
under  padlock  and  key;  fifty  within  the  last  week, — true,  on 
my  soul,  —  so  that  I  may  pretend  to  know  a  little  of  the  dear 
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creatures;  well,  I  give  thee  my  honour,  Count,  that  they  like 
a  royster ;  they  love  a  fellow  who  can  carry  his  six  bottles 
under  a  silken  doublet;  there's  vigour  and  manhood  in  it; 
and,  then,  too,  what  a  power  of  toasts  can  a  six-bottle  man 
drink  to  his  mistress!  Oh,  'tis  your  only  chivalry  now,— 
your  modern  substitute  for  tilt  and  tournament;  true,  Count, 
as  I  am  a  soldier !  " 

"I  fear  my  Dulcinea  differs  from  the  herd,  then;  for  she 
quarrelled  with  me  for  supping  with  St.  John  three  nights 
ago,  and  —  " 

"St.  John,"  interrupted  Fielding,  cutting  me  off  in  the  be- 
ginning of  a  witticism,  "  St.  John,  famous  fellow,  is  he  not? 
By  the  Lord,  we  will  drink  to  his  administration,  you  in 
chocolate,  I  in  Madeira.  O'Carroll,  you  dog, —  O'Carroll  — 
rogue  —  rascal  —  ass  —  dolt !  " 

"  The  same,  your  honour, "  said  the  orange-coloured  lacquey, 
thrusting  in  his  lean  visage. 

"Ay,  the  same  indeed,  thou  anatomized  son  of  Saint  Patrick ; 
why  dost  thou  not  get  fat  ?  Thou  shamest  my  good  living,  and 
thy  belly  is  a  rascally  minister  to  thee,  devouring  all  things 
for  itself,  without  fattening  a  single  member  of  the  body  cor- 
porate. Look  at  me,  you  dog,  am  /thin?  Go  and  get  fat,  or 
I  will  discharge  thee:  by  the  Lord  I  will!  the  sun  shines 
through  thee  like  an  empty  wineglass." 

"  And  is  it  upon  your  honour's  lavings  you  would  have  me 
get  fat?"  rejoined  Mr.  O'Carroll,  with  an  air  of  deferential 
inquiry. 

"  Now,  as  I  live,  thou  art  the  impudentest  varlet ! "  cried 
Mr.  Fielding,  stamping  his  foot  on  the  floor,  with  an  angry 
frown. 

"And  is  it  for  talking  of  your  honour's  lavings?  an'  sure 
that's  nothing  at  all,  at  all,"  said  the  valet,  twirling  his 
thumbs  with  expostulating  innocence. 

"  Begone,  rascal ! "  said  Mr.  Fielding,  "  begone ;  go  to  the 
Salop,  and  bring  us  a  pint  of  Madeira,  a  toast,  and  a  dish  of 
chocolate." 

"Yes,  your  honour,  in  a  twinkling,"  said  the  valet,  dis- 
appearing. 
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"A  sorry  fellow,"  said  Mr.  Fielding,  "but  honest  and  faith- 
ful, and  loves  me  as  well  as  a  saint  loves  gold;  'tis  his  love 
makes  him  familiar." 

Here  the  door  was  again  opened,  and  the  sharp  face  of  Mr. 
0' Carroll  again  intruded. 

"  How  now,  sirrah !  "  exclaimed  his  master. 

Mr.  O'Carroll,  without  answering  by  voice,  gave  a  gro- 
tesque sort  of  signal  between  a  wink  and  a  beckon.  Mr. 
Fielding  rose  muttering  an  oath,  and  underwent  a  whisper. 
"By  the  Lord,"  cried  he,  seemingly  in  a  furious  passion, 
"  and  thou  hast  not  got  the  bill  cashed  yet,  though  I  told  thee 
twice  to  have  it  done  last  evening?  Have  I  not  my  debts  of 
honour  to  discharge,  and  did  I  not  give  the  last  guinea  I  had 
about  me  for  a  walking  cane  yesterday?  Go  down  to  the  city 
immediately,  sirrah,  and  bring  me  the  change." 

The  valet  again  whispered. 

"  Ah, "  resumed  Fielding,  "  ah  —  so  far,  you  say,  't  is  true ; 
't  is  a  great  way,  and  perhaps  the  Count  can't  wait  till  you 
return.  Prithee  (turning  to  me),  prithee  now,  is  it  not  vexa- 
tious,—  no  change  about  me,  and  my  fool  has  not  cashed  a 
trifling  bill  I  have,  for  a  thousand  or  so,  on  Messrs.  Child! 
and  the  cursed  Salop  puts  not  its  trust  even  in  princes ;  't  is 
its  way;  'Gad  now,  you  have  not  a  guinea  about  you?" 

What  could  I  say?  My  guinea  joined  Tarleton's,  in  a  visit 
to  that  bourne  whence  no  such  traveller  e'er  returned. 

Mr.  O'Carroll  now  vanished  in  earnest,  the  wine  and  the 
chocolate  soon  appeared.  Mr.  Fielding  brightened  up,  re- 
cited his  poetry,  blessed  his  good  fortune,  promised  to  call  on 
me  in  a  day  or  two ;  and  assured  me,  with  a  round  oath,  that 
the  next  time  he  had  the  honour  of  seeing  me,  he  would  treat 
me  with  another  pint  of  Madeira,  exactly  of  the  same  sort. 

I  remember  well  that  it  was  the  evening  of  the  same  day  in 
which  I  had  paid  this  visit  to  the  redoubted  Mr.  Fielding, 
that,  on  returning  from  a  drum  at  Lady  Hasselton's,  I  entered 
my  anteroom  with  so  silent  a  step,  that  I  did  not  arouse  even 
the  keen  senses  of  Monsieur  Desmarais.  He  was  seated  by 
the  fire,  with  his  head  supported  by  his  hands,  and  intently 
poring  over  a  huge  folio.  I  had  often  observed  that  he  pos- 
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sessed  a  literary  turn,  and  all  the  hours  in  which  he  was  un- 
employed by  me  he  was  wont  to  occupy  with  books.  I  felt 
now,  as  I  stood  still  and  contemplated  his  absorbed  attention 
in  the  contents  of  the  book  before  him,  a  strong  curiosity  to 
know  the  nature  of  his  studies;  and  so  little  did  my  taste 
second  the  routine  of  trifles  in  which  I  had  been  lately  en- 
gaged, that  in  looking  upon  the  earnest  features  of  the  man 
on  which  the  solitary  light  streamed  calm  and  full;  and  im- 
pressed with  the  deep  quiet  and  solitude  of  the  chamber,  to- 
gether with  the  undisturbed  sanctity  of  comfort  presiding 
over  the  small,  bright  hearth,  and  contrasting  what  I  saw 
with  the  brilliant  scene  —  brilliant  with  gaudy,  wearing, 
wearisome  frivolities  —  which  I  had  just  quitted,  a  sensation 
of  envy  at  the  enjoyments  of  my  dependant  entered  my  breast, 
accompanied  with  a  sentiment  resembling  humiliation  at  the 
nature  of  my  own  pursuits.  I  am  generally  thought  a  proud 
man ;  but  I  am  never  proud  to  my  inferiors ;  nor  can  I  imag- 
ine pride  where  there  is  no  competition.  I  approached  Des- 
marais,  and  said,  in  French, — 

"How  is  this?  why  did  you  not,  like  your  fellows,  take 
advantage  of  my  absence  to  pursue  your  own  amusements? 
They  must  be  dull  indeed  if  they  do  not  hold  out  to  you  more 
tempting  inducements  than  that  colossal  offspring  of  the 
press." 

"Pardon  me,  Sir,"  said  Desmarais,  very  respectfully,  and 
closing  the  book,  "  pardon  me,  I  was  not  aware  of  your  return. 
Will  Monsieur  doff  his  cloak?  " 

"No;  shut  the  door,  wheel  round  that  chair,  and  favour 
me  with  a  sight  of  your  book." 

"Monsieur  will  be  angry,  I  fear,"  said  the  valet  (obeying 
the  first  two  orders,  but  hesitating  about  the  third),  "with 
my  course  of  reading:  I  confess  it  is  not  very  compatible 
with  my  station." 

"Ah,  some  long  romance,  the  "  Clelia, "  I  suppose, —  nay, 
bring  it  hither;  that  is  to  say,  if  it  be  movable  by  the  strength 
of  a  single  man." 

Thus  urged,  Desmarais  modestly  brought  me  the  book. 
Judge  of  my  surprise  when  I  found  it  was  a  volume  of  Leib- 
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nitz,  a  philosopher  then  very  much  the  rage, — because  ono 
might  talk  of  him  very  safely,  without  having  read  him.1 
Despite  of  my  surprise,  I  could  not  help  smiling  when  my 
eye  turned  from  the  book  to  the  student.  It  is  impossible  to 
conceive  an  appearance  less  like  a  philosopher's  than  that  of 
Jean  Desinarais.  His  wig  was  of  a  nicety  that  would  not 
have  brooked  the  irregularity  of  a  single  hair ;  his  dress  was 
not  preposterous,  for  I  do  not  remember,  among  gentles  or 
valets,  a  more  really  exquisite  taste  than  that  of  Desmarais; 
but  it  evinced,  in  every  particular,  the  arts  of  the  toilet.  A 
perpetual  smile  sat  upon  his  lips, —  sometimes  it  deepened 
into  a  sneer,  but  that  was  the  only  change  it  ever  experienced ; 
an  irresistible  air  of  self-conceit  gave  piquancy  to  his  long, 
marked  features,  small  glittering  eye,  and  withered  cheeks, 
on  which  a  delicate  and  soft  bloom  excited  suspicion  of  arti- 
ficial embellishment.  A  very  fit  frame  of  body  this  for  a 
valet;  but  I  humbly  opine  a  very  unseemly  one  for  a  student 
of  Leibnitz. 

"  And  what, "  said  I,  after  a  short  pausej  "  is  your  opinion 
of  this  philosopher?  I  understand  that  he  has  just  written  a 
work 2  above  all  praise  and  comprehension." 

"  It  is  true,  Monsieur,  that  it  is  above  his  own  understand- 
ing. He  knows  not  what  sly  conclusions  may  be  drawn  from 
his  premises ;  but  I  beg  Monsieur's  pardon,  I  shall  be  tedious 
and  intrusive." 

"Not  a  whit!  speak  out,  and  at  length.  So  you  conceive 
that  Leibnitz  makes  ropes  which  others  will  make  into 
ladders?"- 

"Exactly  so,"  said  Desmarais;  "all  his  arguments  go  to 
swell  the  sails  of  the  great  philosophical  truth, —  'Necessity!  ' 
We  are  the  things  and  toys  of  Fate,  and  its  everlasting  chain 
compels  even  the  Power  that  creates  as  well  as  the  things 
created." 

"Ha!"  said  I,  who,  though  little  versed  at  that  time  in 
these  metaphysical  subtleties,  had  heard  St.  John  often  speak 

1  Which  is  possibly  the  reason  why  there  are  so  many  disciples  of  Kant  at 
the  present  moment.  —  ED. 

2  The  "  Theodicsea." 
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of  the  strange  doctrine  to  which   Desmarais  referred,  "you 
are,  then,  a  believer  in  the  fatalism  of  Spinoza?  " 

"No,  Monsieur,"  said  Desmarais,  with  a  complacent  smile, 
"my  system  is  my  own:  it  is  composed  of  the  thoughts  of 
others ;  but  my  thoughts  are  the  cords  which  bind  the  various 
sticks  into  a  fagot. " 

"Well,"  said  I,  smiling  at  the  man's  conceited  air,  "and 
what  is  your  main  dogma?  " 

"Our  utter  impotence." 

"Pleasing!     Mean  you  that  we  have  no  free  will?" 

"None." 

"  Why,  then,  you  take  away  the  very  existence  of  vice  and 
virtue;  and,  according  to  you,  we  sin  or  act  well,  not  from 
our  own  accord,  but  because  we  are  compelled  and  preor- 
dained to  it." 

Desmarais'  smile  withered  into  the  grim  sneer  with  which, 
as  I  have  said,  it  was  sometimes  varied. 

"Monsieur's  penetration  is  extreme;  but  shall  I  not  pre- 
pare his  nightly  draught  ?  " 

"  No ;  answer  me  at  length ;  and  tell  me  the  difference  be- 
tween good  and  ill,  if  we  are  compelled  by  Necessity  to 
either." 

Desmarais  hemmed,  and  began.  Despite  of  his  caution, 
the  coxcomb  loved  to  hear  himself  talk,  and  he  talked,  there- 
fore, to  the  following  purpose :  — 

"Liberty  is  a  thing  impossible!  Can  you  will  a  single  ac- 
tion, however  simple,  independent  of  your  organization, —  in- 
dependent of  the  organization  of  others, —  independent  of  the 
order  of  things  past, —  independent  of  the  order  of  things  to 
come?  You  cannot.  But  if  not  independent,  you  are  depend- 
ent; if  dependent,  where  is  your  liberty?  where  your  freedom 
of  will?  Education  disposes  our  characters:  can  you  control 
your  own  education,  begun  at  the  hour  of  birth?  You  cannot. 
Our  character,  joined  to  the  conduct  of  others,  disposes  of  our 
happiness,  our  sorrow,  our  crime,  our  Virtue.  Can  you  control 
your  character?  We  have  already  seen  that  you  cannot.  Can 
you  control  the  conduct  of  others, —  others  perhaps  whom  you 
have  never  seen,  but  who  may  ruin  you  at  a  word;  a  despot, 
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for  instance,  or  a  warrior?  You  cannot.  What  remains?  that  if 
we  cannot  choose  our  characters,  nor  our  fates,  we  cannot  be  ac- 
countable for  either.  If  you  are  a  good  man,  you  are  a  lucky 
man ;  but  you  are  not  to  be  praised  for  what  you  could  not  help. 
If  you  are  a  bad  man,  you  are  an  unfortunate  one ;  but  you 
are  not  to  be  execrated  for  what  you  could  not  prevent."  * 

"  Then,  most  wise  Desmarais,  if  you  steal  this  diamond  loop 
from  my  hat,  you  are  only  an  unlucky  man,  not  a  guilty  one, 
and  worthy  of  my  sympathy,  not  anger?" 

"Exactly  so;  but  you  must  hang  me  for  it.  You  cannot 
control  events,  but  you  can  modify  man.  Education,  law, 
adversity,  prosperity,  correction,  praise,  modify  him, — with- 
out his  choice,  and  sometimes  without  his  perception.  But 
once  acknowledge  Necessity,  and  evil  passions  cease;  you 
may  punish,  you  may  destroy  others,  if  for  the  safety  and 
good  of  the  commonwealth;  but  motives  for  doing  so  cease  to 
be  private :  you  can  have  no  personal  hatred  to  men  for  com- 
mitting actions  which  they  were  irresistibly  compelled  to 
commit." 

I  felt  that,  however  I  might  listen  to  and  dislike  these  sen- 
timents, it  would  not  do  for  the  master  to  argue  with  the  do- 
mestic, especially  when  there  was  a  chanca  that  he  might 
have  the  worst  of  it.  And  so  I  was  suddenly  seized  with  a  fit 
of  sleepiness,  which  broke  off  our  conversation.  Meanwhile 
I  inly  resolved,  in  my  own  mind,  to  take  the  first  opportu- 
nity of  discharging  a  valet  who  saw  no  difference  between 
good  and  evil,  but  that  of  luck;  and  who,  by  the  irresistible 
compulsion  of  Necessity,  might  some  day  or  other  have  the 
involuntary  misfortune  to  cut  the  throat  of  his  master ! 

I  did  not,  however,  carry  this  unphilosophical  resolution 
into  effect.  Indeed,  the  rogue,  doubting  perhaps  the  nature 
of  the  impression  he  had  made  on  me,  redoubled  so  zealously 
his  efforts  to  please  me  in  the  science  of  his  profession  that  I 
could  not  determine  upon  relinquishing  such  a  treasure  for  a 
speculative  opinion,  and  I  was  too  much  accustomed  to  laugh 
at  my  Sosia  to  believe  there  could  be  any  reason  to  fear  him. 

1  Whatever  pretensions  Monsieur  Desmarais  may  have  had  to  originality, 
this  tissue  of  opinions  is  as  old  as  philosophy  itself.  — ED. 
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CHAPTEE  VI. 

A.   UNIVERSAL   GENIUS. PERICLES    TURNED    BARBER. NAMES 

OF   BEAUTIES   IN   171-. THE   TOASTS   OF   THE   KIT-CAT  CLUB. 

As  I  was  riding  with  Tarleton  towards  Chelsea,  one  day, 
he  asked  me  if  I  had  ever  seen  the  celebrated  Mr.  Salter. 
"  No, "  said  I,  "  but  I  heard  Steele  talk  of  him  the  other  night 
at  Wills's.  He  is  an  antiquarian  and  a  barber,  is  he  not?  " 

"Yes,  a  shaving  virtuoso}  really  a  comical  and  strange 
character,  and  has  oddities  enough  to  compensate  one  for  the 
debasement  of  talking  with  a  man  in  his  rank." 

"Let  us  go  to  him  forthwith,"  said  I,  spurring  my  horse 
into  a  canter. 

"  Quod petis  hie  est,"  cried  Tarleton,  "there  is  his  house." 
And  my  companion  pointed  to  a  coffee-house. 

"What!  "  said  I,  "does  he  draw  wine  as  well  as  teeth?" 

"To  be  sure:  Don  Saltero  is  a  universal  genius.  Let  us 
dismount." 

Consigning  our  horses  to  the  care  of  our  grooms,  we  marched 
into  the  strangest-looking  place  I  ever  had  the  good  fortune 
to  behold.  A  long  narrow  coffee-room  was  furnished  with  all 
manner  of  things  that,  belonging  neither  to  heaven,  earth, 
nor  the  water  under  the  earth,  the  redoubted  Saltero  might 
well  worship  without  incurring  the  crime  of  idolatry.  The 
first  thing  that  greeted  my  eyes  was  a  bull's  head,  with  a 
most  ferocious  pair  of  vulture's  wings  on  its  neck.  While  I 
was  surveying  this,  I  felt  something  touch  my  hat;  I  looked 
up  and  discovered  an  immense  alligator  swinging  from  the 
ceiling,  and  fixing  a  monstrous  pair  of  glass  eyes  upon  me. 
A  thing  which  seemed  to  me  like  an  immense  shoe,  upon  a 
nearer  approach  expanded  itself  into  an  Indian  canoe ;  and  a 
most  hideous  spectre  with  mummy  skin,  and  glittering  teeth, 
that  made  my  blood  run  cold,  was  labelled,  "Beautiful  speci- 
men of  a  Calmuc  Tartar." 
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While  lost  in  wonder,  I  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  apart- 
ment, up  walks  a  little  man  as  lean  as  a  miser,  and  says  to 
me,  rubbing  his  hands, — 

"Wonderful,  Sir,  is  it  not?" 

"  Wonderful,  indeed,  Don !  "  said  Tarleton ;  "  you  look  like 
a  Chinese  Adam  surrounded  by  a  Japanese  creation." 

"He,  he,  he,  Sir,  you  have  so  pleasant  a  vein,"  said  the 
little  Don,  in  a  sharp  shrill  voice.  "But  it  has  been  all 
done,  Sir,  by  one  man;  all  of  it  collected  by  me,  simple  as  I 
stand." 

"Simple,  indeed,"  quoth  Tarleton  j  "and  how  gets  on  the 
fiddle?" 

"Bravely,  Sir,  bravely;  shall  I  play  you  a  tune?" 

"No,  no,  my  good  Don;  another  time." 

"Nay,  Sir,  nay,"  cried  the  antiquarian,  "suffer  me.  to  wel- 
come your  arrival  properly." 

And,  forthwith  disappearing,  he  returned  in  an  instant 
with  a  marvellously  ill-favoured  old  fiddle.  Throwing  a  pen- 
seroso  air  into  his  thin  cheeks,  our  Don  then  began  a  few  pre- 
liminary thrummings,  which  set  my  teeth  on  edge,  and  made 
Tarleton  put  both  hands  to  his  ears.  Three  sober-looking 
citizens,  who  had  just  sat  themselves  down  to  pipes  and  the 
journal,  started  to  their  feet  like  so  many  pieces  of  clockwork; 
but  no  sooner  had  Don  Saltero,  with  a  degage  air  of  graceful 
melancholy,  actually  launched  into  what  he  was  pleased  to 
term  a  tune,  than  a  universal  irritation  of  nerves  seized  the 
whole  company.  At  the  first  overture,  the  three  citizens 
swore  and  cursed,  at  the  second  division  of  the  tune,  they 
seized  their  hats,  at  the  third  they  vanished.  As  for  me,  I 
found  all  my  limbs  twitching  as  if  they  were  dancing  to  St. 
Vitus's  music;  the  very  drawers  disappeared;  the  alligator 
itself  twirled  round,  as  if  revivified  by  so  harsh  an  experi- 
ment on  the  nervous  system;  and  I  verily  believe  the  whole 
museum,  bull,  wings,  Indian  canoe,  and  Calmuc  Tartar,  would 
have  been  set  into  motion  by  this  new  Orpheus,  had  not  Tarle- 
ton, in  a  paroxysm  of  rage,  seized  him  by  the  tail  of  the  coat, 
and  whirled  him  round,  fiddle  and  all,  with  such  velocity 
that  the  poor  musician  lost  his  equilibrium,  and  falling 
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against  a  row  of  Chinese  monsters,  brought  the  -whole  set  to 
the  ground,  where  he  lay  covered  by  the  wrecks  that  accom- 
panied his  overthrow,  screaming  and  struggling,  and  grasping 
his  fiddle,  which  every  now  and  then,  touched  involuntarily 
by  his  fingers,  uttered  a  dismal  squeak,  as  if  sympathizing  in 
the  disaster  it  had  caused,  until  the  drawer  ran  in,  and,  rais- 
ing the  unhappy  antiquarian,  placed  him  on  a  great  chair. 

"0  Lord!"  groaned  Don  Saltero,  "0  Lord!  my  monsters 
—  my  monsters  —  the  pagoda  —  the  mandarin,  and  the  idol  — 
Where  are  they?  —  broken  —  ruined  —  annihilated !  " 

"No,  Sir;  all  safe,  Sir,"  said  Ihe  drawer,  a  smart,  small, 
smug,  pert  man;  "put  'em  down  in  the  bill,  nevertheless,  Sir. 
Is  it  Alderman  Atkins,  Sir,  or  Mr.  Higgins?" 

"Pooh,"  said  Tarleton,  "bring  me  some  lemonade;  send 
the  pagoda  to  the  bricklayer,  the  mandarin  to  the  surgeon, 
and  the  idol  to  the  Papist  over  the  way !  There  's  a  guinea 
to  pay  for  their  carriage.  How  are  you,  Don?" 

"Oh,  Mr.  Tarleton,  Mr.  Tarleton!  how  could  you  be  so 
cruel?" 

"  The  nature  of  things  demanded  it,  my  good  Don.  Did  I 
not  call  you  a  Chinese  Adam?  and  how  could  you  bear  that 
name  without  undergoing  the  fall?" 

"Oh,  Sir,  this  is  no  jesting  matter, — broke  the  railing  of 
my  pagoda,  bruised  my  arm,  cracked  my  fiddle,  and  cut  me 
off  in  the  middle  of  that  beautiful  air!  —  no  jesting  matter." 

"  Come,  Mr.  Salter, "  said  I,  "  't  is  very  true !  but  cheer  up. 
''  The  gods, '  says  Seneca,  '  look  with  pleasure  on  a  great  man 
falling  with  the  statesmen,  the  temples,  and  the  divinities  of 
his  country; '  all  of  which,  mandarin,  pagoda,  and  idol,  ac- 
companied your  fall.  Let  us  have  a  bottle  of  your  best  wine, 
and  the  honour  of  your  company  to  drink  it." 

"  No,  Count,  no, "  said  Tarleton,  haughtily ;  "  we  can  drink  not 
with  the  Don ;  but  we  '11  have  the  wine,  and  he  shall  drink  it. 
Meanwhile,  Don,  tell  us  what  possible  combination  of  circum- 
stances made  thee  fiddler,  barber,  anatomist,  and  virtuoso !  " 

Don  Saltero  loved  fiddling  better  than  anything  in  the  world, 
but  next  to  fiddling  he  loved  talking.  So  being  satisfied  that 
he  should  be  reimbursed  for  his  pagoda,  and  fortifying  him- 
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self  with  a  glass  or  two  of  his  own  wine,  he  yielded  to  Tarle- 
ton's  desire,  and  told  us  his  history.  I  believe  it  was  very 
entertaining  to  the  good  barber,  but  Tarleton  and  I  saw  noth- 
ing extraordinary  in  it;  and  long  before  it  was  over,  we 
wished  him  an  excellent  good  day,  and  a  new  race  of  Chinese 
monsters. 

That  evening  we  were  engaged  at  the  Kit-Cat  Club,  for 
though  I  was  opposed  to  the  politics  of  its  members,  they  ad- 
mitted me  on  account  of  my  literary  pretensions.  Halifax 
was  there,  and  I  commended  the  poet  to  his  protection.  We 
were  very  gay,  and  Halifax  favoured  us  with  three  new  toasts 
by  himself.  0  Venus !  what  beauties  we  made,  and  what  char- 
acters we  murdered !  Never  was  there  so  important  a  synod 
to  the  female  world  as  the  gods  of  the  Kit-Cat  Club.  Alas ! 
I  am  writing  for  the  children  of  an  after  age,  to  whom  the 
very  names  of  those  who  made  the'  blood  of  their  ancestors 
leap  within  their  veins  will  be  unknown.  What  cheek  will 
colour  at  the  name  of  Carlisle?  What  hand  will  tremble  as 
it  touches  the  paper  inscribed  by  that  of  Brudenel?  The 
graceful  Godolphin,  the  sparkling  enchantment  of  Harper, 
the  divine  voice  of  Claverine,  the  gentle  and  bashful  Bridge- 
water,  the  damask  cheek  and  ruby  lips  of  the  Hebe  Manches- 
ter,—  what  will  these  be  to  the  race  for  whom  alone  these 
pages  are  penned?  This  history  is  a  union  of  strange  con- 
trasts! like  the  tree  of  the  Sun,  described  by  Marco  Polo, 
which  was  green  when  approached  on  one  side,  but  white 
when  perceived  on  the  other :  to  me  it  is  clothed  in  the  ver- 
dure and  spring  of  the  existing  time ;  to  the  reader  it  conies 
corered  with  the  hoariness  and  wanness  of  the  Past ! 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

A  DIALOGUE  OF  SENTIMENT  SUCCEEDED  BY  THE  SKETCH  OF  A 
CHARACTER,  IN  WHOSE  EYES  SENTIMENT  WAS  TO  WISE  MEN 
WHAT  RELIGION  IS  TO  FOOLS J  NAMELY,  A  SUBJECT  OF 
RIDICULE. 

ST.  JOHN  was  'now  in  power,  and  in  the  full  flush  of  his 
many  ambitious  and  restless  schemes.  I  saw  as  much  of  him 
as  the  high  rank  he  held  in  the  state,  and  the  consequent  busi- 
ness with  which  he  was  oppressed,  would  suffer  me, —  me, 
who  was  prevented  by  religion  from  actively  embracing  any  po- 
litical party,  and  who,  therefore,  though  inclined  to  Toryism, 
associated  pretty  equally  with  all.  St.  John  and  myself  formed 
a  great  friendship  for  each  other,  a  friendship  which  no  after 
change  or  chance  could  efface,  but  which  exists,  strengthened 
and  mellowed  by  time,  at  the  very  hour  in  which  I  write. 

One  evening  he  sent  to  tell  me  he  should  be  alone,  if  1 
would  sup  with  him;  accordingly  I  repaired  to  his  house. 
He  was  walking  up  and  down  the  room  with  uneven  and  rapid 
steps,  and  his  countenance  was  flushed  with  an  expression  of 
joy  and  triumph,  very  rare  to  the  thoughtful  and  earnest  calm 
which  it  usually  wore.  "Congratulate  me,  Devereux,"  said 
he,  seizing  me  eagerly  by  the  hand,  "congratulate  me!  " 

"For  what?" 

"  Ay,  true :  you  are  not  yet  a  politician ;  you  cannot  yet  tell 
how  dear  —  how  inexpressibly  dear  to  a  politician  —  is  a  mo- 
mentary and  petty  victory,  —  but  —  if  I  were  Prime  Minister 
of  this  country,  what  would  you  say?  " 

"  That  you  could  bear  the  duty  better  than  any  man  living ; 
but  remember  Harley  is  in  the  way." 

"Ah,  there's  the  rub,"  said  St.  John,  slowly,  and  the  ex- 
pression of  his  face  again  changed  from  triumph  to  thought - 
fulness ;  "  but  this  is  a  subject  not  to  your  taste :  let  us  choose 
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another."  And  flinging  himself  into  a  chair,  this  singular 
man,  who  prided  himself  on  suiting  his  conversation  to  every 
one,  began  conversing  with  me  upon  the  lighter  topics  of  the 
day;  these  we  soon  exhausted,  and  at  last  we  settled  upon 
that  of  love  and  women. 

"I  own,"  said  I,  "that,  in  this  respect,  pleasure  has  disap- 
pointed as  well  as  wearied  me.  I  have  longed  for  some  better 
object  of  worship  than  the  trifler  of  fashion,  or  the  yet  more 
ignoble  minion  of  the  senses.  I  ask  a  vent  for  enthusiasm, 
for  devotion,  for  romance,  for  a  thousand  subtle  and  secret 
streams  of  unuttered  and  unutterable  feeling.  I  often  think 
that  I  bear  within  me  the  desire  and  the  sentiment  of  poetry, 
though  I  enjoy  not  its  faculty  of  expression;  and  that  that 
desire  and  that  sentiment,  denied  legitimate  egress,  centre 
and  shrink  into  one  absorbing  passion, —  which  is  the  want 
of  love.  Where  am  I  to  satisfy  this  want?  I  look  round 
these  great  circles  of  gayety  which  we  term  the  world;  I 
send  forth  my  heart  as  a  wanderer  over  their  regions  and  re- 
•esses,  and  it  returns,  sated  and  palled  and  languid,  to  myself 
again." 

"  You  express  a  common  want  in  every  less  worldly  or  more 
morbid  nature, "  said  St.  John ;  "  a  want  which  I  myself  have 
experienced,  and  if  I  had  never  felt  it,  I  should  never,  per- 
haps, have  turned  to  ambition  to  console  or  to  engross  me. 
But  do  not  natter  yourself  that  the  want  will  ever  be  fulfilled. 
Nature  places  us  alone  in  this  hospitable  world,  and  no  heart 
is  cast  in  a  similar  mould  to  that  which  we  bear  within  us. 
We  pine  for  sympathy;  we  make  to  ourselves  a  creation  of 
ideal  beauties,  in  which  we  expect  to  find  it :  but  the  creation 
has  no  reality;  it  is  the  mind's  phantasma  which  the  mind 
adores ;  and  it  is  because  the  phantasma  can  have  no  actual 
being  that  the  mind  despairs.  Throughout  life,  from  the 
cradle  to  the  grave,  it  is  no  real  living  thing  which  we  de- 
mand ;  it  is  the  realization  of  the  idea  we  have  formed  within 
us,  and  which,  as  we  are  not  gods,  we  can  never  call  into  ex- 
istence. We  are  enamoured  of  the  statue  ourselves  have 
graven;  but,  unlike  the  statue  of  the  Cyprian,  it  kindles  not 
to  our  homage  nor  melts  to  our  embraces." 
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"  I  believe  you, "  said  I ;  "  but  it  is  hard  to  undeceive  our- 
selves. The  heart  is  the  most  credulous  of  all  fanatics,  and 
its  ruling  passion  the  most  enduring  of  all  superstitions. 
Oh !  what  can  tear  from  us,  to  the  last,  the  hope,  the  desire, 
the  yearning  for  some  bosom  which,  while  it  mirrors  our  own, 
parts  not  with  the  reflection !  I  have  read  that,  in  the  very 
hour  and  instant  of  our  birth,  one  exactly  similar  to  ourselves, 
in  spirit  and  form,  is  born  also,  and  that  a  secret  and  unintel- 
ligible sympathy  preserves  that  likeness,  even  through  the 
vicissitudes  of  fortune  and  circumstance,  until,  in  the  same 
point  of  time,  the  two  beings  are  resolved  once  more  into  the 
elements  of  earth :  confess  that  there  is  something  welcome, 
though  unfounded  in  the  fancy,  and  that  there  are  few  of  the 
substances  of  worldly  honour  which  one  would  not  renounce, 
to  possess,  in  the  closest  and  fondest  of  all  relations,  this 
shadow  of  ourselves !  " 

"  Alas ! "  said  St.  John,  "  the  possession,  like  all  earthly 
blessings,  carries  within  it  its  own  principle  of  corruption. 
The  deadliest  foe  to  love  is  not  change  nor  misfortune  nor 
jealousy  nor  wrath,  nor  anything  that  flows  from  passion  or 
emanates  from  fortune;  the  deadliest  foe  to  it  is  custom! 
With  custom  die  away  the  delusions  and  the  mysteries  which 
encircle  it;  leaf  after  leaf,  in  the  green  poetry  on  which  its 
beauty  depends,  droops  and  withers,  till  nothing  but  the  bare 
and  rude  trunk  is  left.  With  all  passion  the  soul  demands 
something  unexpressed,  some  vague  recess  to  explore  or  to 
marvel  upon, —  some  veil  upon  the  mental  as  well  as  the  cor- 
poreal deity.  Custom  leaves  nothing  to  romance,  and  often 
but  little  to  respect.  The  whole  character  is  bared  before  us 
like  a  plain,  and  the  heart's  eye  grows  wearied  with  the 
sameness  of  the  survey.  And  to  weariness  succeeds  distaste, 
and  to  distaste  one  of  the  myriad  shapes  of  the  Proteus  Aver- 
sion; so  that  the  passion  we  would  make  the  rarest  of  treas- 
ures fritters  down  to  a  very  instance  of  the  commonest  of 
proverbs, —  and  out  of  familiarity  cometh  indeed  contempt!  " 

"And  are  we,  then,"  said  I,  "forever  to  forego  the  most 
delicious  of  our  dreams?  Are  we  to  consider  love  as  an  entire 
delusion,  and  to  reconcile  ourselves  to  an  eternal  solitude  of 
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heart?  What,  then,  shall  fill  the  eryiiig  and  unappeasable 
void  of  our  souls?  What  shall  become  of  those  mighty  sources 
of  tenderness  which,  refused  all  channel  in  the  rocky  soil  of 
the  world,  must  have  an  outlet  elsewhere  or  stagnate  into 
torpor?" 

"  Our  passions, "  said  St.  John,  "  are  restless,  and  will  make 
each  experiment  in  their  power,  though  vanity  be  the  result 
of  all.  Disappointed  in  love,  they  yearn  towards  ambition; 
and  the  object  of  ambition,  unlike  that  of  love,  never  being 
wholly  possessed,  ambition  is  the  more  durable  passion  of  the 
two.  But  sooner  or  later  even  that  and  all  passions  are  sated 
at  last;  and  when  wearied  of  too  wide  a  flight  we  limit  our 
excursions,  and  looking  round  us  discover  the  narrow  bounds 
of  our  proper  end,  we  grow  satisfied  with  the  loss  of  rapture 
if  we  can  partake  of  enjoyment;  and  the  experience  which 
seemed  at  first  so  bitterly  to  betray  us  becomes  our  most  real 
benefactor,  and  ultimately  leads  us  to  content.  For  it  is  the 
excess  and  not  the  nature  of  our  passions  which  is  perishable. 
Like  the  trees  which  grew  by  the  tomb  of  Protesilaus,  the 
passions  flourish  till  they  reach  a  certain  height,  but  no  sooner 
is  that  height  attained  than  they  wither  away." 

Before  I  could  reply,  our  conversation  received  an  abrupt 
and  complete  interruption  for  the  night.  The  door  was 
thrown  open,  and  a  man,  pushing  aside  the  servant  with  a 
rude  and  yet  a  dignified  air,  entered  the  room  unannounced, 
and  with  the  most  perfect  disregard  to  ceremony  — 

"How  d'ye  do,  Mr.  St.  John,"  said  he,— "how  d'ye  do? 
—  Pretty  sort  of  a  day  we  've  had.  Lucky  to  find  you  at 
home,  —  that  is  to  say  if  you  will  give  me  some  broiled  oys- 
ters and  champagne  for  supper." 

"With  all  my  heart,  Doctor,"  said  St.  John,  changing  his 
manner  at  once  from  the  pensive  to  an  easy  and  somewhat 
brusque  familiarity, —  "with  all  my  heart;  but  I  am  glad  to 
hear  you  are  a  convert  to  champagne:  you  spent  a  whole 
evening  last  week  in  endeavouring  to  dissuade  me  from  the 
sparkling  sin." 

"Pish!  I  had  suffered  ,the  day  before  from  it;  so,  like  a 
true  Old  Bailey  penitent,  I  preached  up  conversion  to  others, 
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not  from  a  desire  of  their  welfare,  but  a  plaguy  sore  feeling 
for  my  own  misfortune.  Where  did  you  dine  to-day?  At 
home !  Oh !  the  devil !  I  starved  on  three  courses  at  the  Duke 
of  Ormond's." 

"Aha!     Honest  Matt  was  there?" 

"Yes,  to  my  cost.  He  borrowed  a  shilling  of  me  for  a 
chair.  Hang  this  weather,  it  costs  me  seven  shillings  a  day 
for  coach-fare,  besides  my  paying  the  fares  of  all  my  poor 
brother  parsons,  who  come  over  from  Ireland  to  solicit  my 
patronage  for  a  bishopric,  and  end  by  borrowing  half-a-crown 
in  the  meanwhile.  But  Matt  Prior  will  pay  me  again,  I 
suppose,  out  of  the  public  money?" 

"To  be  sure,  if  Chloe  does  not  ruin  him  first." 

"  Hang  the  slut :  don't  talk  of  her.  How  Prior  rails  against 
his  place !  *  He  says  the  excise  spoils  his  wit,  and  that  the 
only  rhymes  he  ever  dreams  of  now-a-days  are  'docket  and 
cocket. '  " 

"Ha,  ha!  we  must  do  something  better  for  Matt, — make 
him  a  bishop  or  an  ambassador.  But  pardon  me,  Count,  I 
have  not  yet  made  known  to  you  the  most  courted,  authorita- 
tive, impertinent,  clever,  independent,  haughty,  delightful, 
troublesome  parson  of  the  age:  do  homage  to  Dr.  Swift. 
Doctor,  be  merciful  to  my  particular  friend,  Count  Devereux." 
Drawing  himself  up,  with  a  manner  which  contrasted  his 
previous  one  strongly  enough,  Dr.  Swift  saluted  me  with  a 
dignity  which  might  even  be  called  polished,  and  which  cer- 
tainly showed  that  however  he  might  prefer,  as  his  usual  de- 
meanour, an  air  of  negligence  and  semi-rudeness,  he  had 
profited  sufficiently  by  his  acquaintance  with  the  great  to 
equal  them  in  the  external  graces,  supposed  to  be  peculiar  to 
their  order,  whenever  it  suited  his  inclination.  In  person 
Swift  is  much  above  the  middle  height,  strongly  built,  and 
with  a  remarkably  fine  outline  of  throat  and  chest ;  his  front 
face  is  certainly  displeasing,  though  far  from  uncomely;  but 
the  clear  chiselling  of  the  nose,  the  curved  upper  lip,  the  full, 
round  Eoman  chin,  the  hanging  brow,  and  the  resolute  deci- 
sion, stamped  upon  the  whole  expression  of  the  large  fore- 
1  In  the  Customs. 
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head,  and  the  clear  blue  eye,  make  his  profile  one  of  the  most 
striking  I  ever  saw.  He  honoured  me,  to  my  great  surprise, 
with  a  fine  speech  and  a  compliment;  and  then,  with  a  look, 
which  menaced  to  St.  John  the  retort  that  ensued,  he  added: 
"And  I  shall  always  be  glad  to  think  that  I  owe  your  ac- 
quaintance to  Mr.  Secretary  St.  John,  who,  if  he  talked  less 
about  operas  and  singers, — thought  less  about  Alcibiades  and 
Pericles, —  if  he  never  complained  of  the  load  of  business  not 
being  suited  to  his  temper,  at  the  very  moment  he  had  been 
working,  like  Gumdragon,  to  get  the  said  load  upon  his 
shoulders ;  and  if  he  persuaded  one  of  his  sincerity  being  as 
great  as  his  genius, — would  appear  to  all  time  as  adorned 
with  the  choicest  gifts  that  Heaven  has  yet  thought  fit  to  be- 
stow on  the  children  of  men.  Prithee  now,  Mr.  Sec.,  when 
shall  we  have  the  oysters?  Will  you  be  merry  to-night, 
Count?" 

"Certainly;  if  one  may  find  absolution  for  the  champagne." 

"  I  '11  absolve  you,  with  a  vengeance,  on  condition  that 
you  '11  walk  home  with  me,  and  protect  the  poor  parson  from 
the  Mohawks.  Faith,  they  ran  young  Davenant's  chair 
through  with  a  sword,  t'  other  night.  I  hear  they  have  sworn 
to  make  daylight  through  my  Tory  cassock, —  all  Whigs  you 
know,  Count  Devereux,  nasty,  dangerous  animals,  how  I  hate 
them !  they  cost  me  five-and-sixpence  a  week  in  chairs  to  avoid 
them." 

"  Never  mind,  Doctor,  I  '11  send  my  servants  home  with 
you,"  said  St.  John. 

"  Ay,  a  nice  way  of  mending  the  matter  —  that 's  curing  the 
itch  by  scratching  the  skin  off.  I  could  not  give  your  tall 
fellows  less  than  a  crown  a-piece,  and  I  could  buy  off  the 
bloodiest  Mohawk  in  the  kingdom,  if  he  's  a  Whig,  for  half 
that  sum.  But,  thank  Heaven,  the  supper  is  ready." 

And  to  supper  we  went.  The  oysters  and  champagne  seemed 
to  exhilarate,  if  it  did  not  refine,  the  Doctor's  wit.  St.  John 
was  unusually  brilliant.  I  myself  caught  the  infection  of 
their  humour,  and  contributed  my  quota  to  the  common  stock 
of  jest  and  repartee;  and  that  evening,  spent  with  the  two 
most  extraordinary  men  of  the  age,  had  in  it  more  of  broad 
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and  familiar  mirth  than  any  I  have  ever  wasted  in  the  com- 
pany of  the  youngest  and  noisiest  disciples  of  the  bowl  and 
its  concomitants.  Even  amidst  all  the  coarse  ore  of  Swift's 
conversation,  the  diamond  perpetually  broke  out;  his  vulgar- 
ity was  never  that  of  a  vulgar  mind.  Pity  that,  while  he 
condemned  St.  John's  over  affectation  of  the  grace  of  life,  he 
never  perceived  that  his  own  affectation  of  coarseness  and 
brutality  was  to  the  full  as  unworthy  of  the  simplicity  of  in- 
tellect; *  and  that  the  aversion  to  cant,  which  was  the  strong- 
est characteristic  of  his  mind,  led  him  into  the  very  faults  he 
despised,  only  through  a  more  displeasing  and  offensive  road. 
That  same  aversion  to  cant  is,  by  the  way,  the  greatest  and 
most  prevalent  enemy  to  the  reputation  of  high  and  of  strong 
minds ;  and  in  judging  Swift's  character  in  especial,  we  should 
always  bear  it  in  recollection.  This  aversion  —  the  very  an- 
tipodes to  hypocrisy  —  leads  men  not  only  to  disclaim  the 
virtues  they  have,  but  to  pretend  to  the  vices  they  have  not. 
Foolish  trick  of  disguised  vanity!  the  world,  alas,  readily 

1  It  has  been  said  that  Swift  was  only  coarse  in  his  later  years,  and,  with 
a  curious  ignorance  both  of  fact  and  of  character,  that  Pope  was  the  cause  of 
the  Dean's  grossness  of  taste.  There  is  no  doubt  that  he  grew  coarser  with 
age ;  but  there  is  also  no  doubt  that,  graceful  aud  dignified  as  that  great 
genius  could  be  when  he  pleased,  he  affected  at  a  period  earlier  than  the  one 
in  which  he  is  now  introduced,  to  be  coarse  both  in  speech  and  manner.  I 
seize  upon  this  opportunity,  mal  a  propos  as  it  is,  to  observe  that  Swift's  pre- 
ference of  Harley  to  St.  John  is  by  no  means  so  certain  as  writers  have  been 
pleased  generally  to  assert.  Warton  has  already  noted  a  passage  in  one  of 
Swift's  letters  to  Bolingbroke,  to  which  I  will  beg  to  call  the  reader's 
attention. 

"  It  is  you  were  my  hero,  but  the  other  (Lord  Oxford)  never  was ;  yet  if  he 
were,  it  was  your  own  fault,  who  taught  me  to  love  him,  and  often  vindicated 
him,  in  the  beginning  of  your  ministry,  from  my  accusations.  But  I  granted 
he  had  the  greatest  inequalities  of  any  man  alive ;  and  his  whole  scene  was 
fifty  times  more  a  what-d'ye-call-it  than  yours  ;  for  I  declare  yours  was  unie, 
and  I  wish  you  would  so  order  it  that  the  world  may  be  as  wise  as  I  upon  that 
article." 

I  have  to  apologize  for  introducing  this  quotation,  which  I  have  done 
because  (and  I  entreat  the  reader  to  remember  this)  I  observe  that  Count 
Devereux  always  speaks  of  Lord  Bolingbroke  as  he  was  spoken  of  by  the 
eminent  men  of  that  day,  —  not  as  he  is  now  rated  by  the  judgment  of 
posterity.  —  ED. 
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believes  them!  Like  Justice  Overdo,  in  the  garb  of  poor 
Arthur  of  Bradley,  they  may  deem  it  a  virtue  to  have  assumed 
the  disguise;  but  they  must  not  wonder  if  the  sham  Arthur 
is  taken  for  the  real,  beaten  as  a  vagabond,  and  set  in  the 
stocks  as  a  rogue! 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

LIGHTLY    WON,    LIGHTLY     LOST. A    DIALOGUE    OF     EQUAL    IN- 
STRUCTION    AND     AMUSEMENT. A     VISIT     TO    SIR    GODFREY 

KNELLER. 

ONE  morning  Tarleton  breakfasted  with  me.  "I  don't  see 
the  little  page, "  said  he,  "  who  was  always  in  attendance  in 
your  anteroom;  what  the  deuce  has  become  of  him?" 

"  You  must  ask  his  mistress ;  she  has  quarrelled  with  me, 
and  withdrawn  both  her  favour  and  her  messenger." 

"  What !  the  Lady  Hasselton  quarrelled  with  you !  Diable  ! 
Wherefore?" 

"Because  I  am  not  enough  of  the  'pretty  fellow; '  am  tired 
of  carrying  hood  and  scarf,  and  sitting  behind  her  chair 
through  five  long  acts  of  a  dull  play ;  because  I  disappointed 
her  in  not  searching  for  her  at  every  drum  and  quadrille  party ; 
because  I  admired  not  her  monkey;  and  because  I  broke  a 
teapot  with  a  toad  for  a  cover." 

"And  is  not  that  enough?"  cried  Tarleton.  "Heavens! 
what  a  black  bead-roll  of  offences ;  Mrs.  Merton  would  have 
discarded  me  for  one  of  them.  However,  thy  account  has 
removed  my  surprise ;  I  heard  her  praise  thee  the  other  day ; 
now,  as  long  as  she  loved  thee,  she  always  abused  thee  like  a 
pickpocket." 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!  —  and  what  said  she  in  my  favour?" 

"  Why,  that  you  were  certainly  very  handsome,  though  you 
were  small;  that  you  were  certainly  a  great  genius,  though 
every  one  would  not  discover  it;  and  that  you  certainly  had 
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the  air  of  high  birth,  though  you  were  not  nearly  so  well 
dressed  as  Beau  Tippetly.  But  entre  nous,  Devereux,  I  think 
she  hates  you,  and  would  play  you  a  trick  of  spite  —  revenge 
is  too  strong  a  word  —  if  she  could  find  an  opportunity." 

"Likely  enough,  Tarleton;  but  a  coquette's  lover  is  always 
on  his  guard;  so  she  will  not  take  me  unawares." 

"  So  be  it.  But  tell  me,  Devereux,  who  is  to  be  your  next 
mistress,  Mrs.  Denton  or  Lady  Clancathcart?  the  world  gives 
them  both  to  you." 

"  The  world  is  always  as  generous  with  what  is  worthless 
as  the  bishop  in  the  fable  was  with  his  blessing.  However, 
I  promise  thee,  Tarleton,  that  I  will  not  interfere  with  thy 
claims  either  upon  Mrs.  Denton  or  Lady  Clancathcart." 

"Nay,"  said  Tarleton,  "I  will  own  that  you  are  a  very 
Scipio ;  but  it  must  be  confessed,  even  by  you,  satirist  as  you 
are,  that  Lady  Clancathcart  has  a  beautiful  set  of  features." 

"A  handsome  face,  but  so  vilely  made.  She  would  make  a 
splendid  picture  if,  like  the  goddess  Laverna,  she  could  be 
painted  as  a  head  without  a  body." 

"  Ha !  ha !  ha !  —  you  have  a  bitter  tongue,  Count ;  but  Mrs. 
Denton,  what  have  you  to  say  against  her?" 

"Nothing;  she  has  no  pretensions  for  me  to  contradict. 
She  has  a  green  eye  and  a  sharp  voice ;  a  mincing  gait  and  a 
broad  foot.  What  friend  of  Mrs.  Denton  would  not,  there- 
fore, counsel  her  to  a  prudent  obscurity?" 

"She  never  had  but  one  lover  in  the  world,"  said  Tarleton, 
"  who  was  old,  blind,  lame,  and  poor ;  she  accepted  him,  and 
became  Mrs.  Denton." 

"  Yes, "  said  I,  "  she  was  like  the  magnet,  and  received  her 
name  from  the  very  first  person  l  sensible  of  her  attraction." 

"Well,  you  have  a  shrewd  way  of  saying  sweet  things," 
said  Tarleton ;  "  but  I  must  own  that  you  rarely  or  never  di- 
rect it  towards  women  individually.  What  makes  you  break 
through  your  ordinary  custom?" 

"Because  I  am  angry  with  women  collectively;  and  must 
pour  my  spleen  through  whatever  channel  presents  itself." 

"  Astonishing, "  said  Tarleton ;  "  I  despise  women  myself .  I 

1  Magnes. 
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always  did;  but  you  were  their  most  enthusiastic  and  chival- 
rous defender  a  month  or  two  ago.  What  makes  thee  change, 
my  Sir  Amadis?" 

"Disappointment!  they  weary,  vex,  disgust  me;  selfish, 
frivolous,  mean,  heartless:  out  on  them!  'tis  a  disgrace  to 
have  their  love !  " 

"  0  del!  What  a  sensation  the  news  of  thy  misogyny  will 
cause;  the  young,  gay,  rich  Count  Devereux,  whose  wit,  vi- 
vacity, splendour  of  appearance,  in  equipage  and  dress,  in 
the  course  of  one  season  have  thrown  all  the  most  established 
beaux  and  pretty  fellows  into  the  shade ;  to  whom  dedications 
and  odes  and  billet-doux  are  so  much  waste  paper;  who  has 
carried  off  the  most  general  envy  and  dislike  that  any  man 
ever  was  blest  with,  since  St.  John  turned  politician ;  what ! 
thou  all  of  a  sudden  to  become  a  railer  against  the  divine 
sex  that  made  thee  what  thou  art !  Fly,  fly,  unhappy  apos- 
tate, or  expect  the  fate  of  Orpheus,  at  least !  " 

"None  of  your  raileries,  Tarleton,  or  I  shall  speak  to  you 
of  plebeians  and  the  canaille  !  " 

"  Sacre  !  my  teeth  are  on  edge  already !  Oh,  the  base,  base 
canaille,  how  I  loathe  them !  Nay,  Devereux,  joking  apart,  I 
love  you  twice  as  well  for  your  humour.  I  despise  the  sex 
heartily.  Indeed,  sub  rosa  be  it  spoken,  there  are  few  things 
that  breathe  that  I  do  not  despise.  Human  nature  seems  to 
me  a  most  pitiful  bundle  of  rags  and  scraps,  which  the  gods 
threw  out  of  Heaven,  as  the  dust  and  rubbish  there." 

"A  pleasant  view  of  thy  species,"  said  I. 

"By  my  soul  it  is.  Contempt  is  to  me  a  luxury.  I  would 
not  lose  the  privilege  of  loathing  for  all  the  objects  which 
fools  ever  admired.  What  does  old  Persius  say  on  the 
subject? 

" '  Hoc  ridere  meum,  tarn  nil,  nulla  tibi  vendo  Iliade.' "  x 

"And  yet,  Tarleton,"  said  I,  "the  littlest  feeling  of  all  is  a 
delight  in  contemplating  the  littleness  of  other  people.  Noth- 
ing is  more  contemptible  than  habitual  contempt. " 

1  "  This  privilege  of  mine,  to  laugh,  —  such  a  nothing  as  it  seems,  —  I 
would  not  barter  to  thee  for  an  Iliad." 
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"Prithee,  now,"  answered  the  haughty  aristocrat,  "let  us 
not  talk  of  these  matters  so  subtly :  leave  me  my  enjoyment 
without  refining  upon  it.  What  is  your  first  pursuit  for  the 
morning?  " 

"  Why,  I  have  promised  my  uncle  a  picture  of  that  invalua- 
ble countenance  which  Lady  Hasselton  finds  so  handsome; 
and  1  am  going  to  give  Kneller  my  last  sitting." 

"So,  so,  I  will  accompany  you;  I  like  the  vain  old  dog; 
'tis  a  pleasure  to  hear  him  admire  himself  so  wittily." 

"  Come,  then ! "  said  I,  taking  up  my  hat  and  sword ; 
and,  entering  Tarleton's  carriage,  we  drove  to  the  painter's 
abode. 

We  found  him  employed  in  finishing  a  portrait  of  Lady 
Godolphin. 

"  He,  he !  "  cried  he,  when  he  beheld  me  approach.  "  By 
Got,  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  Count  Tevereux;  dis  painting  is 
tamned  poor  work  by  one's  self,  widout  any  one  to  make  des 
grands  yeux,  and  cry,  'Oh,  Sir  Godfrey  Kneller,  how  fine 
dis  is!'" 

"Very  true,  indeed,"  said  I,  "no  great  man  can  be  expected 
to  waste  his  talents  without  his  proper  reward  of  praise.  But, 
Heavens,  Tarleton,  did  you  ever  see  anything  so  wonderful?  — 
that  hand,  that  arm,  how  exquisite !  If  Apollo  turned  painter, 
and  borrowed  colours  from  the  rainbow  and  models  from  the 
goddesses,  he  would  not  be  fit  to  hold  the  pallet  to  Sir 
Godfrey  Kneller." 

"By  Got,  Count  Tevereux,  you  are  von  grand  judge  of 
painting,"  cried  the  artist,  with  sparkling  eyes,  "and  I  will 
paint  you  as  von  tamned  handsome  man ! " 

"Nay,  my  Apelles,  you  might  as  well  preserve  some 
likeness." 

"Likeness,  by  Got!  I  vill  make  you  like  and  handsome 
both.  By  my  shoul  you  make  me  von  Apelles,  I  vill  make 
you  von  Alexander !  " 

"  People  in  general, "  said  Tarleton,  gravely,  "  believe  that 
Alexander  had  a  wry  neck,  and  was  a  very  plain  fellow ;  but 
no  one  can  know  about  Alexander  like  Sir  Godfrey  Kneller, 
who  has  studied  military  tactics  so  accurately,  and  who,  if 
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he  had  taken  up  the  sword  instead  of  the  pencil,  would  have 
been  at  least  an  Alexander  himself." 

"By  Got,  Meester  Tarleton,  you  are  as  goot  a  judge  of  de 
talents  for  de  war  as  Count  Tevereux  of  de  g&nie  for  de  paint- 
ing! Meester  Tarleton,  I  vill  paint  your  picture,  and  I  vill 
make  your  eyes  von  goot  inch  bigger  than  dey  are ! " 

"  Large  or  small, "  said  I  (for  Tarleton,  who  had  a  haughty 
custom  of  contracting  his  orbs  till  they  were  scarce  percepti- 
ble, was  so  much  offended,  that  I  thought  it  prudent  to  cut 
off  his  reply),  "large  or  small,  Sir  Godfrey,  Mr.  Tarleton's 
eyes  are  capable  of  admiring  your  genius ;  why,  your  painting 
is  like  lightning,  and  one  flash  of  your  brush  would  be  suffi- 
cient to  restore  even  a  blind  man  to  sight." 

"Itistamned  true,"  said  Sir  Godfrey,  earnestly;  "and  it 
did  restore  von  man  to  sight  once !  By  my  shoul,  it  did !  but 
sit  yourself  town,  Count  Tevereux,  and  look  over  your  left 
shoulder  —  ah,  dat  is  it  —  and  now,  praise  on,  Count  Tev- 
ereux ;  de  thought  of  my  genius  gives  you  —  vat  you  call  it  — 
von  animation  —  von  fire,  look  you  —  by  my  shoul,  it  does ! " 

And  by  dint  of  such  moderate  panegyric,  the  worthy  Sir 
Godfrey  completed  my  picture,  with  equal  satisfaction  to 
himself  and  the  original.  See  what  a  beautifier  is  flattery :  a 
few  sweet  words  will  send  the  Count  Devereux  down  to  pos- 
terity with  at  least  three  times  as  much  beauty  as  he  could 
justly  lay  claim  to.1 

1  This  picture  represents  the  Count  in  an  undress.  The  face  is  decidedly, 
though  by  no  means  remarkably,  handsome ;  the  nose  is  aquiline,  —  the  upper 
lip  short  and  chiselled,  —  the  eyes  gray,  and  the  forehead,  which  is  by  far  the 
finest  feature  in  the  countenance,  is  peculiarly  high,  broad,  and  massive.  The 
mouth  has  but  little  beauty ;  it  is  severe,  caustic,  and  rather  displeasing,  from 
the  extreme  compression  of  the  lips.  The  great  and  prevalent  expression  of 
the  face  is  energy.  The  eye,  the  brow,  the  turn  of  the  head,  the  erect,  pene- 
trating aspect,  —  are  all  strikingly  bold,  animated,  and  even  daring.  And 
this  expression  makes  a  singular  contrast  to  that  in  another  likeness  to  the 
Count,  which  was  taken  at  a  much  later  period  of  life.  The  latter  portrait 
represents  him  in  a  foreign  uniform,  decorated  with  orders.  The  peculiar 
sarcasm  of  the  mouth  is  hidden  beneath  a  very  long  and  thick  mnstachio,  of 
a  much  darker  colour  than  the  hair  (for  in  both  portraits,  as  in  Jervas's  pic- 
ture of  Lord  Bolingbroke,  the  hair  is  left  undisguised  by  the  odious  fashion 
of  the  day)  Across  one  cheek  there  is  a  slight  scar,  as  of  a  sabre  cut.  The 
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CHAPTER    IX. 

A.    DEVELOPMENT     OF     CHARACTER,     AND     A     LONG     LETTER;     A 
CHAPTER,      ON     THE     WHOLE,      MORE     IMPORTANT     THAN     IT 

SEEMS. 

THE  scenes  through  which,  of  late,  I  have  conducted  my 
reader  are  by  no  means  episodical :  they  illustrate  far  more 
than  mere  narration  the  career  to  which  I  was  so  honourably 
devoted.  Dissipation, — women, — wine, — Tarleton  for  a 
friend,  Lady  Hasselton  for  a  mistress.  Let  me  now  throw 
aside  the  mask. 

To  people  who  have  naturally  very  intense  and  very  acute 
feelings,  nothing  is  so  fretting,  so  wearing  to  the  heart,  as 
the  commonplace  affections,  which  are  the  properties  and  off- 
spring of  the  world.  We  have  seen  the  birds  which,  with 
wings  unclipt,  children  fasten  to  a  stake.  The  birds  seek  to 
fly,  and  are  pulled  back  before  their  wings  are  well  spread; 
till,  at  last,  they  either  perpetually  strain  at  the  end  of  their 
short  tether,  exciting  only  ridicule  by  their  anguish  and  their 
impotent  impatience;  or,  sullen  and  despondent,  they  re- 
main on  the  ground,  without  any  attempt  to  fly,  nor  creep, 
even  to  the  full  limit  which  their  fetters  will  allow.  Thus 
it  is  with  the  feelings  of  the  keen,  wild  nature  I  speak  of: 
they  are  either  striving  forever  to  pass  the  little  circle  of 
slavery  to  which  they  are  condemned,  and  so  move  laughter 
by  an  excess  of  action  and  a  want  of  adequate  power;  or  they 
rest  motionless  and  moody,  disdaining  the  petty  indulgence 

whole  character  of  this  portrait  is  widely  different  from  that  in  the  earlier 
one.  Not  a  trace  of  the  fire,  the  animation,  which  were  so  striking  in  the 
physiognomy  of  the  youth  of  twenty,  is  discoverable  in  the  calm,  sedate, 
stately,  yet  somewhat  stern  expression,  which  seems  immovably  spread  over 
the  paler  hue  and  the  more  prominent  features  of  the  man  of  about  four  or 
five  and  thirty.  Yet,  upon  the  whole,  the  face  in  the  latter  portrait  is  hand- 
somer ;  and,  from  its  air  of  dignity  and  reflection,  even  more  impressive  than 
that  iu  the  one  I  have  first  described.  —  Eu 
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they  might  enjoy,  till  sullenness  is  construed  into  resignation, 
and  despair  seems  the  apathy  of  content.  Time,  however,  cures 
what  it  does  not  kill ;  and  both  bird  and  beast,  if  they  pine  not 
to  the  death  at  first,  grow  tame  and  acquiescent  at  last. 

What  to  me  was  the  companionship  of  Tarleton,  or  the  at 
tachment  of  Lady  Hasselton?  I  had  yielded  to  the  one,  and 
I  had  half  eagerly,  half  scornfully,  sought  the  other.  These, 
and  the  avocations  they  brought  with  them,  consumed  my 
time,  and  of  Time  murdered  there  is  a  ghost  which  we  term 
ennui.  The  hauntings  of  this  spectre  are  the  especial  curse 
of  the  higher  orders ;  and  hence  springs  a  certain  consequence 
to  the  passions.  Persons  in  those  ranks  of  society  so  exposed 
to  ennui  are  either  rendered  totally  incapable  of  real  love,  or 
khey  love  far  more  intensely  than  those  in  a  lower  station; 
for  the  affections  in  them  are  either  utterly  frittered  away  on 
a  thousand  petty  objects  (poor  shifts  to  escape  the  persecut- 
ing spectre),  or  else,  early  disgusted  with  the  worthlessness 
of  these  objects,  the  heart  turns  within  and  languishes  for 
something  not  found  in  the  daily  routine  of  life.  When  this 
is  the  case,  and  when  the  pining  of  the  heart  is  once  satisfied, 
and  the  object  of  love  is  found,  there  are  two  mighty  reasons 
why  the  love  should  be  most  passionately  cherished.  The 
first  is,  the  utter  indolence  in  which  aristocratic  life  oozes 
away,  and  which  allows  full  food  for  that  meditation  which 
can  nurse  by  sure  degrees  the  weakest  desire  into  the  strong- 
est passion;  and  the  second  reason  is,  that  the  insipidity  and 
hollowness  of  all  patrician  pursuits  and  pleasures  render  the 
excitement  of  love  more  delicious  and  more  necessary  to  the 
"ignavi  terrarum  domini,"  than  it  is  to  those  orders  of  soci- 
ety more  usefully,  more  constantly,  and  more  engrossingly 
engaged. 

Wearied  and  sated  with  the  pursuit  of  what  was  worthless, 
my  heart,  at  last,  exhausted  itself  in  pining  for  what  was 
pure.  I  recurred  with  a  tenderness  which  I  struggled  with  at 
first,  and  which  in  yielding  to  I  blushed  to  acknowledge,  to 
the  memory  of  Isora.  And  in  the  world,  surrounded  by  all 
which  might  be  supposed  to  cause  me  to  forget  her,  my  heart 
clung  to  her  far  more  endearingly  than  it  had  done  in  the 
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rural  solitudes  in  which  she  had  first  allured  it.  The  truth 
was  this ;  at  the  time  I  first  loved  her,  other  passions  —  pas- 
sions almost  equally  powerful  —  shared  her  empire.  Ambi- 
tion and  pleasure  —  vast  whirlpools  of  thought  —  had  just 
opened  themselves  a  channel  in  my  mind,  and  thither  the 
tides  of  my  desires  were  hurried  and  lost,  Now  those  whirl- 
pools had  lost  their  power,  and  the  channels,  being  dammed 
up,  flowed  back  upon  my  breast.  Pleasure  had  disgusted  me, 
and  the  only  ambition  I  had  yet  courted  and  pursued  had 
palled  upon  me  still  more.  I  say,  the  only  ambition,  for  as 
yet  that  which  is  of  the  loftier  and  more  lasting  kind  had 
not  afforded  me  a  temptation ;  and  the  hope  which  had  borne 
the  name  and  rank  of  ambition  had  been  the  hope  rather  to 
glitter  than  to  rise. 

These  passions,  not  yet  experienced  when  I  lost  Isora,  had 
afforded  me  at  that  period  a  ready  comfort  and  a  sure  engross- 
ment. And,  in  satisfying  the  hasty  jealousies  of  my  temper, 
in  deeming  Isora  unworthy  and  Gerald  my  rival,  I  naturally 
aroused  in  my  pride  a  dexterous  orator  as  well  as  a  firm  ally. 
Pride  not  only  strengthened  my  passions,  it  also  persuaded 
them  by  its  voice;  and  it  was  not  till  the  languid  yet  deep 
stillness  of  sated  wishes  and  palled  desires  fell  upon  me,  that 
the  low  accent  of  a  love  still  surviving  at  my  heart  made 
itself  heard  in  answer. 

I  now  began  to  take  a  different  view  of  Isora's  conduct. 
I  now  began  to  doubt  where  I  had  formerly  believed;  and 
the  doubt,  first  allied  to  fear,  gradually  brightened  into  hope. 
Of  Gerald's  rivalry,  at  least  of  his  identity  with  Barnard, 
and,  consequently,  of  his  power  over  Isora,  there  was,  and 
there  could  be,  no  feeling  short  of  certainty.  But  of  what 
nature  was  that  power?  Had  not  Isora  assured  me  that  it 
was  not  love?  Why  should  I  disbelieve  her?  Nay,  did  she 
not  love  myself?  had  not  her  cheek  blushed  and  her  hand 
trembled  when  I  addressed  her?  Were  these  signs  the 
counterfeits  of  love?  Were  they  not  rather  of  that  heart's 
dye  which  no  skill  can  counterfeit?  She  had  declared  that 
she  could  not,  that  she  could  never,  be  mine ;  she  had  declared 
so  with  a  fearful  earnestness  which  seemed  to  annihilate  hope ; 
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but  had  she  not  also,  in  the  same  meeting,  confessed  that  I 
was  dear  to  her?  Had  not  her  lip  given  me  a  sweeter  and 
a  more  eloquent  assurance  of  that  confession  than  words?  — 
and  could  hope  perish  while  love  existed?  She  had  left  me, 
—  she  had  bid  me  farewell  forever;  but  that  was  no  proof  of 
a  want  of  love,  or  of  her  unworthiness.  Gerald,  or  Barnard, 
evidently  possessed  an  influence  over  father  as  well  as  child. 

Their  departure   from  might  have  been  occasioned  by 

him,  and  she  might  have  deplored,  while  she  could  not  resist 
it;  or  she  might  not  even  have  deplored;  nay,  she  might  have 
desired,  she  might  have  advised  it,  for  my  sake  as  well  as 
hers,  were  she  thoroughly  convinced  that  the  union  of  our 
loves  was  impossible. 

But,  then,  of  what  nature  could  be  this  mysterious  authority 
which  Gerald  possessed  over  her?  That  which  he  possessed 
over  the  sire,  political  schemes  might  account  for;  but  these, 
surely,  could  not  have  much  weight  for  the  daughter.  This, 
indeed,  must  still  remain  doubtful  and  unaccounted  for.  One 
presumption,  that  Gerald  was  either  no  favoured  lover  or  that 
he  was  unacquainted  with  her  retreat,  might  be  drawn  from 
his  continued  residence  at  Devereux  Court.  If  he  loved  Isora, 
and  knew  her  present  abode,  would  he  not  have  sought  her? 
Could  he,  I  thought,  live  away  from  that  bright  face,  if  once 
allowed  to  behold  it?  unless,  indeed  (terrible  thought!)  there 
hung  over  it  the  dimness  of  guilty  familiarity,  and  indifference 
had  been  the  offspring  of  possession.  But  was  that  delicate 
and  virgin  face,  where  changes  with  every  moment  coursed 
each  other,  harmonious  to  the  changes  of  the  mind,  as  shadows 
in  a  valley  reflect  the  clouds  of  heaven !  —  was  that  face,  so  in- 
genuous, so  girlishly  revelant  of  all, —  even  of  the  slightest, 
the  most  transitory,  emotion,  —  the  face  of  one  hardened  in 
deceit  and  inured  to  shame?  The  countenance  is,  it  is  true, 
but  a  faithless  mirror ;  but  what  man  that  has  studied  women 
will  not  own  that  there  is,  at  least  while  the  down  of  first 
youth  is  not  brushed  away,  in  the  eye  and  cheek  of  zoned  and 
untainted  Innocence,  that  which  survives  not  even  the  fruition 
of  a  lawful  love,  and  has  no  (nay,  not  even  a  shadowed  and  im- 
perfect) likeness  in  the  face  of  guilt?  Then,  too,  had  any 
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worldlier  or  mercenary  sentiment  entered  her  breast  respecting 
roe,  would  Isora  have  flown  from  the  suit  of  the  eldest  scion  of 
the  rich  house  of  Devereux?  and  would  she,  poor  and  destitute, 
the  daughter  of  an  alien  and  an  exile,  would  she  have  sponta- 
neously relinquished  any  hope  of  obtaining  that  alliance  which 
maidens  of  the  loftiest  houses  of  England  had  not  disdained 
to  desire?  Thus  confused  and  incoherent,  but  thus  yearning 
fondly  towards  her  image  and  its  imagined  purity,  did  my 
thoughts  daily  and  hourly  array  themselves;  and,  in  propor- 
tion as  I  suffered  common  ties  to  drop  from  me  one  by  one, 
those  thoughts  clung  the  more  tenderly  to  that  which,  though 
severed  from  the  rich  argosy  of  former  love,  was  still  indis- 
solubly  attached  to  the  anchor  of  its  hope. 

It  was  during  this  period  of  revived  affection  that  I  received 
the  following  letter  from  my  uncle :  — 

I  thank  thee  for  thy  long  letter,  my  dear  boy ;  I  read  it  over  three 
times  with  great  delight.  Ods  fish,  Morton,  you  are  a  sad  Pickle,  I  fear, 
and  seem  to  know  all  the  ways  of  the  town  as  well  as  your  old  uncle  did 
some  thirty  years  ago !  'T  is  a  very  pretty  acquaintance  with  human 
nature  that  your  letters  display.  You  put  me  in  mind  of  little  Sid,  who 
was  just  about  your  height,  and  who  had  just  such  a  pretty,  shrewd  way 
of  expressing  himself  in  simile  and  point.  Ah,  it  is  easy  to  see  that  you 
have  profited  by  your  old  uncle's  conversation,  and  that  Farquhar  and 
Etherege  were  not  studied  for  nothing. 

But  I  have  sad  news  for  thee,  my  child,  or  rather  it  is  sad  for  me  to 
tell  thee  my  tidings.  It  is  sad  for  the  old  birds  to  linger  in  their  nest 
when  the  young  ones  take  wing  and  leave  them  ;  but  it  is  merry  for  the 
young  birds  to  get  away  from  the  dull  old  tree,  and  frisk  it  in  the  sun- 
shine, —  merry  for  them  to  get  mates,  and  have  young  themselves. 
Now,  do  not  think,  Morton,  that  by  speaking  of  mates  and  young  T  am 
going  to  tell  thee  thy  brothers  are  already  married  ;  nay,  there  is  time 
enough  for  those  things,  and  I  am  not  friendly  to  early  weddings,  nor  to 
speak  truly,  a  marvellous  great  admirer  of  that  holy  ceremony  at  any 
age ;  for  the  which  there  may  be  private  reasons  too  long  to  relate  to 
thee  now.  Moreover,  I  fear  my  young  day  was  a  wicked  time,  —  a 
heinous  wicked  time,  and  we  were  wont  to  laugh  at  the  wedded  state, 
until,  body  of  me,  some  of  us  found  it  no  laughing  matter. 

But  to  return,  Morton,  —  to  return  to  thy  brothers  :  they  have  both 
left  me ;  and  the  house  seems  to  me  not  the  good  old  house  it  did  when 
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ye  were  all  about  me ;  and,  somehow  or  other,  I  look  now  of tener  at  the 
churchyard  than  I  was  wont  to  do.  You  are  all  gone  now,  —  all  shot 
up  and  become  men  ;  and  when  your  old  uncle  sees  you  no  more,  and 
recollects  that  all  his  own  contemporaries  are  out  of  the  world,  he  cannot 
help  saying,  as  William  Temple,  poor  fellow,  once  prettily  enough  said, 
"Methinks  it  seems  an  impertinence  in  me  to  be  still  alive."  You  went 
first,  Morton  ;  and  I  missed  you  more  than  I  cared  to  say  :  but  you  were 
always  a  kind  boy  to  those  you  loved,  and  you  wrote  the  old  knight 
merry  letters,  that  made  him  laugh,  and  think  he  was  grown  young 
again  (faith,  boy,  that  was  a  jolly  story  of  the  three  Squires  at  Button's  I), 
and  once  a  week  comes  your  packet,  well  filled,  as  if  you  did  not  think 
it  a  task  to  make  me  happy,  which  your  handwriting  always  does  ;  nor 
a  shame  to  my  gray  hairs  that  I  take  pleasure  in  the  same  things  that 
please  thee  !  So,  thou  seest,  my  child,  that  I  have  got  through  thy 
absence  pretty  well,  save  that  I  have  had  no  one  to  read  thy  letters  to ; 
for  Gerald  and  thou  are  still  jealous  of  each  other,  —  a  great  sin  in  thee, 
Morton,  which  I  prithee  to  reform.  And  Aubrey,  poor  lad,  is  a  little 
too  rigid,  considering  his  years,  and  it  looks  not  well  in  the  dear  boy  to 
shake  his  head  at  the  follies  of  his  uncle.  And  as  to  thy  mother,  Morton, 
I  read  her  one  of  thy  letters,  and  she  said  thou  wert  a  graceless  repro- 
bate to  think  so  much  of  this  wicked  world,  and  to  write  so  familiarly  to 
thine  aged  relative.  Now,  I  am  not  a  young  man,  Morton ;  but  the 
word  aged  has  a  sharp  sound  with  it  when  it  comes  from  a  lady's 
mouth. 

Well,  after  thou  hadst  been  gone  a  month,  Aubrey  and  Gerald,  as  I 
wrote  thee  word  long  since,  in  the  last  letter  I  wrote  thee  with  my  own 
hand,  made  a  tour  together  for  a  little  while,  and  that  was  a  hard  stroke 
on  me.  But  after  a  week  or  two  Gerald  returned ;  and  I  went  out  in 
my  chair  to  see  the  dear  boy  shoot,  —  'sdeath,  Morton,  he  handles  the 
gun  well.  And  then  Aubrey  returned  alone  :  but  he  looked  pined  and 
moping,  and  shut  himself  up,  and  as  thou  dost  love  him  so,  I  did  not 
like  to  tell  thee  till  now,  when  he  is  quite  well,  that  he  alarmed  me  much 
for  him  ;  he  is  too  much  addicted  to  his  devotions,  poor  child,  and  seems 
to  forget  that  the  hope  of  the  next  world  ought  to  make  us  happy  in 
this.  Well,  Morton,  at  last,  two  months  ago,  Aubrey  left  us  again,  and 
Gerald  last  week  set  off  on  a  tour  through  the  sister  kingdom,  as  it  is 
called.  Faith,  boy,  if  Scotland  and  England  are  sister  kingdoms,  't  is  a 
thousand  pities  for  Scotland  that  they  are  not  co-heiresses  ! 

I  should  have  told  thee  of  this  news  before,  but  I  have  had,  as  thou 
knowest,  the  gout  so  villanously  in  my  hand  that,  till  t'  other  day,  I 
Tiave  not  held  a  pen,  and  old  Nicholls,  my  amanuensis,  is  but  a  poor 
scribe ;  and  T  did  not  love  to  let  the  dog1  write  to  thee  on  all  our  family 
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affaire,  especially  as  I  have  a  secret  to  tell  thee  which  makes  me  plaguy 
uneasy.  Thou  must  know,  Morton,  that  after  thy  departure  Gerald 
asked  me  for  thy  rooms ;  and  though  I  did  not  like  that  any  one  else 
should  have  what  belonged  to  thee,  yet  I  have  always  had  a  foolish 
antipathy  to  say  "  No !  "  so  thy  brother  had  them,  on  condition  to  leave 
them  exactly  as  they  were,  and  to  yield  them  to  thee  whenever  thou 
shouldst  return  to  claim  them.  Well,  Morton,  when  Gerald  went  on  his 
tour  with  thy  youngest  brother,  old  Nicholls  —  you  know  't  is  a  garru- 
lous fellow  —  iold  me  one  night  that  his  son  Hugh  —  you  remember 
Hugh,  a  thin  youth  and  a  tall  —  lingering  by  the  beach  one  evening, 
saw  a  man,  wrapped  in  a  cloak,  come  out  of  the  castle  cave,  unmoor  one 
of  the  boats,  and  push  off  to  the  little  island  opposite.  Hugh  swears  by 
more  than  yea  and  nay  that  the  man  was  Father  Montreuil.  Now, 
Morton,  this  made  me  very  uneasy,  and  I  saw  why  thy  brother  Gerald 
wanted  thy  rooms,  which  communicate  so  snugly  with  the  sea.  So  I 
told  Nicholls,  slyly,  to  have  the  great  iron  gate  at  the  mouth  of  the 
passage  carefully  locked ;  and  when  it  was  locked,  I  had  an  iron  plate 
put  over  the  whole  lock,  that  the  lean  Jesuit  might  not  creep  even 
through  the  keyhole.  Thy  brother  returned,  and  I  told  him  a  tale  of 
the  smugglers,  who  have  really  been  too  daring  of  late,  and  insisted  on 
the  door  being  left  as  I  had  ordered  ;  and  I  told  him,  moreover,  though 
not  as  if  T  had  suspected  his  communication  with  the  priest,  that  I 
interdicted  all  further  converse  with  that  limb  of  the  Church.  Thy 
brother  heard  me  with  an  indifferently  bad  grace ;  but  I  was  peremp- 
tory, and  the  thing  was  agreed  on. 

Well,  child,  the  day  before  Gerald  last  left  us,  I  went  to  take  leave  of 
him  in  his  own  room,  —  to  tell  thee  the  truth,  I  had  forgotten  his  trav- 
elling expenses  ;  when  I  was  on  the  stairs  of  the  tower  I  heard  —  by 
the  Lord  I  did  —  Montreuil's  voice  in  the  outer  room,  as  plainly  as  ever 
I  heard  it  at  prayers.  Ods  fish,  Morton,  I  was  an  angered,  and  I  made 
*o  much  haste  to  the  door  that  my  foot  slipped  by  the  way :  thy  brother 
heard  me  fall,  and  came  out ;  but  I  looked  at  him  as  I  never  looked  at 
thee,  Morton,  and  entered  the  room.  Lo,  the  priest  was  not  there:  I 
searched  both  chambers  in  vain ;  so  I  made  thy  brother  lift  up  the  trap- 
door, and  kindle  a  lamp,  and  I  searched  the  room  below,  and  the  passage. 
The  priest  was  invisible.  Thou  knowest,  Morton,  that  there  is  only 
one  egress  in  the  passage,  and  that  was  locked,  as  I  have  said  before,  so 
where  the  devil  —  the  devil  indeed  —  could  thy  tutor  have  escaped  ? 
He  could  not  have  passed  me  on  the  stairs  without  my  seeing  him  ;  he 
could  not  have  leaped  the  window  without  breaking  his  neck  ;  he  could 
not  have  got  out  of  the  passage  without  making  himself  a  current  of  air. 
Ods  fish,  Morton,  this  thing  might  puzzle  a  wiser  man  than  thine 
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uncle.  Gerald  affected  to  be  mighty  indignant  at  my  suspicions ;  but, 
God  forgive  him,  I  saw  he  was  playing  a  part.  A  man  does  not  write 
plays,  my  ehild,  without  being  keen-sighted  in  these  little  intrigues; 
and,  moreover,  it  is  impossible  I  could  have  mistaken  thy  tutor's  voice, 
which,  to  do  it  justice,  is  musical  enough,  and  is  the  most  singular  voice 
I  ever  heard,  —  unless  little  Sid's  be  excepted. 

A  propos  of  little  Sid.  I  remember  that  in  the  Mall,  when  I  was 
walking  there  alone,  three  weeks  after  my  marriage,  De  Grammont  and 
Sid  joined  me.  I  was  in  a  melancholic  mood  ('sdeath,  Morton,  marriage 
tames  a  man  as  water  tames  mice  !)  —  "  Aha,  Sir  William,"  cried  Sedley, 
"  thou  hast  a  cloud  on  thee ;  prithee  now  brighten  it  away  :  see,  thy 
wife  shines  on  thee  from  the  other  end  of  the  Mall."  "  Ah,  talk  not  to 
a  dying  man  of  his  physic  1  "  said  Grammont  (that  Grammont  was  a 
shocking  rogue,  Morton  !)  "  Prithee,  Sir  William,  what  is  the  chief 
characteristic  of  wedlock  ?  is  it  a  state  of  war  or  of  peace  ?  "  "  Oh, 
peace  to  be  sure  1  "  cried  Sedley,  "  and  Sir  William  and  his  lady  carry 
with  them  the  emblem."  "  How  I "  cried  I ;  for  I  do  assure  thee, 
Morton,  I  was  of  a  different  turn  of  mind.  "  How  1 "  said  Sid,  gravely, 
"  why,  the  emblem  of  peace  is  the  cornucopia,  which  your  lady  and  you 
equitably  divide:  she  carries  the  copia,  and  you 'the  cor — ."  Nay, 
Morton,  nay,  I  cannot  finish  the  jest ;  for,  after  all,  it  was  a  sorry  thing 
in  little  Sid,  whom  I  had  befriended  like  a  brother,  with  heart  and 
purse,  to  wound  me  so  cuttingly ;  but  't  is  the  way  with  your  jesters. 

Ods  fish,  now  how  I  have  got  out  of  my  story  !  Well,  I  did  not  go 
back  to  my  room,  Morton,  till  I  had  looked  to  the  outside  of  the  iron 
door,  and  seen  that  the  plate  was  as  firm  as  ever  :  so  now  you  have  the 
whole  of  the  matter.  Gerald  went  the  next  day,  and  I  fear  me  much 
lest  he  should  already  be  caught  in  some  Jacobite  trap.  Write  me  thy 
advice  on  the  subject.  Meanwhile,  I  have  taken  the  precaution  to  have 
the  trap-door  removed,  and  the  aperture  strongly  boarded  over. 

But  't  is  time  for  me  to  give  over.  I  have  been  four  days  on  this 
letter,  for  the  gout  comes  now  to  me  oftener  than  it  did,  and  I  do  not 
know  when  I  may  again  write  to  thee  with  my  own  hand  ;  so  I  resolved 
I  would  e'en  empty  my  whole  budget  at  once.  Thy  mother  is  well  and 
blooming ;  she  is,  at  the  present,  abstractedly  employed  in  a  prodigious 
piece  of  tapestry  which  old  Nicholls  informs  me  is  the  wonder  of  all  the 
women. 

Heaven  bless  thee,  my  child  !  Take  care  of  thyself,  and  drink  mod- 
erately. It  is  hurtful,  at  thy  age,  to  drink  above  a  gallon  or  so  at  a 
sitting.  Heaven  bless  thee  again,  and  when  the  weather  gets  warmer 
thou  must  come  with  thy  kind  looks,  to  make  me  feel  at  home  again. 
At  present  the  country  wears  a  cheerless  face,  and  everything  about  us 
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is   harsh   and   frosty,   except  the    blunt,   good-for-nothing    heart    of    thine 
uncle,  and  that,  winter  or  summer,  is  always  warm  to  thee. 

WILLIAM  DEVEREUX. 

'  P.  S.  I  thank  thee  heartily  for  the  little  spaniel  of  the  new  breed 
thou  gottest  me  from  the  Duchess  of  Marlborough.  It  has  the  prettiest 
red  and  white,  and  the  blackest  eyes  possible.  But  poor  Ponto  is  as 
jealous  as  a  wife  three  years  married,  and  I  cannot  bear  the  old  hound 
to  be  vexed,  so  I  shall  transfer  the  little  creature,  its  rival,  to  thy 
mother. 

This  letter,  tolerably  characteristic  of  the  blended  simpli- 
city, penetration,  and  overflowing  kindness  of  the  writer,  oc- 
casioned me  much  anxious  thought.  There  was  no  doubt  in 
my  mind  but  that  Gerald  and  Montreuil  were  engaged  in 
some  intrigue  for  the  exiled  family.  The  disguised  name 
which  the  former  assumed,  the  state  reasons  which  D'Alvarez 
confessed  that  Barnard,  or  rather  Gerald,  had  for  conceal- 
ment, and  which  proved,  at  least,  that  some  state  plot  in 
which  Gerald  was  engaged  was  known  to  the  Spaniard,  joined 
to  those  expressions  of  Montreuil,  which  did  all  but  own  a 
design  for  the  restoration  of  the  deposed  line,  and  the  power 
which  I  knew  he  possessed  over  Gerald,  whose  mind,  at  once 
bold  and  facile,  would  love  the  adventure  of  the  intrigue,  and 
yield  to  Montreuil's  suggestions  on  its  nature,  —  these  com- 
bined circumstances  left  me  in  no  doubt  upor  a  subject  deeply 
interesting  to  the  honour  of  oar  house,  and  the  very  life  of  one 
cf  its  members.  Nothing,  however,  for  me  to  do,  calculated 
to  prevent  or  impede  the  designs  of  Montreuil  and  the  dan- 
ger of  Gerald,  occurred  to  me.  Eager  alike  in  my  hatred  and 
my  love,  I  said,  inly,  "What  matters  it  whether  one  whom 
the  ties  of  blood  never  softened  towards  me,  with  whom,  from 
my  childhood  upwards,  I  have  wrestled  as  with  an  enemy, 
what  matters  it  whether  he  win  fame  or  death  in  the  perilous 
game  he  has  engaged  in?"  And  turning  from  this  most  gen- 
erous and  most  brotherly  view  of  the  subject,  I  began  only  to 
think  whether  the  search  or  the  society  of  Isora  also  influ- 
enced Gerald  in  his  absence  from  home.  After  a  fruitless 
and  inconclusive  meditation  on  that  head,  my  thoughts  took 
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a  less  selfish  turn,  and  dwelt  with  all  the  softness  of  pity, 
and  the  anxiety  of  love,  upon  the  morbid  temperament  and 
ascetic  devotions  of  Aubrey.  What,  for  one  already  so  ab- 
stracted from  the  enjoyments  of  earth,  so  darkened  by  super- 
stitious misconceptions  of  the  true  nature  of  God  and  the  true 
objects  of  His  creatures, —  what  could  be  anticipated  but 
wasted  powers  and  a  perverted  life?  Alas!  when  will  men 
perceive  the  difference  between  religion  and  priestcraft? 
When  Avill  they  perceive  that  reason,  so  far  from  extinguish- 
ing religion  by  a  more  gaudy  light,  sheds  on  it  all  its  lustre? 
It  is  fabled  that  the  first  legislator  of  the  Peruvians  received 
from  the  Deity  a  golden  rod,  with  which  in  his  wanderings 
he  was  to  strike  the  earth,  until  in  some  destined  spot  the 
earth  entirely  absorbed  it,  and  there  —  and  there  alone  —  was 
he  to  erect  a  temple  to  the  Divinity.  What  is  this  fable  but 
the  cloak  of  an  inestimable  moral?  Our  reason  is  the  rod  of 
gold;  the  vast  world  of  truth  gives  the  soil,  which  it  is  perpet- 
ually to  sound;  and  only  where  without  resistance  the  soil 
receives  the  rod  which  guided  and  supported  us  will  our  altar 
be  sacred  and  our  worship  be  accepted. 


CHAPTER  X. 

BEING  A  SHOKT   CHAPTER,    CONTAINING  A   MOST   IMPORTANT 

EVENT. 

SIR  WILLIAM'S  letter  was  still  fresh  in  my  mind,  when, 
for  want  of  some  less  noble  quarter  wherein  to  bestow  my 
tediousness,  I  repaired  to  St.  John.  As  I  crossed  the  hall  to 
his  apartment,  two  men,  just  dismissed  from  his  presence, 
passed  me  rapidly;  one  was  unknown  to  me,  but  there  was 
no  mistaking  the  other, —  it  was  Montreuil.  I  was  greatly 
startled ;  the  priest,  not  appearing  to  notice  me,  and  convers- 
ing in  a  whispered  yet  seemingly  Tenement  tone  with  his 
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companion,  hurried  on  and  vanished  through  the  street  door. 
I  entered  St.  John's  room:  he  was  alone,  and  received  me 
with  his  usual  gayety. 

"Pardon  me,  Mr.  Secretary,"  said  I;  "but  if  not  a  ques- 
tion of  state,  do  inform  me  what  you  know  respecting  the 
taller  one  of  those  two  gentlemen  who  have  just  quitted 
you." 

"It  is  a  question  of  state,  my  dear  Devereux,  so  my  an- 
swer must  be  brief,  — very  little." 

"You  know  who  he  is?" 

"Yes,  a. Jesuit,  and  a  marvellously  shrewd  one:  the  Abbe 
Montreuil." 

"He  was  my  tutor." 

"Ah,  so  I  have  heard." 

"And  your  acquaintance  with  him  is  positively  and  bona 
fide  of  a  state  nature?  " 

"Positively  and  bona  fide." 

"  I  could  tell  you  something  of  him ;  he  is  certainly  in  the 
service  of  the  Court  at  St.  Germains,  and  a  terrible  plotter 
on  this  side  the  Channel." 

"  Possibly ;  but  I  wish  to  receive  no  information  respecting 
him." 

One  great  virtue  of  business  did  St.  John  possess,  and  I 
have  never  known  any  statesman  who  possessed  it  so  emi- 
nently :  it  was  the  discreet  distinction  between  friends  of  the 
statesman  and  friends  of  the  man.  Much  and  intimately  as 
I  knew  St.  John,  I  could  never  glean  from  him  a  single  se- 
cret of  a  state  nature,  until,  indeed,  at  a  later  period,  I  leagued 
myself  to  a  portion  of  his  public  schemes.  Accordingly  I 
found  him,  at  the  present  moment,  perfectly  impregnable  to 
my  inquiries;  and  it  was  not  till  I  knew  Montreuil's  com- 
panion was  that  celebrated  intriguant,  the  Abbe  Gaultier, 
that  I  ascertained  the  exact  nature  of  the  priest's  business 
with  St.  John,  and  the  exact  motive  of  the  civilities  he  had 
received  from  Abigail  Masham.1  Being  at  last  forced,  de- 

1  Namely,  that  Connt  Devereux  ascertained  the  priest's  communications 
and  overtures  from  the  Chevalier.  The  precise  extent  of  Bolingbroke'a 
secret  negotiations  with  the  exiled  Prince  is  still  one  of  the  darkest  portions 
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spairingly,  to  give  over  the  attempt  on  his  discretion,  I  suf- 
fered St.  John  to  turn  the  conversation  upon  other  topics, 
and  as  these  were  not  much  to  the  existent  humour  of  my 
mind,  I  soon  rose  to  depart. 

"Stay,  Count,"  said  St.  John;  "shall  you  ride  to-day  ?  " 

"If  you  will  bear  me  company." 

"  Voiontiers,  —  to  say  the  truth,  I  was  about  to  ask  you  to 
canter  your  bay  horse  with  me  first  to  Spring  Gardens,1  where 
I  have  a  promise  to  make  to  the  director  ;  and,  secondly,  on  a 
mission  of  charity  to  a  poor  foreigner  of  rank  and  birth,  who, 
in  his  profound  ignorance  of  this  country,  thought  it  right  to 
enter  into  a  plot  with  some  wise  heads,  and  to  reveal  it  to 
some  foolish  tongues,  who  brought  it  to  us  with  as  much 
clatter  as  if  it  were  a  second  gunpowder  project.  I  easily 
brought  him  off  that  scrape,  and  I  am  now  going  to  give  him 
a  caution  for  the  future.  Poor  gentleman,  I  hear  that  he  is 
grievously  distressed  in  pecuniary  matters,  and  I  always  had 
a  kindness  for  exiles.  Who  knows  but  that  a  state  of  exile 
may  be  our  own  fate '  and  this  alien  is  sprung  from  a  race  as 
haughty  as  that  of  St.  John  or  of  Devereux.  The  res  an- 
gusto,  domi  must  gall  him  sorely ! " 

"  True, "  said  I,  slowly.  "  What  may  be  the  name  of  the 
foreigner?  " 

"  Why  —  complain  not  hereafter  that  I  do  not  trust  you  in 
state  matters  —  I  will  indulge  —  D' Alvarez —  Don  Diego,  — a 
hidalgo  of  the  best  blood  of  Andalusia;  and  not  unworthy  of  it, 
I  fancy,  in  the  virtues  of  fighting,  though  he  may  be  in  those 
of  council.  But  —  Heavens !  Devereux  —  you  seem  ill !  " 

"No,  no!     Have  you  ever  seen  this  man?"  t 

"Never." 

At  this  word  a  thrill  of  joy  shot  across  me,  for  I  knew  St. 
John's  fame  for  gallantry,  and  I  was  suspicious  of  the  motives 
of  his  visit. 

"St.  John,  I  know  this  Spaniard;  I  know  him  well,  and 

of  the  history  of  that  time.     That  negotiations  were  carried  on,  both  by 
Ilarley  and  by  St.  John,  very  largely,  and  very  closely,  I  need  not  say  that 
ihere  is  no  doubt. 
1  VauxhalL 
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intimately.  Could  you  not  commission  me  to  do  your  errand, 
and  deliver  your  caution?  Belief  from  me  he  might  accept; 
from  you,  as  a  stranger,  pride  might  forbid  it;  and  you  would 
really  confer  on  me  a  personal  and  essential  kindness,  if  you 
would  give  me  so  fair  an  opportunity  to  confer  kindness  upon 
him." 

"Very  well,  I  am  delighted  to  oblige  you  in  any  way. 
Take  his  direction ;  you  see  his  abode  is  in  a  very  pitiful  sub- 
urb. Tell  him  from  me  that  he  is  quite  safe  at  present;  but 
tell  him  also  to  avoid,  henceforth,  all  imprudence,  all  connec- 
tion with  priests,  plotters,  et  tous  ces  gens-la,  as  he  values 
his  personal  safety,  or  at  least  his  continuance  in  this  most 
hospitable  country.  It  is  not  from  every  wood  that  we  make 
a  Mercury,  nor  from  every  brain  that  we  can  carve  a  Mer- 
cury's genius  of  intrigue." 

"Nobody  ought  to  be  better  skilled  in  the  materials  requi- 
site for  such  productions  than  Mr.  Secretary  St.  John !  "  said 
1;  "and  now,  adieu." 

"Adieu,  if  you  will  not  ride  with  me.  We  meet  at  Sir 
William  Wyndham's  to-morrow." 

Masking  my  agitation  till  I  was  alone,  I  rejoiced  when  I 
found  myself  in  the  open  streets.  I  summoned  a  hackney- 
coach,  and  drove  as  rapidly  as  the  vehicle  would  permit  to 
the  petty  and  obscure  suburb  to  which  St.  John  had  directed 
me.  The  coach  stopped  at  the  door  of  a  very  humble  but  not 
absolutely  wretched  abode.  I  knocked  at  the  door.  A  woman 
opened  it,  and,  in  answer  to  my  inquiries,  told  me  that  the 
poor  foreign  gentleman  was  very  ill, — very  ill  indeed, — had 
suffered  a  paralytic  stroke, —  not  expected  to  live.  His 
daughter  was  with  him  now, — would  see  no  one, —  even  Mr. 
Barnard  had  been  denied  admission. 

At  that  name  my  feelings,  shocked  and  stunned  at  first  by 
the  unexpected  intelligence  of  the  poor  Spaniard's  danger, 
felt  a  sudden  and  fierce  revulsion.  I  combated  it.  "  This  is 
no  time,"  I  thought,  "for  any  jealous,  for  any  selfish,  emotion. 
If  I  can  serve  her,  if  I  can  relieve  her  father,  let  me  be  con- 
tented." —  "  She  will  see  me,"  I  said  aloud,  and  I  slipped  some 
money  in  the  woman's  hand.  "I  am  an  old  friend  of  the 
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family,  and  I  shall  not  be  an  unwelcome  intruder  on  the  sick- 
room of  the  sufferer." 

"Intruder,  sir,  —  bless  you,  the  poor  gentleman  is  quite 
speechless  and  insensible." 

At  hearing  this  I  could  refrain  no  longer.  Isora's  discon- 
solate, solitary,  destitute  condition  broke  irresistibly  upon 
me,  and  all  scruple  of  more  delicate  and  formal  nature  van- 
ished at  once.  I  ascended  the  stairs,  followed  by  the  old 
woman  —  she  stopped  me  by  the  threshold  of  a  room  on  the 
second  floor,  and  whispered  "  There  !  "  I  paused  an  instant, 
—  collected  breath  and  courage,  and  entered.  The  room  was 
partially  darkened.  The  curtains  were  drawn  closely  around 
the  bed.  By  a  table,  on  which  stood  two  or  three  phials  of 
medicine,  I  beheld  Isora,  listening  with  an  eager,  a  most 
eager  and  intent  face  to  a  man  whose  garb  betrayed  his  heal- 
ing profession,  and  who,  laying  a  finger  on  the  outstretched 
palm  of  his  other  hand,  appeared  giving  his  precise  instruc- 
tions, and  uttering  that  oracular  breath  which  —  mere  human 
words  to  him  —  was  a  message  of  fate  itself, —  a  fiat  on  which 
hung  all  that  makes  life  life  to  his  trembling  and  devout  lis- 
tener. Monarchs  of  earth,  ye  have  not  so  supreme  a  power 
over  woe  and  happiness  as  one  village  leech !  As  he  turned  to 
leave  her,  she  drew  from  a  most  slender  purse  a  few  petty 
coins,  and  I  saw  that  she  muttered  some  words  indicative  of 
the  shame  of  poverty,  as  she  tremblingly  tended  them  to  the 
outstretched  palm.  Twice  did  that  palm  close  and  open  on  the 
paltry  sum ;  and  the  third  time  the  native  instinct  of  the  heart 
overcame  the  later  impulse  of  the  profession.  The  limb  of 
Galen  drew  back,  and  shaking  with  a  gentle  oscillation  his 
capitalian  honours,  he  laid  the  money  softly  on  the  table,  and 
buttoning  up  the  pouch  of  his  nether  garment,  as  if  to  resist 
temptation,  he  pressed  the  poor  hand  still  extended  towards 
him,  and  bowing  over  it  with  a  kind  respect  for  which  I  did 
long  to  approach  and  kiss  his  most  withered  and  undainty 
cheek,  he  turned  quickly  round,  and  almost  fell  against  me  in 
the  abstracted  hurry  of  his  exit. 

"  Hush !  "  said  I,  softly.     "  What  hope  of  your  patient?  " 

The  leech  glanced  at  me  meaningly,  and  I  whispered  to 
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him  to  wait  for  me  below.  Isora  had  not  yet  seen  me.  It  is 
a  notable  distinction  in  the  feelings,  that  all  but  the  solitary 
one  of  grief  sharpen  into  exquisite  edge  the  keenness  of  the 
senses,  but  grief  blunts  them  to  a  most  dull  obtuseness.  I 
hesitated  now  to  come  forward;  and  so  I  stood,  hat  in  hand, 
by  the  door,  and  not  knowing  that  the  tears  streamed  down 
my  cheeks  as  1  fixed  my  gaze  upon  Isora.  She  too  stood 
still,  just  where  the  leech  had  left  her,  with  her  eyes  fixed 
upon  the  ground,  and  her  head  drooping.  The  right  hand, 
which  the  man  had  pressed,  had  sunk  slowly  and  heavily  by 
her  side,  with  the  small  snowy  fingers  half  closed  over  the 
palm.  There  is  no  describing  the  despondency  which  the 
listless  position  of  that  hand  spoke,  and  the  left  hand  lay 
with  a  like  indolence  of  sorrow  on  the  table,  with  one  finger 
outstretched  and  pointing  towards  the  phials,  just  as  it  had, 
some  moments  before,  seconded  the  injunctions  of  the  prim 
physician.  Well,  for  my  part,  if  I  were  a  painter  I  would 
come  now  and  then  to  a  sick  chamber  for  a  study. 

At  last  Isora,  with  a  very  quiet  gesture  of  self-recovery, 
moved  towards  the  bed,  and  the  next  moment  I  was  by  her 
side.  If  my  life  depended  on  it,  I  could  not  write  one,  no, 
not  one  syllable  more  of  this  scene. 


CHAPTEE  XL 

CONTAINING   MORE   THAN  ANY  OTHER   CHAPTER  IN  THE  SECOND 
BOOK    OF   THIS    HISTORY. 

MY  first  proposal  was  to  remove  the  patient,  with  all  due 
care  and  gentleness,  to  a  better  lodging,  and  a  district  more 
convenient  for  the  visits  of  the  most  eminent  physicians. 
When  I  expressed  this  wish  to  Isora,  she  looked  at  me  long 
and  wistfully,  and  then  burst  into  tears.  "  You  will  not  de- 
ceive us,"  said  she,  "and  I  accept  your  kindness  at  once, — 
from  him  I  rejected  the  same  offer." 
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"Him?  —  of  whom  speak  you?  —  this  Barnard,  or  rather  — 
but  I  know  him !  "  A  startling  expression  passed  over  Isora's 
speaking  face. 

"Know  him!"  she  cried,  interrupting  me,  "you  do  not, — 
you  cannot !  "  / 

"Take  courage,  dearest  Isora, —  if  I  may  so  dare  to  call 
you, —  take  courage:  it  is  fearful  to  have  a  rival  in  that  quar- 
ter ;  but  I  am  prepared  for  it.  This  Barnard,  tell  me  again, 
do  you  love  him?" 

"Love  — 0  God,  no!" 

"What  then?  do  you  still  fear  him? — fear  him,  too,  pro- 
tected by  the  unsleeping  eye  and  the  vigilant  hand  of  a  love 
like  mine?" 

"  Yes !  "  she"  said  falteringly,  "  I  fear  for  you  !  " 

"  Me ! "  I  cried,  laughing  scornfully,  "  me !  nay,  dearest, 
there  breathes  not  that  man  whom  you  need  fear  on  my  ac- 
count. But,  answer  me;  is  not  — " 

"For  Heaven's  sake,  for  mercy's  sake!"  cried  Isora,  ea- 
gerly, "do  not  question  me;  I  may  not  tell  you  who,  or 
what  this  man  is ;  I  am  bound,  by  a  most  solemn  oath,  never 
to  divulge  that  secret." 

"I  care  not,"  said  I,  calmly,  "I  want  no  confirmation  of 
my  knowledge :  this  masked  rival  is  my  own  brother ! " 

I  fixed  my  eyes  full  on  Isora  while  I  said  this,  and  she 
quailed  beneath  my  gaze:  her  cheek,  her  lips,  were  utterly 
without  colour,  and  an  expression  of  sickening  and  keen  an- 
guish was  graven  upon  her  face.  She  made  no  answer. 

"  Yes !  "  resumed  I,  bitterly,  "  it  is  my  brother, —  be  it  so,— 
I  am  prepared;  but  if  you  can,  Isora,  say  one  word  to  deny 
it." 

Isora's  tongue  seemed  literally  to  cleave  to  her  mouth ;  at 
last  with  a  violent  effort,  she  muttered,  "I  have  told  you, 
Morton,  that  I  am  bound  by  oath  not  to  divulge  this  secret; 
nor  may  I  breathe  a  single  syllable  calculated  to  do  so, —  if  I 
deny  one  name,  you  may  question  me  on  more, —  and,  there- 
fore, to  deny  one  is  a  breach  of  my  oath.  But,  beware !  "  she 
added  vehemently,  "  oh !  beware  how  your  suspicions  —  mere 
vague,  baseless  suspicions  —  criminate  a  brother ;  and,  above 
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all,  whomsoever  you  believe  to  be  the  real  being  under  this 
disguised  name,  as  you  value  your  life,  and  therefore  mine, — 
breathe  not  to  him  a  syllable  of  your  belief." 

I  was  so  struck  with  the  energy  with  which  this  was  said, 
that,  after  a  short  pause,  1  rejoined,  in  an  altered  tone, — 

"  I  cannot  believe  that  I  have  aught  against  life  to  fear  from 
a  brother's  hand;  but  I  will  promise  you  to  guard  against 
latent  danger.  But  is  your  oath  so  peremptory  that  you 
cannot  deny  even  one  name?  —  if  not,  and  you  can  deny 
this,  I  swear  to  you  that  I  will  never  question  you  upon 
another." 

Again  a  fierce  convulsion  wrung  the  lip  and  distorted  the 
perfect  features  of  Isora.  She  remained  silent  for  some  mo- 
ments, and  then  murmured,  "  My  oath  forbids  me  even  that 
single  answer:  tempt  me  no  more;  now,  and  forever,  I  am 
mute  upon  this  subject." 

Perhaps  some  slight  and  momentary  anger,  or  doubt,  or 
suspicion,  betrayed  itself  upon  my  countenance;  for  Isora, 
after  looking  upon  me  long  and  mournfully,  said,  in  a  quiet 
but  melancholy  tone,  "  I  see  your  thoughts,  and  I  do  not  re- 
proach you  for  them  —  it  is  natural  that  you  should  think  ill 
of  one  whom  this  mystery  surrounds,  — one  too  placed  under 
such  circumstances  of  humiliation  and  distrust.  I  have  lived 
long  in  your  country :  I  have  seen,  for  the  last  few  months, 
much  of  its  inhabitants ;  I  have  studied  too  the  works  which 
profess  to  unfold  its  national  and  peculiar  character:  I  know 
that  you  have  a  distrust  of  the  people  of  other  climates;  I 
know  that  you  are  cautious  and  full  of  suspicious  vigilance, 
even  in  your  commerce  with  each  other;  I  know,  too  [and 
Isora's  heart  swelled  visibly  as  she  spoke],  that  poverty  it- 
self, in  the  eyes  of  your  commercial  countrymen,  is  a  crime, 
and  that  they  rarely  feel  confidence  or  place  faith  in  those 
who  are  unhappy;  — why,  Count  Devereux,  why  should  I  re- 
quire more  of  you  than  of  the  rest  of  your  nation?  Why 
should  you  think  better  of  the  penniless  and  friendless  girl, 
the  degraded  exile,  the  victim  of  doubt, —  which  is  so  often 
the  disguise  of  guilt, — than  any  other,  any  one  even  among 
my  own  people,  would  think  of  one  so  mercilessly  deprived 
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of  all  the  decent  and  appropriate  barriers  by  which  a  maiden 
should  be  surrounded?  No  —  no:  leave  me  as  you  found  me; 
leave  my  poor  father  where  you  see  him;  any  place  will  do 
for  us  to  die  in." 

"Isora!"  I  said,  clasping  her  in  my  arms,  "you  do  not 
know  me  yet:  had  I  found  you  in  prosperity,  and  in  the 
world's  honour;  had  I  wooed  you  in  your  father's  halls,  and 
girt  around  with  the  friends  and  kinsmen  of  your  race, —  I 
might  have  pressed  for  more  than  you  will  now  tell  me;  I 
might  have  indulged  suspicion  where  I  perceived  mystery, 
and  I  might  not  have  loved  as  I  love  you  now !  Now,  Isora, 
in  misfortune,  in  destitution,  I  place  without  reserve  my 
whole  heart  —  its  trust,  its  zeal,  its  devotion  —  in  your  keep- 
ing; come  evil  or  good,  storm  or  sunshine,  I  am  yours,  wholly 
and  forever.  Reject  me  if  you  will,  I  will  return  to  you 
again;  and  never,  never  —  save  from  my  own  eyes  or  your 
own  lips  —  will  I  receive  a  single  evidence  detracting  from 
your  purity,  or,  Isora,  —  mine  own,  own  Isora, —  may  I  not 
add  also  —  from  your  love?  " 

"  Too,  too  generous ! "  murmured  Isora,  struggling  passion- 
ately with  her  tears,  "  may  Heaven  forsake  me  if  ever  I  am 
ungrateful  to  thee ;  and  believe  —  believe,  that  if  love  more 
fond,  more  true,  more  devoted  than  woman  ever  felt  before 
can  repay  you,  you  shall  be  repaid !  " 

Why,  at  that  moment,  did  my  heart  leap  so  joyously  within 
me?  —  why  did  I  say  inly, —  "The  treasure  I  have  so  long 
yearned  for  is  found  at  last :  we  have  met,  and  through  the 
waste  of  years,  we  will  work  together,  and  never  part  again  "  ? 
Why,  at  that  moment  of  bliss,  did  I  not  rather  feel  a  foretaste 
of  the  coming  woe?  Oh,  blind  and  capricious  Fate,  that 
gives  us  a  presentiment  at  one  while  and  withholds  it  at  an- 
other! Knowledge,  and  Prudence,  and  calculating  Foresight, 
what  are  ye?  —  warnings  unto  others,  not  ourselves.  Reason 
is  a  lamp  which  sheddeth  afar  a  glorious  and  general  light, 
but  leaveth  all  that  is  around  it  in  darkness  and  in  gloom. 
We  foresee  and  foretell  the  destiny  of  others :  we  march  cred- 
ulous and  benighted  to  our  own ;  and  like  Laocoon,  from  the 
very  altars  by  which  we  stand  as  the  soothsayer  and  the 
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priest,  creep  forth,  unsuspected  and  undreamt  of,  the  serpents 
which  are  fated  to  destroy  us ! 

That  very  day,  then,  Alvarez  was  removed  to  a  lodging  more 
worthy  of  his  birth,  and  more  calculated  to  afford  hope  of  his 
recovery.  He  bore  the  removal  without  any  evident  signs  of 
fatigue;  but  his  dreadful  malady  had  taken  away  both  speech 
and  sense,  and  he  was  already  more  than  half  the  property 
of  the  grave.  I  sent,  however,  for  the  best  medical  advice 
which  London  could  afford.  They  met,  prescribed,  and  left 
the  patient  just  as  they  found  him.  I  know  not,  in  the  pro- 
gress of  science,  what  physicians  may  be  to  posterity,  but  in 
my  time  they  are  false  witnesses  subpoenaed  against  death, 
whose  testimony  always  tells  less  in  favour  of  the  plaintiff 
than  the  defendant. 

Before  we  left  the  poor  Spaniard's  former  lodging,  and 
when  I  was  on  the  point  of  giving  some  instructions  to  the 
landlady  respecting  the  place  to  which  the  few  articles  of 
property  belonging  to  Don  Diego  and  Isora  were  to  be  moved, 
Isora  made  me  a  sign  to  be  silent,  which  I  obeyed.  "  Pardon 
me,"  said  she  afterwards;  "but  I  confess  that  I  am  anxious 
our  next  residence  should  not' be  known, —  should  not  be 
subject  to  the  intrusion  of  —  of  this  —  " 

"Barnard,  as  you  call  him.  I  understand  you;  be  it  so!" 
and  accordingly  I  enjoined  the  goods  to  be  sent  to  my  own 
house,  whence  they  were  removed  to  Don  Diego's  new  abode : 
and  I  took  especial  care  to  leave  with  the  good  lady  no  clew 
to  discover  Alvarez  and  his  daughter,  otherwise  than  through 
me.  The  pleasure  afforded  me  of  directing  Gerald's  atten- 
tion to  myself,  I  could  not  resist.  "  Tell  Mr.  Barnard,  when 
he  calls, "  said  I,  "  that  only  through  Count  Morton  Devereux 
will  he  hear  of  Don  Diego  d'Alvarez  and  the  lady  his 
daughter." 

"  I  will,  your  honour, "  said  the  landlady ;  and  then  looking 
at  me  more  attentively,  she  added:  "Bless  me!  now  when 
you  speak,  there  is  a  very  strong  likeness  between  yourself 
and  Mr.  Barnard." 

I  recoiled  as  if  an  adder  had  stung  me,  and  hurried  into  the 
coach  to  support  the  patient,  who  was  already  placed  there. 
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Now  then  my  daily  post  was  by  the  bed  of  disease  and  suf- 
fering: in  the  chamber  of  death  was  my  vow  of  love  ratified; 
and  in  sadness  and  in  sorrow  was  it  returned.  But  it  is  in 
such  scenes  that  the  deepest,  the  most  endearing,  and  the 
most  holy  species  of  the  passion  is  engendered.  As  I  heard 
Isora's  low  voice  tremble  with  the  suspense  of  one  who  watches 
over  the  hourly  severing  of  the  affection  of  Nature  and  of  early 
years;  and  as  I  saw  her  light  step  flit  by  the  pillow  which 
she  smoothed,  and  her  cheek  alternately  flush  and  fade,  in 
watching  the  wants  which  she  relieved;  as  I  marked  her 
mute,  her  unwearying  tenderness,  breaking  into  a  thousand 
nameless  but  mighty  cares,  and  pervading  like  an  angel's 
vigilance  every  —  yea,  the  minutest  —  course  into  which  it 
flowed, —  did  I  not  behold  her  in  that  sphere  in  which  woman 
is  most  lovely,  and  in  which  love  itself  consecrates  its  admi- 
ration and  purifies  its  most  ardent  desires?  That  was  not  a 
time  for  our  hearts  to  speak  audibly  to  each  other;  but  we 
felt  that  they  grew  closer  and  closer,  and  we  asked  not  for 
the  poor  eloquence  of  words.  But  over  this  scene  let  me  not 
linger. 

One  morning,  as  I  was  proceeding  on  foot  to  Isora's,  I  per- 
ceived on  the  opposite  side  of  the  way  Montreuil  and  Gerald : 
they  were  conversing  eagerly;  they  both  saw  me.  Montreuil 
made  a  slight,  quiet,  and  dignified  inclination  of  the  head: 
Gerald  coloured,  and  hesitated.  I  thought  he  was  about  to 
leave  his  companion  and  address  me;  but,  with  a  haughty 
and  severe  air,  I  passed  on,  and  Gerald,  as  if  stung  by  my 
demeanour,  bit  his  lip  vehemently  and  followed  my  example. 
A  few  minutes  afterwards  I  felt  an  inclination  to  regret  that 
I  had  not  afforded  him  an  opportunity  of  addressing  me.  "I 
might,"  thought  I,  "have  then  taunted  him  with  his  persecu- 
tion of  Isora,  and  defied  him  to  execute  those  threats  against 
me,  in  which  it  is  evident,  from  her  apprehensions  for  my 
safety,  that  he  indulged." 

I  had  not,  however,  much  leisure  for  these  thoughts.  When 
I  arrived  at  the  lodgings  of  Alvarez,  I  found  that  a  great 
change  had  taken  place  in  his  condition;  he  had  recovered 
speech,  though  imperfectly,  and  testified  a  return  to  sense.  I 
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flew  upstairs  with  a  light  step  to  congratulate  Isora:  she  met 
me  at  the  door.  "  Hush !  "  she  whispered :  "'  my  father  sleeps !  " 
But  she  did  not  speak  with  the  animation  I  had  anticipated. 

"What  is  the  matter,  dearest?"  said  I,  following  her  into 
another  apartment:  ."you  seem  sad,  and  your  eyes  are  red 
with  tears,  which  are  not,  methinks,  entirely  the  tears  of  joy 
at  this  happy  change  in  your  father.  " 

"I  am  marked  out  for  suffering,"  returned  Isora,  more 
keenly  than  she  was  wont  to  speak.  I  pressed  her  to  explain 
her  meaning;  she  hesitated  at  first,  but  at  length  confessed 
that  her  father  had  always  been  anxious  for  her  marriage 
with  this  soi-disant  Barnard,  and  that  his  first  words  on  his 
recovery  had  been  to  press  her  to  consent  to  his  wishes. 

"  My  poor  father, "  said  she,  weepingly,  "  speaks  and  thinks 
only  for  my  fancied  good;  but  his  senses  as  yet  are  only  re- 
covered in  part,  and  he  cannot  even  understand  me  when  I 
speak  of  you.  'I  shall  die,'  he  said,  'I  shall  die,  and  you 
will  be  left  on  the  wide  world ! '  I  in  vain  endeavoured  to 
explain  to  him  that  I  should  have  a  protector :  he  fell  asleep 
muttering  those  words,  and  with  tears  in  his  eyes." 

"Does  he  know  as  much  of  this  Barnard  as  you  do?  "  said  I. 

"Heavens,  no!  —  or  he  would  never  have  pressed  me  to 
marry  one  so  wicked." 

"Does  he  know  even  who  he  is?" 

"Yes!"  said  Isora,  after  a  pause;  "but  he  has  not  known 
it  long." 

Here  the  physician  joined  us,  and  taking  me  aside,  informed 
me  that,  as  he  had  foreboded,  sleep  had  been  the  harbinger 
of  death,  and  that  Don  Diego  was  no  more.  I  broke  the  news 
as  gently  as  I  could  to  Isora:  but  her  grief  was  far  more  vio- 
lent than  I  could  have  anticipated ;  and  nothing  seemed  to  cut 
her  so  deeply  to  the  heart  as  the  thought  that  his  last  wish 
had  been  one  with  which  she  had  not  complied,  and  could 
never  comply. 

I  pass  over  the  first  days  of  mourning :  I  come  to  the  one 
after  Don  Diego's  funeral.  I  had  been  with  Isora  in  the 
.morning;  I  left  her  for  a  few  hours,  and  returned  at  the  first 
dusk  of  evening  with  some  books  and  music,  which  I  vainly 
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hoped  she  might  recur  to  for  a  momentary  abstraction  from 
her  grief.  I  dismissed  my  carriage,  with  the  intention  of 
walking  home,  and  addressing  the  woman-servant  who  ad- 
mitted me,  inquired,  as  was  my  wont,  after  Isora.  "  She  has 
been  very  ill,"  replied  the  woman,  "ever  since  the  strange 
gentleman  left  her." 

"The  strange  gentleman?" 

Yes,  he  had  forced  his  way  upstairs,  despite  of  the  denial 
the  servant  had  been  ordered  to  give  to  all  strangers.  He 
had  entered  Isora's  room;  and  the  woman,  in  answer  to  my 
urgent  inquiries,  added  that  she  had  heard  his  voice  raised 
to  a  loud  and  harsh  key  in  the  apartment;  he  had  stayed 
there  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  had  then  hurried  out, 
seemingly  in  great  disorder  and  agitation. 

"What  description  of  man  was  he?  "  I  asked. 

The  woman  answered  that  he  was  mantled  from  head  to 
foot  in  his  cloak,  which  was  richly  laced,  and  his  hat  was 
looped  with  diamonds,  but  slouched  over  that  part  of  his  face 
which  the  collar  of  his  cloak  did  not  hide,  so  that  she  could 
not  further  describe  him  than  as  one  of  a  haughty  and  abrupt 
bearing,  and  evidently  belonging  to  the  higher  ranks. 

Convinced  that  Gerald  had  been  the  intruder,  I  hastened 
up  the  stairs  to  Isora.  She  received  me  with  a  sickly  and 
faint  smile,  and  endeavoured  to  conceal  the  traces  of  her 
tears. 

"So!"  said  I,  "this  insolent  persecutor  of  yours  has  dis- 
covered your  abode,  and  again  insulted  or  intimidated  you. 
He  shall  do  so  no  more!  I 'will  seek  him  to-morrow;  and 
no  affinity  of  blood  shall  prevent  — " 

"  Morton,  dear  Morton ! "  cried  Isora,  in  great  alarm,  and 
yet  with  a  certain  determination  stamped  upon  her  features, 
"  hear  me !  It  is  true  this  man  has  been  here ;  it  is  true  that, 
fearful  and  terrible  as  he  is,  he  has  agitated  and  alarmed  me : 
but  it  was  only  for  you,  Morton, — by  the  Holy  Virgin,  it  was 
only  for  you!  'The  moment,'  said  he,  and  his  voice  ran  shiv- 
eringly  through  my  heart  like  a  dagger,  'the  moment  Mor- 
ton Devereux  discovers  who  is  his  rival,  that  moment  his 
death-warrant  is  irrevocably  sealed ! '  " 
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"  Arrogant  boaster ! "  I  cried,  and  my  blood  burned  with 
the  intense  rage  which  a  much  slighter  cause  would  have  kin- 
dled from  the  natural  fierceness  of  my  temper.  "Does  he 
think  my  life  is  at  his  bidding,  to  allow  or  to  withhold?  Un- 
hand me,  Isora,  unhand  me !  I  tell  you  I  will  seek  him  this 
moment,  and  dare  him  to  do  his  worst !  " 

"Do  so,"  said  Isora,  calmly,  and  releasing  her  hold;  "do 
so;  but  hear  me  first-  the  moment  you  breathe  to  him  your 
suspicions  you  place  an  eternal  barrier  betwixt  yourself  and 
me !  Pledge  me  your  faith  that  you  will  never,  while  I  live 
at  least,  reveal  to  him  —  to  any  one  whom  you  suspect  —  your 
reproach,  your  defiance,  your  knowledge  —  nay,  not  even  your 
lightest  suspicion  —  of  his  identity  with  my  persecutor ;  prom- 
ise me  this,  Morton  Devereux,  or  I,  in  my  turn,  before  that 
crucifix,  whose  sanctity  we  both  acknowledge  and  adore, — 
that  crucifix  which  has  descended  to  my  race  for  three  un- 
broken centuries,  —  which,  for  my  departed  father,  in  the  sol- 
emn vow,  and  in  the  death-agony,  has  still  been  a  witness,  a 
consolation,  and  a  pledge,  between  the  soul  and  its  Creator, 
—  by  that  crucifix  which  my  dying  mother  clasped  to  her 
bosom  when  she  committed  me,  an  infant,  to  the  care  of  that 
Heaven  which  hears  and  records  forever  our  lightest  word, 
— I  swear  that  I  will  never  be  yours ! " 

"Isora!"  said  I,  awed  and  startled,  yet  struggling  against 
the  impression  her  energy  had  made  upon  me,  "you  know  not 
to  what  you  pledge  yourself,  nor  what  you  require  of  me. 
If  I  do  not  seek  out  this  man,  if  I  do  not  expose  to  him  my 
knowledge  of  his  pursuit  and  unhallowed  persecution  of  you, 
if  I  do  not  effectually  prohibit  and  prevent  their  continuance, 
think  well,  what  security  have  I  for  your  future  peace  of 
mind, —  nay,  even  for  the  safety  of  your  honour  or  your  life? 
A  man  thus  bold,  daring  and  unbaffled  in  his  pursuit,  thus 
vigilant  and  skilful  in  his  selection  of  time  and  occasion, —  so 
that,  despite  my  constant  and  anxious  endeavour  to  meet  him 
in  your  presence,  I  have  never  been  able  to  do  so, — from  a 
man,  I  say,  thus  pertinacious  in  resolution,  thus  crafty  in 
disguise,  what  may  you  not  dread  when  you  leave  him  utterly 
fearless  by  the  license  of  impunity?  Think  too,  again,  Isora, 
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that  the  mystery  dishonours  as  much  as  the  danger  menaces. 
Is  it  meet  that  my  betrothed  and  my  future  bride  should  be 
subjected  to  these  secret  and  terrible  visitations, — visitations 
of  a  man  professing  himself  her  lover,  and  evincing  the  vehe- 
mence of  his  passion  by  that  of  his  pursuit?  Isora  —  Isora  — 
you  have  not  weighed  these  things ;  you  know  not  what  you 
demand  of  me." 

"  I  do !  "  answered  Isora ;  "  I  do  know  all  that  I  demand  of 
you;  I  demand  of  you  only  to  preserve  your  life." 

"How,"  said  I,  impatiently,  "cannot  my  hand  preserve  my 
life?  and  is  it  for  you,  the  daughter  of  a  line  of  warriors,  to 
ask  your  lover  and  your  husband  to  shrink  from  a  single 
foe?" 

"No,  Morton,"  answered  Isora.  "Were  you  going  to  bat- 
tle, I  would  gird  on  your  sword  myself;  were,  too,  this  man 
other  than  he  is,  and  you  were  about  to  meet  him  in  open 
contest,  I  would  not  wrong  you,  nor  degrade  your  betrothed, 
by  a  fear.  But  I  know  my  persecutor  well, —  fierce,  unre- 
lenting,—  dreadful  in  his  dark  and  ungovernable  passions  as 
he  is,  he  has  not  the  courage  to  confront  you:  I  fear  not  the 
open  foe,  but  the  lurking  and  sure  assassin.  His  very  ear- 
nestness to  avoid  you,  the  precautions  he  has  taken,  are  alone 
sufficient  to  convince  you  that  he  dreads  personally  to  oppose 
your  claim  or  to  vindicate  himself." 

"  Then  what  have  I  to  fear?  " 

"Everything!  Do  you  not  know  that  from  men,  at  once 
fierce,  crafty,  and  shrinking  from  bold  violence,  the  stuff  for 
assassins  is  always  made?  And  if  I  wanted  surer  proof  of 
his  designs  than  inference,  his  oath  —  it  rings  in  my  ears  now 
—  is  sufficient.  'The  moment  Morton  Devereux  discovers 
who  is  his  rival,  that  moment  his  death-warrant  is  irrevoca- 
bly sealed.'  Morton,  I  demand  your  promise;  or,  though  my 
heart  break,  I  will  record  my  own  vow." 

"Stay  —  stay,"  I  said,  in  anger,  and  in  sorrow:  "were  I  to 
promise  this,  and  for  my  own  safety  hazard  yours,  what 
could  you  deem  me?" 

"Fear  not  for  me,  Morton,"  answered  Isora;  "you  have  no 
cause.  I  tell  you  that  this  man,  villain  as  he  is,  ever  leaves 
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me  humbled  and  abased.  Do  not  think  that  in  all  times,  and 
all  scenes,  I  am  the  foolish  and  weak  creature  you  behold  me 
now.  Remember  that  you  said  rightly  I  was  the  daughter 
of  a  line  of  warriors ;  and  I  have  that  within  me  which  will 
not  shame  my  descent." 

"But,  dearest,  your  resolution  may  avail  you  for  a  time; 
but  it  cannot  forever  baffle  the  hardened  nature  of  a  man. 
I  know  my  own  sex,  and  I  know  my  own  ferocity,  were  it 
once  aroused." 

"But,  Morton,  you  do  not  know  me,"  said  Isora,  proudly, 
and  her  face,  as  she  spoke,  was  set,  and  even  stern :  "  I  am 
only  the  coward  when  I  think  of  you;  a  word  —  a  look  of 
mine  —  can  abash  this  man;  or,  if  it  could  not,  I  am  never 
without  a  weapon  to  defend  myself,  or  —  or  —  "  Isora's  voice, 
before  firm  and  collected,  now  faltered,  and  a  deep  blush 
flowed  over  the  marble  paleness  of  her  face. 

"  Or  what?  "  said  I,  anxiously. 

"  Or  thee,  Morton ! "  murmured  Isora,  tenderly,  and  with- 
drawing her  eyes  from  mine. 

The  tone,  the  look  that  accompanied  these  words,  melted 
me  at  once.  I  rose, —  I  clasped  Isora  to  my  heart. 

"You  are  a  strange  compound,  my  own  fairy  queen;  but 
these  lips,  this  cheek,  those  eyes,  are  not  fit  features  for  a 
heroine." 

"  Morton,  if  I  had  less  determination  in  my  heart,  I  could 
not  love  you  so  well." 

"But  tell  me,"  I  whispered,  with  a  smile,  "where  is  this 
weapon  on  which  you  rely  so  strongly?" 

"  Here !  "  answered  Isora,  blushingly ;  and,  extricating  her- 
self from  me,  she  showed  me  a  small  two-edged  dagger, 
which  she  wore  carefully  concealed  between  the  folds  of  her 
dress.  I  looked  over  the  bright,  keen  blade,  with  surprise, 
and  yet  with  pleasure,  at  the  latent  resolution  of  a  character 
seemingly  so  soft.  I  say  with  pleasure,  for  it  suited  weK 
with  my  own  fierce  and  wild  temper.  I  returned  the  weapon 
to  her,  with  a  smile  and  a  jest. 

"  Ah ! "  said  Isora,  shrinking  from  my  kiss,  "  I  should  i?ot 
have  been  so  bold,  if  I  only  feared  danger  for  myself." 
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But  if,  for  a  moment,  we  forgot,  in  the  gushings  of  oni 
affection,  the  object  of  our  converse  and  dispute,  we  soon  re- 
turned to  it  again.  Isora  was  the  first  to  recur  to  it.  She 
reminded  me  of  the  promise  she  required ;  and  she  spoke  with 
a  seriousness  and  a  solemnity  which  I  found  myself  scarcely 
able  to  resist. 

"But,"  I  said,  "if  he  ever  molest  you  hereafter;  if  again  I 
find  that  bright  cheek  blanched,  and  those  dear  eyes  dimmed 
with  tears ;  and  I  know  that,  in  my  own  house,  some  one  has 
dared  thus  to  insult  its  queen, —  am  I  to  be  still  torpid  and 
inactive,  lest  a  dastard  and  craven  hand  should  avenge  my 
assertion  of  your  honour  and  mine?" 

"No,  Morton;  after  our  marriage,  whenever  that  be,  you 
will  have  nothing  to  apprehend  from  him  on  the  same  ground 
as  before ;  my  fear  for  you,  too,  will  not  be  what  it  is  now ; 
your  honour  will  be  bound  in  mine,  and  nothing  shall  induce 
me  to  hazard  it, —  no,  not  even  your  safety.  I  have  every 
reason  to  believe  that,  after  that  event,  he  will  subject  me  no 
longer  to  his  insults:  how,  indeed,  can  he,  under  your  per- 
petual protection?  or,  for  what  cause  should  he  attempt  it, 
if  he  could?  I  shall  be  then  yours, —  only  and  ever  yours; 
what  hope  could,  therefore,  then  nerve  his  hardihood  or  in« 
stigate  his  intrusions?  Trust  to  me  at  that  time,  and  suffer 
me  to  —  nay,  I  repeat,  promise  me  that  I  may  —  trust  in  you 
now ! " 

What  could  I  do?  I  still  combated  her  wish  and  her  re- 
quest; but  her  steadiness  and  rigidity  of  purpose  made  me, 
though  reluctantly,  yield  to  them  at  last.  So  sincere,  and 
so  stern,  indeed,  appeared  her  resolution,  that  I  feared,  by 
refusal,  that  she  would  take  the  rash  oath  that  would  sepa- 
rate us  forever.  Added  to  this,  I  felt  in  her  that  confidence 
which,  I  am  apt  to  believe,  is  far  more  akin  to  the  latter 
stages  of  real  love  than  jealousy  and  mistrust;  and  I  could 
not  believe  that  either  now,  or,  still  less  after  our  nuptials, 
she  would -risk  aught  of  honour,  or  the  seemings  of  honour, 
from  a  visionary  and  superstitious  fear.  In  spite,  therefore, 
of  my  deep  and  keen  interest  in  the  thorough  discovery  of 
this  mysterious  persecution;  and,  still  more,  in  the  preven- 
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tion  of  all  future  designs  from  his  audacity,  I  constrained 
myself  to  promise  her  that  I  would  on  no  account  seek  out 
the  person  I  suspected,  or  wilfully  betray  to  him  by  word  or 
deed  my  belief  of  his  identity  with  Barnard. 

Though  greatly  dissatisfied  with  my  self-compulsion,  I 
strove  to  reconcile  myself  to  its  idea.  Indeed,  there  was 
much  in  the  peculiar  circumstances  of  Isora,  much  in  the 
freshness  of  her  present  affliction,  much  in  the  unfriended 
and  utter  destitution  of  her  situation,  that,  while  on  the  one 
hand,  it  called  forth  her  pride,  and  made  stubborn  that 
temper  which  was  naturally  so  gentle  and  so  soft;  on  the 
other  hand,  made  me  yield  even  to  wishes  that  I  thought  un- 
reasonable, and  consider  rather  the  delicacy  and  deference  due 
to  her  condition,  than  insist  upon  the  sacrifices  which,  in  more 
fortunate  circumstances,  I  might  have  imagined  due  to  my- 
self. Still  more  indisposed  to  resist  her  wish  and  expose 
myself  to  its  penalty  was  I,  when  I  considered  her  desire  was 
the  mere  excess  and  caution  of  her  love,  and  when  I  felt  that 
she  spoke  sincerely  when  she  declared  that  it  was  only  for 
me  that  she  was  the  coward.  Nevertheless,  and  despite  all 
these  considerations,  it  was  with  a  secret  discontent  that  I 
took  my  leave  of  her,  and  departed  homeward. 

I  had  just  reached  the  end  of  the  street  where  the  house 
was  situated,  when  I  saw  there,  very  imperfectly,  for  the 
night  was  extremely  dark,  the  figure  of  a  man  entirely  envel- 
oped in  a  long  cloak,  such  as  was  commonly  worn  by  gallants 
in  affairs  of  secrecy  or  intrigue ;  and,  in  the  pale  light  of  a 
single  lamp  near  which  he  stood,  something  like  the  bril- 
liance of  gems  glittered  on  the  large  Spanish  hat  which  over- 
hung his  brow.  I  immediately  recalled  the  description  the 
woman  had  given  me  of  Barnard's  dress,  and  the  thought 
flashed  across  me  that  it  was  he  whom  I  beheld.  "At  all 
events,"  thought  I,  "I  may  confirm  my  doubts,  if  I  may  not 
communicate  them,  and  I  may  watch  over  her  safety  if  I  may 
not  avenge  her  injuries."  I  therefore  took  advantage  of  my 
knowledge  of  the  neighbourhood,  passed  the  stranger  with  a 
quick  step,  and  then,  running  rapidly,  returned  by  a  cir- 
ouitous  route  to  the  mouth  of  a  narrow  and  dark  street,  which 

11  . 
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was  exactly  opposite  to  Isora's  house.  Here  I  concealed  my- 
self by  a  projecting  porch,  and  I  had  not  waited  long  before  I 
saw  the  dim  form  of  the  stranger  walk  slowly  by  the  house. 
He  passed  it  three  or  four  times,  and  each  time  I  thought  — 
though  the  darkness  might  deceive  me  —  that  he  looked  up  to 
the  windows.  He  made,  however,  no  attempt  at  admission, 
and  appeared  as  if  he  had  no  other  object  than  that  of  watch- 
ing by  the  house.  Wearied  and  impatient  at  last,  I  came 
from  my  concealment.  "I  may  confirm  my  suspicions,"  I 
repeated,  recurring  to  my  oath,  and  I  walked  straight  towards 
the  stranger. 

"Sir,"  I  said  very  calmly,  "I  am  the  last  person  in  the 
world  to  interfere  with  the  amusements  of  any  other  gentle- 
man; but  I  humbly  opine  that  no  man  can  parade  by  this 
house  upon  so  very  cold  a  night,  without  giving  just  ground 
for  suspicion  to  the  friends  of  its  inhabitants.  I  happen  to 
be  among  that  happy  number;  and  I  therefore,  with  all  due 
humility  and  respect,  venture  to  request  you  to  seek  some 
other  spot  for  your  nocturnal  perambulations." 

I  made  this  speech  purposely  prolix,  in  order  to  have  time 
fully  to  reconnoitre  the  person  of  the  one  I  addressed.  The 
dusk  of  the  night,  and  the  loose  garb  of  the  stranger>  certainly 
forbade  any  decided  success  to  this  scrutiny ;  but  methought 
the  figure  seemed,  despite  of  my  prepossessions,  to  want  the 
stately  height  and  grand  proportions  of  Gerald  Devereux.  I 
must  own,  however,  that  the  necessary  inexactitude  of  my 
survey  rendered  this  idea  without  just  foundation,  and  did 
not  by  any  means  diminish  my  firm  impression  that  it  was 
Gerald  whom  I  beheld.  While  I  spoke,  he  retreated  with  a 
quick  step,  but  made  no  answer.  I  pressed  upon  him:  he 
backed  with  a  still  quicker  step;  and  when  I  had  ended,  he 
fairly  turned  round,  and  made  at  full  speed  along  the  dark 
street  in  which  I  had  fixed  my  previous  post  of  watch.  I  fled 
after  him,  with  a  step  as  fleet  as  his  own:  his  cloak  encum- 
bered his  flight;  I  gained  upon  him  sensibly;  he  turned  a 
sharp  corner,  threw  me  out,  and  entered  into  a  broad  thor- 
oughfare. As  I  sped  after  him,  Bacchanalian  voices  burst 
upon  my  ear,  and  presently  a  large  band  of  those  young  men 
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who,  under  the  name  of  Mohawks,  were  wont  to  scour  the 
town  nightly,  and,  sword  in  hand,  to  exercise  their  love  of 
riot  under  the  disguise  of  party  zeal,  became  visible  in  the 
middle  of  the  street.  Through  them  my  fugitive  dashed 
headlong,  and,  profiting  by  their  surprise,  escaped  unmo- 
lested. I  attempted  to  follow  with  equal  speed,  but  was  less 
successful.  "  Hallo !  "  cried  the  foremost  of  the  group,  plac- 
ing himself  in  my  way. 

"No  such  haste!  Art  Whig  or  Tory?  Under  which  king, 
Bezonian?  speak  or  die!  " 

"  Have  a  care,  Sir, "  said  I,  fiercely,  drawing  my  sword. 

"Treason,  treason!  "  cried  the  speaker,  confronting  me  with 
equal  readiness.  "Have  a  care,  indeed!  have  at  thee." 

"Ha!"  cried  another,  "'tis  a  Tory;  'tis  the  Secretary's 
popish  friend,  Devereux:  pike  him,  pike  him." 

I  had  already  run  my  opponent  through  the  sword  arm, 
and  was  in  hopes  that  this  act  would  intimidate  the  rest,  and 
allow  my  escape ;  but  at  the  sound  of  my  name  and  political 
bias,  coupled  with  the  drawn  blood  of  their  confederate,  the 
patriots  rushed  upon  me  with  that  amiable  fury  generally 
characteristic  of  all  true  lovers  of  their  country.  Two  swords 
passed  through  my  body  simultaneously,  and  I  fell  bleeding 
and  insensible  to  the  ground.  When  I  recovered  I  was  in 
my  own  apartments,  whither  two  of  the  gentler  Mohawks 
had  conveyed  me:  the  surgeons  were  by  my  bedside;  I 
groaned  audibly  when  I  saw  them.  If  there  is  a  thing  in  the 
world  I  hate,  it  is  in  any  shape  the  disciples  of  Hermes ;  they 
always  remind  me  of  that  Indian  people  (the  Padsei,  I  think) 
mentioned  by  Herodotus,  who  sustained  themselves  by  de- 
vouring the  sick.  "All  is  well,"  said  one,  when  my  groan 
was  heard.  "He  will  not  die,"  said  another.  "At  least  not 
till  we  have  had  more  fees,"  said  a  third,  more  candid  than 
the  rest.  And  thereupon  they  seized  me  and  began  torturing 
my  wounds  anew,  till  I  fainted  away  with  the  pain.  However, 
the  next  day  I  was  declared  out  of  immediate  danger;  and  the 
first  proof  I  gave  of  my  convalescence  was  to  make  Desmarais 
discharge  four  surgeons  out  of  five :  the  remaining  one  I  thought 
my  youth  and  constitution  might  enable  me  to  endure. 
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That  very  evening,  as  I  was  turning  restlessly  in  my  bed, 
and  muttering  with  parched  lips  the  name  of  "  Isora, "  I  saw 
by  my  side  a  figure  covered  from  head  to  foot  in  a  long  veil, 
and  a  voice,  low,  soft,  but  thrilling  through  my  heart  like  a 
new  existence,  murmured,  "  She  is  here !  " 

I  forgot  my  wounds ;  I  forgot  my  pain  and  my  debility ;  I 
sprang  upwards:  the  stranger  drew  aside  the  veil  from  her 
countenance,  and  I  beheld  Isora! 

"  Yes ! "  said  she,  in  her  own  liquid  and  honeyed  accents, 
which  fell  like  balm  upon  my  wound  and  my  spirit,  "  yes, 
she  whom  you  have  hitherto  tended  is  come,  in  her  turn,  to 
render  some  slight  but  woman's  services  to  you.  She  has 
come  to  nurse,  and  to  soothe,  and  to  pray  for  you,  and  to  be, 
till  you  yourself  discard  her,  your  handmaid  and  your  slave !  " 

I  would  have  answered,  but  raising  her  finger  to  her  lips, 
she  arose  and  vanished ;  but  from  that  hour  my  wound  healed, 
my  fever  slaked,  and  whenever  I  beheld  her  flitting  round 
my  bed,  or  watching  over  me,  or  felt  her  cool  fingers  wiping 
the  dew  from  my  brow,  or  took  from  her  hand  my  medicine 
or  my  food,  in  those  moments,  the  blood  seemed  to  make  a 
new  struggle  through  my  veins,  and  I  felt  palpably  within 
me  a  fresh  and  delicious  life  —  a  life  full  of  youth  and  pas- 
sion and  hope  —  replace  the  vaguer  and  duller  being  which  I 
had  hitherto  borne. 

There  are  some  extraordinary  incongruities  in  that  very 
mysterious  thing  sympathy.  One  would  imagine  that,  in  a 
description  of  things  most  generally  interesting  to  all  men, 
the  most  general  interest  would  be  found;  nevertheless,  I  be- 
lieve few  persons  would  hang  breathless  over  the  progressive 
history  of  a  sick-bed.  Yet  those  gradual  stages  from  danger 
to  recovery,  how  delightfully  interesting  they  are  to  all  who 
have  crawled  from  one  to  the  other !  and  who,  at  some  time 
or  other  in  his  journey  through  that  land  of  diseases  — civil- 
ized life  —  has  not  taken  that  gentle  excursion?  "I  would  be 
ill  any  day  for  the  pleasure  of  getting  well,"  said  Fontenelle 
to  me  one  morning  with  his  usual  naivete;  but  who  would  not 
be  ill  for  the  mere  pleasure  of  being  ill,  if  he  could  be  tended 
by  her  whom  he  most  loves? 
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I  shall  not  therefore  dwell  upon  that  most  delicious  period 
of  my  life, —  my  sick  bed,  and  my  recovery  from  it.  I  pass 
on  to  a  certain  evening  in  which  I  heard  from  Isora's  lips  the 
whole  of  her  history,  save  what  related  to  her  knowledge  of 
the  real  name  of  one  whose  persecution  constituted  the  little 
of  romance  which  had  yet  mingled  with  her  innocent  and 
pure  life.  That  evening  —  how  well  I  remember  it!  —  we 
were  alone ;  still  weak  and  reduced,  I  lay  upon  the  sofa  be- 
side the  window,  which  was  partially  open,  and  the  still  air 
of  an  evening  in  the  first  infancy  of  spring  came  fresh,  and 
fraught  as  it  were  with  a  prediction  of  the  glowing  woods 
and  the  reviving  verdure,  to  my  cheek.  The  stars,  one  by 
one,  kindled,  as  if  born  of  Heaven  and  Twilight,  into  their 
nightly  being;  and,  through  the  vapour  and  thick  ether  of 
the  dense  city,  streamed  their  most  silent  light,  holy  and 
pure,  and  resembling  that  which  the  Divine  Mercy  sheds 
upon  the  gross  nature  of  mankind.  But,  shadowy  and  calm, 
their  rays  fell  full  upon  the  face  of  Isora,  as  she  lay  on  the 
ground  beside  my  couch,  and  with  one  hand  surrendered  to 
my  clasp,  looked  upward  till,  as  she  felt  my  gaze,  she  turned 
her  cheek  blushingly  away.  There  was  quiet  around  and 
above  us;  but  beneath  the  window  we  heard  at  times  the 
sounds  of  the  common  earth,  and  then  insensibly  our  hands 
knit  into  a  closer  clasp,  and  we  felt  them  thrill  more  palpably 
to  our  hearts ;  for  those  sounds  reminded  us  both  of  our  exist- 
ence and  of  our  separation  from  the  great  herd  of  our  race  I 

What  is  love  but  a  division  from  the  world,  and  a  blending 
of  two  souls,  two  immortalities  divested  of  clay  and  ashes, 
into  one?  it  is  a  severing  of  a  thousand  ties  from  whatever  is 
harsh  and  selfish,  in  order  to  knit  them  into  a  single  and  sa- 
cred bond!  Who  loves  hath  attained  the  anchorite's  secret; 
and  the  hermitage  has  become  dearer  than  the  world.  0 
respite  from  the  toil  and  the  curse  of  our  social  and  banded 
state,  a  little  interval  art  thou,  suspended  between  two  eterni- 
ties,—  the  Past  and  the  Future, —  a  star  that  hovers  between 
the  morning  and  the  night,  sending  through  the  vast  abyss 
one  solitary  ray  from  heaven,  but  too  far  and  faint  to  illu- 
mine, while  it  hallows  the  earth ! 
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There  was  nothing  in  Isora's  tale  which  the  reader  has  not 
already  learned  or  conjectured.  She  had  left  her  Andalusian 
home  in  her  early  childhood,  but  she  remembered  it  well,  and 
lingeringly  dwelt  over  it  in  description.  It  was  evident  that 
little,  in  our  colder  and  less  genial  isle,  had  attracted  her 
sympathy,  or  wound  itself  into  her  affection.  Nevertheless,  I 
conceive  that  her  naturally  dreamy  and  abstracted  character 
had  received  from  her  residence  and  her  trials  here  much  of 
the  vigour  and  the  heroism  which  it  now  possessed.  Brought 
up  alone,  music,  and  books  —  few,  though  not  ill-chosen,  for 
Shakspeare  was  one,  and  the  one  which  had  made  upon  her 
the  most  permanent  impression,  and  perhaps  had  coloured 
her  temperament  with  its  latent  but  rich  hues  of  poetry — 
constituted  her  amusement  and  her  studies. 

But  who  knows  not  that  a  woman's  heart  finds  its  fullest 
occupation  within  itself?  There  -  lies  its  real  study,  and 
within  that  narrow  orbit,  the  mirror  of  enchanted  thought  re- 
flects the  whole  range  of  earth.  Loneliness  and  meditation 
nursed  the  mood  which  afterwards,  with  Isora,  became  love 
itself.  But  I  do  not  wish  now  so  much  to  describe  her  char- 
acter as  to  abridge  her  brief  history.  The  first  English 
stranger  of  the  male  sex  whom  her  father  admitted  to  her  ac- 
quaintance was  Barnard.  This  man  was,  as  I  had  surmised, 
connected  with  him  in  certain  political  intrigues,  the  exact 
nature  of  which  she  did  not  know.  I  continue  to  call  him  by 
a  name  which  Isora  acknowledged  was  fictitious.  He  had 
not,  at  first,  by  actual  declaration,  betrayed  to  her  his  affec- 
tions :  though,  accompanied  by  a  sort  of  fierceness  which  early 
revolted  her,  they  soon  became  visible.  On  the  evening  in 
which  I  had  found  her  stretched  insensible  in  the  garden, 
and  had  myself  made  my  first  confession  of  love,  I  learned 
that  he  had  divulged  to  her  his  passion  and  real  name; 
that  her  rejection  had  thrown  him  into  a  fierce  despair;  that 
he  had  accompanied  his  disclosure  with  the  most  terrible 
threats  against  me,  for  whom  he  supposed  himself  rejected, 
and  against  the  safety  of  her  father,  whom  he  said  a  word  of 
his  could  betray,  and  her  knowledge  of  his  power  to  injure 
us  —  us  —  yes,  Isora  then  lured  me,  and  then  trembled  for 
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my  safety!  had  terrified  and  overcome  her;  and  that  in  the 
very  moment  in  which  my  horse's  hoofs  were  heard,  and  as 
the  alternative  of  her  non-compliance,  the  rude  suitor  swore 
deadly  and  sore  vengeance  against  Alvarez  and  myself,  she 
yielded  to  the  oath  he  prescribed  to  her, —  an  oath  that  she 
would  never  reveal  the  secret  he  had  betrayed  to  her,  or  suffer 
me  to  know  who  was  my  real  rival. 

This  was  all  that  I  could  gather  from  her  guarded  confi- 
dence; he  heard  the  oath  and  vanished,  and  she  felt  no  more 
till  she  was  in  my  arms ;  then  it  was  that  she  saw  in  the  love 
and  vengeance  of  my  rival  a  barrier  against  our  union;  and 
then  it  was  that  her  generous  fear  for  me  conquered  her  at- 
tachment, and  she  renounced  me.  Their  departure  from  the 
cottage  so  shortly  afterwards  was  at  her  father's  choice  and 
at  the  instigation  of  Barnard,  for  the  furtherance  of  their 
political  projects ;  and  it  was  from  Barnard  that  the  money 
came  which  repaid  my  loan  to  Alvarez.  The  same  person,  no 
doubt,  poisoned  her  father  against  me,  for  henceforth  Alvarez 
never  spoke  of  me  with  that  partiality  he  had  previously  felt. 
They  repaired  to  London:  her  father  was  often  absent,  and 
often  engaged  with  men  whom  she  had  never  seen  before ;  he 
was  absorbed  and  uncommunicative,  and  she  was  still  igno- 
rant of  the  nature  of  his  schemings  and  designs. 

At  length,  after  an  absence  of  several  weeks,  Barnard  reap- 
peared, and  his  visits  became  constant;  he  renewed  his  suit 
to  her  father  as  well  as  herself.  Then  commenced  that  do- 
mestic persecution,  so  common  in  this  very  tyrannical  world, 
which  makes  us  sicken  to  bear,  and  which,  had  Isora  been 
wholly  a  Spanish  girl,  she,  in  all  probability,  would  never 
have  resisted :  so  much  of  custom  is  there  in  the  very  air  of  a 
climate.  But  she  did  resist  it,  partly  because  she  loved  me, 
—  and  loved  me  more  and  more  for  our  separation, — and 
partly  because  she  dreaded  and  abhorred  the  ferocious  and 
malignant  passions  of  my  rival,  far  beyond  any  other  misery 
with  which  fortune  could  threaten  her.  "  Your  father  then 
shall  hang  or  starve  1 "  said  Barnard,  one  day  in  uncontrolla- 
ble frenzy,  and  left  her.  He  did  not  appear  again  at  the 
house.  The  Spaniard's  resources,  fed,  probably,  alone  by 
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Barnard,  failed.  From  house  to  house  they  removed,  till 
they  were  reduced  to  that  humble  one  in  which  I  had  found 
them.  There,  Barnard  again  sought  them;  there,  backed  by 
the  powerful  advocate  of  want,  he  again  pressed  his  suit,  and 
at  that  exact  moment  her  father  was  struck  with  the  numbing 
curse  of  his  disease.  "There  and  then,"  said  Isora,  candidly, 
"  I  might  have  yielded  at  last,  for  my  poor  father's  sake,  if 
you  had  not  saved  me." 

Once  only  (I  have  before  recorded  the  time)  did  Barnard 
visit  her  in  the  new  abode  I  had  provided  for  her,  and  the 
day  after  our  conversation  on  that  event  Isora  watched  and 
watched  for  me,  and  I  did  not  come.  From  the  woman  of 
the  house  she  at  last  learned  the  cause.  "  I  forgot, "  she  said 
timidly, —  and  in  conclusion,  "I  forgot  womanhood,  and  mod- 
esty, and  reserve;  I  forgot  the  customs  of  your  country,  the 
decencies  of  my  own ;  I  forgot  everything  in  this  world,  but 
you, — you  suffering  and  in  danger;  my  very  sense  of  exist- 
ence seemed  to  pass  from  me,  and  to  be  supplied  by  a  breath- 
less, confused,  and  overwhelming  sense  of  impatient  agony, 
which  ceased  not  till  I  was  in  your  chamber,  and  by  your 
side !  And  —  now,  Morton,  do  not  despise  me  for  not  having 
considered  more,  and  loved  you  less." 

"  Despise  you !  "  I  murmured,  and  I  threw  my  arms  around 
her,  and  drew  her  to  my  breast.  I  felt  her  heart  beat  against 
my  own :  those  hearts  spoke,  though  our  lips  were  silent,  and 
in  their  language  seemed  to  say,  "We  are  united  now,  and 
we  will  not  part." 

The  starlight,  shining  with  a  mellow  and  deep  stillness, 
was  the  only  light  by  which  we  beheld  each  other :  it  shone, 
the  witness  and  the  sanction  of  that  internal  voice,  which 
we  owned,  but  heard  not.  Our  lips  drew  closer  and  closer 
together,  till  they  met!  and  in  that  kiss  was  the  type  and 
promise  of  the  after  ritual  which  knit  two  spirits  into  one. 
Silence  fell  around  us  like  a  curtain,  and  the  eternal  Night, 
with  her  fresh  dews  and  unclouded  stars,  looked  alone  upon 
the  compact  of  our  hearts, —  an  emblem  of  the  eternity,  the 
freshness,  and  the  unearthly  though  awful  brightness  of  the 
love  which  it  hallowed  and  beheld! 
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CHAPTER  I. 

WHEREIN     THE     HISTORY     MAKES     GREAT      PROGRESS     AND     IS 
MARKED    BY   ONE    IMPORTANT   EVENT   IN    HUMAN    LIFE. 

SPINOZA  is  said  to  have  loved,  above  all  other  amusements, 
to  put  flies  into  a  spider's  web;  and  the  struggles  of  the  im- 
prisoned insects  were  wont  to  bear,  in  the  eyes  of  this  grave 
philosopher,  so  facetious  and  hilarious  an  appearance,  that 
he  would  stand  and  laugh  thereat  until  the  tears  "coursed  one 
another  down  his  innocent  nose."  Now  it  so  happened  that 
Spinoza,  despite  the  general  (and,  in  my  most  meek  opinion, 
the  just)  condemnation  of  his  theoretical  tenets,1  was,  in 
character  and  in  nature,  according  to  the  voices  of  all  who 
knew  him,  an  exceedingly  kind,  humane,  and  benevolent 
biped;  and  it  doth,  therefore,  seem  a  little  strange  unto  us 
grave,  sober  members  of  the  unphilosophical  Many,  that  the 
struggles  and  terrors  of  these  little  winged  creatures  should 
strike  the  good  subtleist  in  a  point  of  view  so  irresistibly 
ludicrous  and  delightful.  But,  for  my  part,  I  believe  that 
that  most  imaginative  and  wild  speculator  beheld  in  the  en- 
tangled flies  nothing  more  than  a  living  simile  —  an  animated 
illustration — of  his  own  beloved  vision  of  Necessity;  and 
that  he  is  no  more  to  be  considered  cruel  for  the  complacency 

1  One  ought,  however,  to  be  very  cautions  before  one  condemns  a  philoso- 
pher. The  master's  opinions  are  generally  pure :  it  is  the  conclusions  and 
corollaries  of  his  disciples  that  "  draw  the  honey  forth  that  drives  men  mad." 
Schlegel  seems  to  have  studied  Spinoza  de  fonte,  and  vindicates  him  very 
earnestly  from  the  charges  brought  against  him,  —  atheism,  etc.  —  ED. 
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with  which  he  gazed  upon  those  agonized  types  of  his  system 
than  is  Lucan  for  dwelling  with  a  poet's  pleasure  upon  the 
many  ingenious  ways  with  which  that  Grand  Inquisitor  of 
Verse  has  contrived  to  vary  the  simple  operation  of  dying. 
To  the  bard,  the  butchered  soldier  was  only  an  epic  ornament ; 
to  the  philosopher,  the  murdered  fly  was  only  a  metaphysical 
illustration.  For,  without  being  a  fatalist,  or  a  disciple  of 
Baruch  de  Spinoza,  I  must  confess  that  I  cannot  conceive  a 
greater  resemblance  to  our  human  and  earthly  state  than  the 
penal  predicament  of  the  devoted  flies.  Suddenly  do  we  find 
ourselves  plunged  into  that  Vast  Web, — the  World;  and  even 
as  the  insect,  when  he  first  undergoeth  a  similar  accident  of 
necessity,  standeth  amazed  and  still,  and'  only  by  little  and 
little  awakeneth  to  a  full  sense  of  his  situation;  so  also  at 
the  first  abashed  and  confounded,  we  remain  on  the  mesh  we 
are  urged  upon,  ignorant,  as  yet,  of  the  toils  around  us,  and 
the  sly,  dark,  immitigable  foe  that  lieth  in  yonder  nook,  al- 
ready feasting  her  imagination  upon  our  destruction.  Pres- 
ently we  revive,  we  stir,  we  flutter ;  and  Fate,  that  foe  —  the 
old  arch-spider,  that  hath  no  moderation  in  her  maw  —  now 
fixeth  one  of  her  many  eyes  upon  us,  and  giveth  us  a  partial 
glimpse  of  her  laidly  and  grim  aspect.  We  pause  in  mute 
terror ;  we  gaze  upon  the  ugly  spectre,  so  imperfectly  beheld ; 
the  net  ceases  to  tremble,  and  the  wily  enemy  draws  gently 
back  into  her  nook.  Now  we  begin  to  breathe  again;  we 
sound  the  strange  footing  on  which  we  tread ;  we  move  ten- 
derly along  it,  and  again  the  grisly  monster  advances  on  us ; 
again  we  pause;  the  foe  retires  not,  but  remains  still,  and 
surveyeth  us ;  we  see  every  step  is  accompanied  with  danger ; 
we  look  round  and  above  in  despair;  suddenly  we  feel  within 
us  a  new  impulse  and  a  ne~w  power !  we  feel  a  vague  sympathy 
with  that  unknown  region  which  spreads  beyond  this  great 
net, —  that  limitless  beyond  hath  a  mystic  affinity  with  a  part 
of  our  own  frame;  we  unconsciously  extend  our  wings  (for 
the  soul  to  us  is  as  the  wings  to  the  fly !) ;  we  attempt  to  rise, 
—  to  soar  above  this  perilous  snare,  from  which  we  are  una- 
ble to  crawl.  The  old  spider  watcheth  us  in  self -hugging 
quiet,  and,  looking  up  to  our  native  air,,  we  think. —  now 
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shall  we  escape  thee.  Out  on  it!  We  rise  not  a  hair's 
breadth :  we  have  the  wings,  it  is  true,  but  the  feet  are  fet^ 
tered.  We  strive  desperately  again :  the  whole  web  vibrates 
with  the  effort ;  it  will  break  beneath  our  strength.  Not  a  jot 
of  it!  we  cease;  we  are  more  entangled  than  ever!  wings, 
feet,  frame,  the  foul  slime  is  over  all!  where  shall  we  turn? 
every  line  of  the  web  leads  to  the  one  den, —  we  know  not, — 
we  care  not, —  we  grow  blind,  confused,  lost.  The  eyes  of 
our  hideous  foe  gloat  upon  us;  she  whetteth  her  insatiate 
maw ;  she  leapeth  towards  us ;  she  fixeth  her  fangs  upon  us ; 
and  so  endeth  my  parallel ! 

But  what  has  this  to  do  with  my  tale?  Ay,  Keader,  that 
is  thy  question ;  and  I  will  answer  it  by  one  of  mine.  When 
thou  hearest  a  man  moralize  and  preach  of  Fate,  art  thou  not 
sure  that  he  is  going  to  tell  thee  of  some  one  of  his  peculiar 
misfortunes?  Sorrow  loves  a  parable  as  much  as  mirth  loves 
a  jest.  And  thus  already  and  from  afar,  I  prepare  thee,  at 
the  commencement  of  this,  the  third  of  these  portions  into 
which  the  history  of  my  various  and  wild  life  will  be  divided, 
for  that  event  with  which  I  purpose  that  the  said  portion 
shall  be  concluded. 

It  is  now  three  months  after  my  entire  recovery  from  my 
wounds,  and  I  am  married  to  Isora! — married, —  yes,  but 
privately  married,  and  the  ceremony  is  as  yet  closely  con- 
cealed. I  will  explain. 

The  moment  Isora's  anxiety  for  me  led  her  across  the 
threshold  of  my  house  it  became  necessary  for  her  honour 
that  our  wedding  should  take  place  immediately  on  my  recov- 
ery :  so  far  I  was  decided  on  the  measure ;  now  for  the  method. 
During  my  illness,  I  received  a  long  and  most  affectionate 
letter  from  Aubrey,  who  was  then  at  Devereux  Court:  so 
affectionate  was  the  heart-breathing  spirit  of  that  letter,  so 
steeped  in  all  our  old  household  remembrances  and  boyish 
feelings,  that  coupled  as  it  was  with  a  certain  gloom  when  he 
spoke  of  himself  and  of  worldly  sins  and  trials,  it  brought 
tears  to  my  eyes  whenever  I  recurred  to  it;  and  many  and 
many  a  time  afterwards,  when  I  thought  his  affections  seemed 
estranged  from  me,  I  did  recur  to  it  to  convince  myself  that  I 
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was  mistaken.  Shortly  afterwards  I  received  also  a  brief 
epistle  from  my  uncle;  it  was  as  kind  as  usual,  and  it  men- 
tioned Aubrey's  return  to  Devereux  Court.  "That  unhappy 
boy,"  said  Sir  William,  "is  more  than  ever  devoted  to  his 
religious  duties ;  nor  do  I  believe  that  any  priest-ridden  poor 
devil  in  the  dark  ages  ever  made  such  use  of  the  scourge  and 
the  penance." 

Now,  I  have  before  stated  that  my  uncle  would,  I  knew,  be 
averse  to  my  intended  marriage ;  and  on  hearing  that  Aubrey 
was  then  with  him,  I  resolved,  in  replying  to  his  letter,  to 
entreat  the  former  to  sound  Sir  William  on  the  subject  I  had 
most  at  heart,  and  ascertain  the  exact  nature  and  extent  of 
the  opposition  I  should  have  to  encounter  in  the  step  I  was 
resolved  to  take.  By  the  same  post  I  wrote  to  the  good  old 
knight  in  as  artful  a  strain  as  I  was  able,  dwelling  at  some 
length  upon  my  passion,  upon  the  high  birth,  as  well  as  the 
numerous  good  qualities  of  the  object,  but  mentioning  not 
her  name;  and  I  added  everything  that  I  thought  likely  to 
enlist  my  uncle's  kind  and  warm  feelings  on  my  behalf. 
These  letters  produced  the  following  ones :  — 


FROM   SIR  WILLIAM  DEVEREUX. 

'Sdeath,  nephew  Morton,  —  but  I  won't  scold  thee,  though  thou 
deservest  it.  Let  me  see,  thou  art  now  scarce  twenty,  and  thou  talkest 
of  marriage,  which  is  the  exclusive  business  of  middle  age,  as  familiarly 
as  "  girls  of  thirteen  do  of  puppy-dogs."  Marry  !  —  go  hang  thyself 
rather.  Marriage,  my  dear  boy,  is  at  the  best  a  treacherous  proceeding ; 
and  a  friend  —  a  true  friend  —  will  never  counsel  another  to  adopt  it 
rashly.  Look  you :  I  have  had  experience  in  these  matters  ;  and,  I 
think,  the  moment  a  woman  is  wedded  some  terrible  revolution  happens 
in  her  system ;  all  her  former  good  qualities  vanish,  hey  presto  /  like 
eggs  out  of  a  conjuror's  box  ;  'tis  true  they  appear  on  t'other  side  of  the 
box,  the  side  turned  to  other  people,  but  for  the  poor  husband  they  are 
gone  forever.  Ods  fish,  Morton,  go  to !  I  tell  thee  again  that  I  have 
had  experience  in  these  matters  which  thou  never  hast  had,  clever  as 
thou  thinkest  thyself.  If  now  it  were  a  good  marriage  thou  wert  about 
to  make  ;  if  thou  wert  going  to  wed  power,  and  money,  and  places  at 
court,  —  why,  something  might  be  said  for  thee.  As  it  is,  there  is  no 
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excuse  —  none.  And  I  am  astonished  how  a  boy  of  thy  sense  could 
think  of  such  nonsense.  Birth,  Morton,  what  the  devil  does  that  signify 
so  long  as  it  is  birth  in  another  country  ?  A  foreign  damsel,  and  a 
Spanish  girl,  too,  above  all  others  I  'Sdeath,  man,  as  if  there  was  not 
quicksilver  enough  in  the  English  women  for  you,  you  must  make  a 
mercurial  exportation  from  Spain,  must  you !  Why,  Morton,  Morton, 
the  ladies  in  that  country  are  proverbial.  I  tremble  at  the  very  thought 
of  it.  But  as  for  my  consent,  I  never  will  give  it,  —  never  ;  and  though 
I  threaten  thee  not  with  disinheritance  and  such  like,  yet  1  do  ask 
something  in  return  for  the  great  affection  I  have  always  borne  thee ; 
and  I  make  no  doubt  that  thou  wilt  readily  oblige  me  in  such  a  trifle 
as  giving  up  a  mere  Spanish  donna.  So  think  of  her  no  more.  If  thou 
wantest  to  make  love,  there  are  ladies  in  plenty  whom  thou  needest  not 
to  marry.  And  for  my  part,  I  thought  that  thou  wert  all  in  all  with  the 
Lady  Hasselton  :  Heaven  bless  her  pretty  face !  Now  don't  think  I 
want  to  scold  thee  ;  and  don't  think  thine  old  uncle  harsh,  —  God  knows 
he  is  not,  —  but  my  dear,  dear  boy,  this  is  quite  out  of  the  question,  and 
thou  must  let  me  hear  no  more  about  it.  The  gout  cripples  me  so  that 
I  must  leave  off.  Ever  thine  old  uncle, 

WILLIAM  DEVEREUX. 

P.  S.  Upon  consideration,  I  think,  my  dear  boy,  that  thou  must  want 
money,  and  thou  art  "ever  too  sparing.  Messrs.  Child,  or  my  goldsmiths 
in  Aldcrsgate,  have  my  orders  to  pay  to  thy  hand's-writing  whatever 
thou  mayst  desire ;  and  I  do  hope  that  thou  wilt  now  want  nothing  to 
make  thee  merry  withal.  Why  dost  thou  not  write  a  comedy  ?  is  it  not 
the  mode  still  ? 


LETTER  FROM  AUBREY   DEVEREUX. 

I  have  sounded  my  uncle,  dearest  Morton,  according  to  your  wishes ; 
and  I  grieve  to  say  that  I  have  found  him  inexorable.  He  was  very 
much  hurt  by  your  letter  to  him,  and  declared  he  should  write  to  you 
forthwith  upon  the  subject.  I  represented  to  him  all  that  you  have  said 
upon  the  virtues  of  your  intended  bride  ;  and  I  also  insisted  upon  your 
clear  judgment  and  strong  sense  upon  most  points  being  a  sufficient 
surety  for  your  prudence  upon  this.  But  you  know  the  libertine  opin- 
ions and  the  depreciating  judgment  of  women  entertained  by  my  poor 
uncle ;  and  he  would,  I  believe,  have  been  less  displeased  with  the 
heinous  crime  of  an  illicit  connection  than  the  amiable  weakness  of  an 
imprudent  marriage  —  I  might  say  of  any  marriage  —  until  it  was  time 
to  provide  heirs  to  the  estate. 
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Here  Aubrey,  in  the  most  affectionate  and  earnest  manner, 
broke  off,  to  point  out  to  me  the  extreme  danger  to  my  inter- 
ests that  it  would  be  to  disoblige  my  uncle ;  who,  despite  his 
general  kindness,  would,  upon  a  disagreement  on  so  tender  a 
matter  as  his  sore  point,  and  his  most  cherished  hobby,  con- 
sider my  disobedience  as  a  personal  affront.  He  also  recalled 
to  me  all  that  my  uncle  had  felt  and  done  for  me;  and  in- 
sisted, at  all  events,  upon  the  absolute  duty  of  my  delaying, 
even  though  I  should  not  break  off,  the  intended  measure. 
Upon  these  points  he  enlarged  much  and  eloquently;  and  this 
part  of  his  letter  certainly  left  no  cheering  or  comfortable 
impression  upon  my  mind. 

Now  my  good  uncle  knew  as  much  of  love  as  L.  Mummius 
did  of  the  fine  arts,1  and  it  was  impossible  to  persuade  him 
that  if  one  wanted  to  indulge  the  tender  passion,  one  woman 
would  not  do  exactly  as  well  as  another,  provided  she  were 
equally  pretty.  I  knew  therefore  that  he  was  incapable,  on 
the  one  hand,  of  understanding  my  love  for  Isora,  or,  on  the 
other,  of  acknowledging  her  claims  upon  me.  I  had  not,  of 
course,  mentioned  to  him  the  generous  imprudence  which,  on 
the  news  of  my  wound,  had  brought  Isora  to  my  house :  for 
if  I  had  done  so,  my  uncle,  with  the  eye  of  a  courtier  of 
Charles  II.,  would  only  have  seen  the  advantage  to  be  derived 
from  the  impropriety,  not  the  gratitude  due  to  the  devotion ; 
neither  had  I  mentioned  this  circumstance  to  Aubrey, —  it 
seemed  to  me  too  delicate  for  any  written  communication; 
and  therefore,  in  his  advice  to  delay  my  marriage,  he  was 
unaware  of  the  necessity  which  rendered  the  advice  unavail 
ing.  Now  then  was  I  in  this  dilemma,  either  to  marry,  and 
that  instanter,  and  so,  seemingly,  with  the  most  hasty  and  the 
most  insolent  decorum,  incense,  wound,  and  in  his  interpreta- 
tion of  the  act,  contemn  one  whom  I  loved  as  I  loved  my 
uncle;  or,  to  delay  the  marriage,  to  separate  Isora,  and  to 
leave  my  future  wife  to  the  malignant  consequences  that 
would  necessarily  be  drawn  from  a  sojourn  of  weeks  in  my 

1  A  Roman  consul,  who,  removing  the  most  celebrated  remains  of  Grecian 
antiquity  to  Rome,  assured  the  persons  charged  with  conveying  them  that, 
if  they  injured  any,  they  should  make  others  to  replace  them. 
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house.  This  fact  there  was  no  chance  of  concealing;  servants 
have  more  tongues  than  Argus  had  eyes,  and  my  youthful  ex- 
travagance had  filled  my  whole  house  with  those  pests  of  soci- 
ety. The  latter  measure  was  impossible,  the  former  was  most 
painful.  Was  there  no  third  way?  —  there  was  that  of  a  pri- 
vate marriage.  This  obviated  not  every  evil;  but  it  removed 
many :  it  satisfied  my  impatient  love ;  it  placed  Isora  under  a 
sure  protection ;  it  secured  and  established  her  honour  the  mo- 
ment the  ceremony  should  be  declared;  and  it  avoided  the 
seeming  ingratitude  and  indelicacy  of  disobeying  my  uncle, 
without  an  effort  of  patience  to  appease  him.  I  should  have 
time  and  occasion  then,  I  thought,  for  soothing  and  persuad- 
ing him,  and  ultimately  winning  that  consent  which  I  firmly 
trusted  I  should  sooner  or  later  extract  from  his  kindness  of 
heart. 

That  some  objections  existed  to  this  mediatory  plan  was 
true  enough :  those  objections  related  to  Isora  rather  than  to 
myself,  and  she  was  the  first,  on  my  hinting  at  the  proposal, 
to  overcome  its  difficulties.  The  leading  feature  in  Isora's 
character  was  generosity ;  and,  in  truth,  I  know  not  a  quality 
more  dangerous  either  to  man  or  woman.  Herself  was  inva- 
riably the  last  human  being  whom  she  seemed  to  consider; 
and  no  sooner  did  she  ascertain  what  measure  was  the  most 
prudent  for  me  to  adopt,  than  it  immediately  became  that 
upon  which  she  insisted.  Would  it  have  been  possible  for 
me,  man  of  pleasure  and  of  the  world  as  I  was  thought  to  be, 
—  no,  my  good  uncle,  though  it  went  to  my  heart  to  wound 
thee  so  secretly,  it  would  not  have  been  possible  for  me,  even 
if  I  had  not  coined  my  whole  nature  into  love,  even  if  Isora 
had  not  been  to  me  what  one  smile  of  Isora's  really  was, —  it 
would  not  have  been  possible  to  have  sacrificed  so  noble  and 
so  divine  a  heart,  and  made  myself,  in  that  sacrifice,  a  wretch 
forever.  No,  my  good  uncle.  I  could  not  have  made  that 
surrender  to  thy  reason,  much  less  to  thy  prejudices.  But  if 
I  have  not  done  great  injustice  to  the  knight's  character,  I 
doubt  whether  the  youngest  reader  will  not  forgive  him  for 
a  want  of  sympathy  with  one  feeling,  when  they  consider 
how  susceptible  that  charming  old  man  was  to  all  others. 
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And  herewith  I  could  discourse  most  excellent  wisdom 
upon  that  mysterious  passion  of  love.  I  could  show,  by 
tracing  its  causes,  and  its  inseparable  connection  with  the 
imagination,  that  it  is  only  in  certain  states  of  society,  as 
well  as  in  certain  periods  of  life,  that  love  —  real,  pure,  high 
love  —  can  be  born.  Yea,  I  could  prove,  to  the  nicety  of  a 
very  problem,  that,  in  the  court  of  Charles  II.,  it  would  have 
been  as  impossible  for  such  a  feeling  to  find  root,  as  it  would 
be  for  myrtle  trees  to  effloresce  from  a  Duvillier  periwig. 
And  we  are  not  to  expect  a  man,  however  tender  and  affec- 
tionate he  may  be,  to  sympathize  with  that  sentiment  in  an- 
other, which,  from  the  accidents  of  birth  and  position,  nothing 
short  of  a  miracle  could  have  ever  produced  in  himself. 

We  were  married  then  in  private  by  a  Catholic  priest.  St. 
John,  and  one  old  lady  who  had  been  my  father's  godmother 
—  for  I  wished  for  a  female  assistant  in  the  ceremony,  and 
this  old  lady  could  tell  no  secrets,  for,  being  excessively 
deaf,  nobody  ever  talked  to  her,  and  indeed  she  scarcely  ever 
went  abroad  —  were  the  sole  witnesses.  I  took  a  small  house 
in  the  immediate  neighbourhood  of  London ;  it  was  surrounded 
on  all  sides  with  a  high  wall  which  defied  alike  curiosity  and 
attack.  This  was,  indeed,  the -sole  reason  which  had  induced 
me  to  prefer  it  to  many  more  gaudy  or  more  graceful  dwell- 
ings. But  within  I  had  furnished  it  with  every  luxury  that 
wealth,  the  most  lavish  and  unsparing,  could  procure. 
Thither,  under  an  assumed  name,  I  brought  my  bride,  and 
there  was  the  greater  part  of  my  time  spent.  The  people  I 
had  placed  in  the  house  believed  I  was  a  rich  merchant,  and 
this  accounted  for  my  frequent  absences  (absences  which  Pru- 
dence rendered  necessary),  for  the  wealth  which  I  lavished, 
and  for  the  precautions  of  bolt,  bar,  and  wall,  which  they 
imagined  the  result  of  commercial  caution. 

Oh  the  intoxication  of  that  sweet  Elysium,  that  Tadmor  in 
life's  desert, — the  possession  of  the  one  whom  we  have  first 
loved!  It  is  as  if  poetry,  and  music,  and  light,  and  the  fresh 
breath  of  flowers,  were  all  blended  into  one  being,  and  from 
that  being  rose  our  existence!  It  is  content  made  rapture, — 
nothing  to  wish  for,  yet  everything  to  feel!  Was  that  air 
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the  air  which  I  had  breathed  hitherto?  that  earth  the  earth 
which  I  had  hitherto  beheld?  No,  my  heart  dwelt  in  a  new 
world,  and  all  these  motley  and  restless  senses  were  melted 
into  one  sense,  —  deep,  silent,  fathomless  delight! 

Well,  too  much  of  this  species  of  love  is  not  fit  for  a  worldly 
tale,  and  I  will  turn,  for  the  reader's  relief,  to  worldly  affec- 
tions. From  my  first  reunion  with  Isora,  I  had  avoided  all 
the  former  objects  and  acquaintances  in  which  my  time  had 
been  so  charmingly  employed.  Tarleton  was  the  first  to 
suffer  by  my  new  pursuit.  "What  has  altered  you?"  said 
he;  "you  drink  not,  neither  do  you  play.  The  women  say 
you  are  grown  duller  than  a  Norfolk  parson,  and  neither  the 
Puppet  Show  nor  the  Water  Theatre,  the  Spring  Gardens 
nor  the  Ring,  Wills's  nor  the  Kit  Cat,  the  Mulberry  Garden 
nor  the  New  Exchange,  witness  any  longer  your  homage  and 
devotion.  What  has  come  over  you?  —  speak ! " 

"Apathy!" 

"Ah!  I  understand, —  you  are  tired  of  these  things;  pish, 
man!  —  go  down  into  the  country,  the  green  fields  will  revive 
thee,  and  send  thee  back  to  London  a  new  man !  One  would 
indeed  find  the  town  intolerably  dull,  if  the  country  were  not, 
happily,  a  thousand  times  duller :  go  to  the  country,  Count, 
or  I  shall  drop  your  friendship." 

"  Drop  it ! "  said  I,  yawning,  and  Tarleton  took  pet,  and 
did  as  I  desired  him.  Now  I  had  got  rid  of  my  friend  as 
easily  as  I  had  found  him, —  a  matter  that  would  not  have 
been  so  readily  accomplished  had  not  Mr.  Tarleton  owed  me 
certain  moneys,  concerning  which,  from  the  moment  he  had 
"dropped  my  friendship,"  good  breeding  effectually  prevented 
his  saying  a  single  syllable  to  me  ever  after.  There  is  no 
knowing  the  blessings  of  money  until  one  has  learned  to 
manage  it  properly! 

So  much,  then,  for  the  friend;  now  for  the  mistress.  Lady 
Hasselton  had,  as  Tarleton  hinted  before,  resolved  to  play  me 
a  trick  of  spite ;  the  reasons  of  our  rupture  really  were,  as  I 
had  stated  to  Tarleton,  the  mighty  effects  of  little  things. 
She  lived  in  a  sea  of  trifles,  and  she  was  desperately  angry  if 
her  lover  was  not  always  sailing  a  pleasure-boat  in  the  same 
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ocean.  Now  this  was  expecting  too  much  from  me,  and,  after 
twisting  our  silken  strings  of  attachment  into  all  manner  of 
fantastic  forms,  we  fell  fairly  out  one  evening  and  broke  the 
little  ligatures  in  two.  No  sooner  had  I  quarrelled  with  Tarle- 
ton  than  Lady  Hasselton  received  him  in  my  place,  and  a  week 
afterwards  I  was  favoured  with  an  anonymous  letter,  inform- 
ing me  of  the  violent  passion  which  a  certain  dame  de  la  cour 
had  conceived  for  me,  and  requesting  me  to  meet  her  at  an 
appointed  place.  I  looked  twice  over  the  letter,  and  discov- 
ered in  one  corner  of  it  two  g's  peculiar  to  the  caligraphy  of 
Lady  Hasselton,  though  the  rest  of  the  letter  (bad  spelling 
excepted)  was  pretty  decently  disguised.  Mr.  Fielding  was 
with  me  at  the  time.  "  What  disturbs  you?  "  said  he,  adjust- 
ing his  knee-buckles. 

"  Read  it !  "  said  I,  handing  him  the  letter. 

"  Body  of  me,  you  are  a  lucky  dog !  "  cried  the  beau.  "  You 
will  hasten  thither  on  the  wings  of  love. " 

"Not  a  whit  of  it,"  said  I;  "I  suspect  that  it  comes  from  a 
rich  old  widow  whom  I  hate  mortally." 

"  A  rich  old  widow !  "  repeated  Mr.  Fielding,  to  whose  eyes 
there  was  something  very  piquant  in  a  jointure,  and  who 
thought  consequently  that  there  were  few  virginal  flowers 
equal  to  a  widow's  weeds.  "A  rich  old  widow:  you  are 
right,  Count,  you  are  right.  Don't  go,  don't  think  of  it.  I 
cannot  abide  those  depraved  creatures.  Widow,  indeed, — 
quite  an  affront  to  your  gallantry." 

"Very  true,"  said  I.     "Suppose  you  supply  my  place?" 

"I'd  sooner  be  shot  first,"  said  Mr.  Fielding,  taking  his 
departure,  and  begging  me  for  the  letter  to  wrap  some  sugar 
plums  in. 

Need  I  add,  that  Mr.  Fielding  repaired  to  the  place  of  as- 
signation, where  he  received,  in  the  shape  of  a  hearty  drub- 
bing, the  kind  favours  intended  for  me?  The  story  was  now 
left  for  me  to  tell,  not  for  the  Lady  Hasselton;  and  that 
makes  all  the  difference  in  the  manner  a  story  is  told,  —  me 
narrante,  it  is  de  te  fabula  narratur;  te  narrante,  and  it  is  de 
me  fabula,  etc.  Poor  Lady  Hasselton!  to  be  laughed  at,  and 
have  Tarleton  for  a  lover! 


DEVEREUX.  179 

I  have  gone  back  somewhat  in  the  progress  of  my  history 
in  order  to  make  the  above  honourable  mention  of  my  friend 
and  my  mistress,  thinking  it  due  to  their  own  merits,  and 
thinking  it  may  also  be  instructive  to  young  gentlemen  who 
have  not  yet  seen  the  world  to  testify  the  exact  nature  and 
the  probable  duration  of  all  the  loves  and  friendships  they  are 
likely  to  find  in  that  Great  Monmouth  Street  of  glittering  and 
of  damaged  affections !  I  now  resume  the  order  of  narration. 

I  wrote  to  Aubrey,  thanking  him  for  his  intercession,  but 
concealing,  till  we  met,  the  measure  I  had  adopted.  I  wrote 
also  to  my  uncle,  assuring  him  that  I  would  take  an  early  op- 
portunity of  hastening  to  Devereux  Court,  and  conversing 
with  him  on  the  subject  of  his  letter.  And  after  an  interval 
of  some  weeks,  I  received  the  two  following  answers  from  my 
correspondents ;  the  latter  arrived  several  days  after  the 
former :  — 

FROM  AUBREY  DEVEREUX. 

I  am  glad  to  understand  from  your  letter,  unexplanatory  as  it  is,  that 
you  have  followed  my  advice.  I  will  shortly  write  to  you  more  at  large ; 
at  present  I  am  on  the  eve  of  my  departure  for  the  North  of  England, 
and  have  merely  time  to  assure  you  of  my  affection. 

AUBREY  DEVEREUX. 

P.  S.  Gerald  is  in  London ;  have  you  seen  him  ?  Oh,  this  world ! 
this  world  !  how  it  clings  to  us,  despite  our  education,  our  wishes,  our 
conscience,  our  knowledge  of  the  Dread  Hereafter  I 

LETTER  FROM  SIR   WILLIAM  DEVEREUX. 

MY  DEAR  NEPHEW,  —  Thank  thee  for  thy  letter,  and  the  new  plays 
thou  sentest  me  down,  and  that  droll  new  paper,  the  "  Spectator  :  "  it  is 
a  pretty  shallow  thing  enough,  —  though  it  is  not  so  racy  as  Rochester 
or  little  Sid  would  have  made  it ;  but  I  thank  thee  for  it,  because  it 
shows  thou  wast  not  angry  with  thine  old  uncle  for  opposing  thee  on  thy 
love  whimsies  (in  which  most  young  men  are  dreadfully  obstinate),  since 
thou  didst  provide  so  kindly  for  his  amusement.  Well,  but,  Morton,  I 
hope  thou  hast  got  that  crotchet  clear  out  of  thy  mind,  and  prithee  now 
don't  talk  of  it  when  thou  comest  down  to  see  me.  I  hate  conversations 
on  marriage  more  than  a  boy  does  flogging,  —  ods  fish,  I  do.  So  you 
must  humour  me  on  that  point  I 
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Aubrey  has  left  me  again,  and  I  am  quite  alone,  —  not  that  I  was 
much  better  off  when  he  was  here,  for  he  was  wont,  of  late,  to  shun  my 
poor  room  like  a  "lazar  house,"  and  when  I  spoke  to  his  mother  about  it, 
she  muttered  something  about  "  example  "  and  "  corrupting."  'Sdeath, 
Morton,  is  your  old  uncle,  who  loves  all  living  things,  down  to  poor 
Ponto  the  dog,  the  sort  of  man  whose  example  corrupts  youth  ?  As  for 
thy  mother,  she  grows  more  solitary  every  day ;  and  I  don't  know  how 
it  is,  but  I  am  not  so  fond  of  strange  faces  as  I  used  to  be.  'T  is  a  new 
thing  for  me  to  be  avoided  and  alone.  Why,  I  remember  even  little  Sid, 
who  had  as  much  vemon  as  most  men,  once  said  it  was  impossible  to  — 
Fie  now  —  see  if  I  was  not  going  to  preach  a  sermon  from  a  text  in 
favour  of  myself !  But  come,  Morton,  come,  I  long  for  your  face  again  : 
it  is  not  so  soft  as  Aubrey's,  nor  so  regular  as  Gerald's  ;  but  it  is  twice 
as  kind  as  either.  Come,  before  it  is  too  late  :  I  feel  myself  going  ;  and, 
to  tell  thee  a  secret,  the  doctors  tell  me  I  may  not  last  many  months 
longer.  Come,  and  laugh  once  more  at  the  old  knight's  stories.  Come, 
and  show  him  that  there  is  still  some  one  not  too  good  to  love  him. 
Come,  and  I  will  tell  thee  a  famous  thing  of  old  Rowley,  which  I  am 
too  ill  and  too  sad  to  tell  thee  now. 

WM.  DEVEREUX. 

Need  I  say  that,  upon  receiving  this  letter,  I  resolved, 
without  any  delay,  to  set  out  for  Devereux  Court?  I  sum- 
moned Desmarais  to  me;  he  answered  not  my  call:  he  was 
from  home, —  an  unfrequent  occurrence  with  the  necessitarian 
valet.  I  waited  his  return,  which  was  not  for  some  hours,  in 
order  to  give  him  sundry  orders  for  my  departure.  The  ex- 
quisite Desmarais  hemmed  thrice, —  "Will  Monsieur  be  so 
very  kind  as  to  excuse  my  accompanying  him?  "  said  he,  with 
his  usual  air  and  tone  of  obsequious  respect. 

"And  why?"  The  valet  explained.  A  relation  of  his  was 
in  England  only  for  a  few  days:  the  philosopher  was  most 
anxious  to  enjoy  his  society,  a  pleasure  which  fate  might  not 
again  allow  him. 

Though  I  had  grown  accustomed  to  the  man's  services,  and 
did  not  like  to  lose  him  even  for  a  time,  yet  I  could  not  refuse 
his  request;  and  I  therefore  ordered  another  of  my  servants 
to  supply  his  place.  This  change,  however,  determined  me 
to  adopt  a  plan  which  I  had  before  meditated;  namely,  the 
conveying  of  my  own  person  to  Devereux  Court  on  horseback, 
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and  sending  my  servant  with  my  luggage  in  my  post-chaise. 
The  equestrian  mode  of  travelling  is,  indeed  to  this  day,  the 
one  most  pleasing  to  me ;  and  the  reader  will  find  me  pursu- 
ing it  many  years  afterwards,  and  to  the  same  spot. 

I  might  as  well  observe  here  that  I  had  never  intrusted 
Desmarais  —  no,  nor  one  of  my  own  servants  —  with  the  se- 
cret of  my  marriage  with,  or  my  visits  to,  Isora.  I  am  a 
very  fastidious  person  on  those  matters ;  and  of  all  confidants, 
even  in  the  most  trifling  affairs,  I  do  most  eschew  those  by 
whom  we  have  the  miserable  honour  of  being  served. 

In  order,  then,  to  avoid  having  my  horse  brought  me  to 
Isora's  house  by  any  of  these  menial  spies,  I  took  the  steed 
which  I  had  selected  for  my  journey,  and  rode  to  Isora's  with 
the  intention  of  spending  the  evening  there,  and  thence  com- 
mencing my  excursion  with  the  morning  light. 


CHAPTER  II. 

LOVE;  PARTING;  A  DEATH-BED. — AFTER  ALL  HUMAN  NATURE 
IS  A  BEAUTIFUL  FABRIC;  AND  EVEN  ITS  IMPERFECTIONS 
ARE  NOT  ODIOUS  TO  HIM  WHO  HAS  STUDIED  THE  SCIENCE 
OF  ITS  ARCHITECTURE,  AND  FORMED  A  REVERENT  ESTIMATE 
OF  ITS  CREATOR. 

IT  is  a  noticeable  thing  how  much  fear  increases  love.  I 
mean  —  for  the  aphorism  requires  explanation  —  hr<v  much 
we  love  in  proportion  to  our  fear  of  losing  (or  even  to  our  fear 
of  injury  done  to)  the  beloved  object.  'T  is  an  instance  of 
the  reaction  of  the  feelings :  the  love  produces  the  fear,  and 
the  fear  reproduces  the  lo.ve.  This  is  one  reason,  among 
many,  why  women  love  so  much  more  tenderly  and  anxiously 
than  we  do ;  and  it  is  also  one  reason  among  many  why  fre- 
quent absences  are,  in  all  stages  of  love,  the  most  keen  ex- 
citers of  the  passion.  I  never  breathed,  away  from  Isora, 
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without  trembling  for  her  safety.  I  trembled  lest  this  Bar- 
nard, if  so  I  should  still  continue  to  call  her  persecutor, 
should  again  discover  and  again  molest  her.  Whenever  (and 
that  was  almost  daily)  I  rode  to  the  quiet  and  remote  dwell- 
ing I  had  procured  her,  my  heart  beat  so  vehemently,  and 
my  agitation  was  so  intense,  that  on  arriving  at  the  gate  I 
have  frequently  been  unable,  for  several  minutes,  to  demand 
admittance.  There  was,  therefore,  in  the  mysterious  danger 
which  ever  seemed  to  hang  over  Isora,  a  perpetual  irritation 
to  a  love  otherwise  but  little  inclined  to  slumber;  and  this 
constant  excitement  took  away  from  the  torpor  into  which 
domestic  affection  too  often  languishes,  and  increased  my 
passion  even  while  it  diminished  my  happiness. 

On  my  arrival  now  at  Isora' s,  I  found  her  already  stationed 
at  the  window,  watching  for  my  coming.  How  her  dark 
eyes  lit  into  lustre  when  they  saw  me !  How  the  rich  blood 
mantled  up  under  the  soft  cheek  which  feeling  had  refined 
of  late  into  a  paler  hue  than  it  was  wont,  when  I  first  gazed 
upon  it,  to  wear!  Then  how  sprang  forth  her  light  step  to 
meet  me!  How  trembled  her  low  voice  to  welcome  me! 
How  spoke,  from  every  gesture  of  her  graceful  form,  the  anx- 
ious, joyful,  all-animating  gladness  of  her  heart !  It  is  a  mel- 
ancholy pleasure  to  the  dry,  harsh  afterthoughts  of  later  life, 
to  think  one  has  been  thus  loved;  and  one  marvels,  when  one 
considers  what  one  is  now,  how  it  could  have  ever  been! 
That  love  of  ours  was  never  made  for  after  years!  It  could 
never  have  flowed  into  the  common  and  cold  channel  of  ordi- 
nary affairs!  It  could  never  have  been  mingled  with  the 
petty  cares  and  the  low  objects  with  which  the  loves  of  all 
who  live  long  together  in  this  sordid  and  most  earthly  earth 
are  sooner  or  later  blended!  We  could  not  have  spared  to 
others  an  atom  of  the  great  wealth  of  our  affection.  We  were 
misers  of  every  coin  in  that  boundless  treasury.  It  would 
have  pierced  me  to  the  soul  to  have  seen  Isora  smile  upon  an- 
other. I  know  not  even,  had  we  had  children,  if  I  should 
not  have  been  jealous  of  my  child!  Was  this  selfish  love? 
yes,  it  was,  intensely,  wholly  selfish ;  but  it  was  a  love  made 
so  only  by  its  excess ;  nothing  selfish  on  a  smaller  scale  pol- 
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luted  it.  There  was  not  on  earth  that  which  the  one  would 
not  have  forfeited  at  the  lightest  desire  of  the  other.  So 
utterly  were  happiness  and  Isora  entwined  together  that  I 
could  form  no  idea  of  the  one  with  which  the  other,  was  not 
connected.  Was  this  love  made  for  the  many  and  miry  roads 
through  which  man  must  travel?  Was  it  made  for  age,  or, 
worse  than  age,  for  those  cool,  ambitious,  scheming  years  that 
we  call  mature,  in  which  all  the  luxuriance  and  verdure  of 
things  are  pared  into  tame  shapes  that  mimic  life,  but  a  life 
that  is  estranged  from  Nature,  in  which  art  is  the  only  beauty 
and  regularity  the  only  grace?  No,  in  my  heart  of  hearts,  I 
feel  that  our  love  was  not  meant  for  the  stages  of  life  through 
which  I  have  already  passed;  it  would  have  made  us  misera- 
ble to  see  it  fritter  itself  away,  and  to  remember  what  it  once 
was.  Better  as  it  is !  better  to  mourn  over  the  green  bough 
than  to  look  upon  the  sapless  stem.  You  who  now  glance 
over  these  pages,  are  you  a  mother?  If  so,  answer  me  one 
question:  Would  you  not  rather  that  the  child  whom  you 
have  cherished  with  your  soul's  care,  whom  you  have  nur- 
tured at  your  bosom,  whose  young  joys  your  eyes  have  spar- 
kled to  behold,  whose  lightest  grief  you  have  wept  to  witness 
as  you  would  have  wept  not  for  your  own;  over  whose  pure 
and  unvexed  sleep  you  have  watched  and  prayed,  and,  as  it 
lay  before  you  thus  still  and  unconscious  of  your  vigil,  have 
shaped  out,  oh,  such  bright  hopes  for  its  future  lot,  —  would 
you  not  rather  that  while  thus  young  and  innocent,  not  a  care 
tasted,  not  a  crime  incurred,  it  went  down  at  once  into  the 
dark  grave?  Would  you  not  rather  suffer  this  grief,  bitter 
though  it  be,  than  watch  the  predestined  victim  grow  and 
ripen,  and  wind  itself  more  and  more  around  your  heart,  and 
when  it  is  of  full  and  mature  age,  and  you  yourself  are  stricken 
by  years,  and  can  form  no  new  ties  to  replace  the  old  that 
are  severed,  when  woes  have  already  bowed  the  darling  of 
your  hope,  whom  woe  never  was  to  touch,  when  sins  have 
already  darkened  the  bright,  seraph,  unclouded  heart  which 
sin  never  was  to  dim, — behold  it  sink  day  by  day  altered, 
diseased,  decayed,  into  the  tomb  which  its  childhood  had  in 
vain  escaped?  Answer  me:  would  not  the  earlier  fate  be  far 
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gentler  than  the  last?  And  if  you  have  known  and  wept 
over  that  early  tomb,  if  you  have  seen  the  infant  flower  fade 
away  from  the  green  soil  of  your  affections ;  if  you  have  missed 
the  bounding  step,  and  the  laughing  eye,  and  the  winning 
mirth  which  made  this  sterile  world  a  perpetual  holiday, — 
Mother  of  the  Lost,  if  you  have  known,  and  you  still  pine  for 
these,  answer  me  yet  again !  Is  it  not  a  comfort,  even  while 
you  mourn,  to  think  of  all  that  that  breast,  now  so  silent, 
has  escaped?  The  cream,  the  sparkle,  the  elixir  of  life,  it 
had  already  quaffed :  is  it  not  sweet  to  think  it  shunned  the 
wormwood  and  the  dregs?  Answer  me,  even  though  the  an- 
swer be  in  tears !  Mourner,  your  child  was  to  you  what  my 
early  and  only  love  was  to  me;  and  could  you  pierce  down, 
down  through  a  thousand  fathom  of  ebbing  thought,  to  the 
far  depths  of  my  heart,  you  would  there  behold  a  sorrow  and 
a  consolation  that  have  something  in  unison  with  your  own ! 

When  the  light  of  the  next  morning  broke  into  our  room, 
Isora  was  still  sleeping.  Have  you  ever  observed  that  the 
young,  seen  asleep  and  by  the  morning  light,  seem  much 
younger  even  than  they  are?  partly  because  the  air  and  the 
light  sleep  of  dawn  bring  a  fresher  bloom  to  the  cheek,  and 
partly,  because  the  careless  negligence  and  the  graceful  pos- 
tures exclusively  appropriated  to  youth,  are  forbidden  by  cus- 
tom and  formality  through  the  day,  and  developing  themselves 
unconsciously  in  sleep,  they  strike  the  eye  like  the  ease  and 
freedom  of  childhood  itself.  There,  as  I  looked  upon  Isora's 
tranquil  and  most  youthful  beauty,  over  which  circled  and 
breathed  an  ineffable  innocence, —  even  as  the  finer  and  subt- 
ler air,  which  was  imagined  by  those  dreamy  bards  who  kin- 
dled the  soft  creations  of  naiad  and  of  nymph,  to  float  around 
a  goddess, —  I  could  not  believe  that  aught  evil  awaited  one  for 
whom  infancy  itself  seemed  to  linger,  —  linger  as  if  no  elder 
shape  and  less  delicate  hue  were  meet  to  be  the  garment  of  so 
much  guilelessness  and  tenderness  of  heart.  I  felt,  indeed, 
while  I  bent  over  her,  and  her  regular  and  quiet  breath  came 
upon  my  cheek,  that  feeling  which  is  exactly  the  reverse  to 
a  presentiment  of  ill.  I  felt  as  if,  secure  in  her  own  purity, 
she  had  nothing  to  dread,  so  that  even  the  pang  of  parting 
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was  lost  in  the  confidence  which  stole  over  me  as  I  then 
gazed. 

I  rose  gently,  went  to  the  next  room,  and  dressed  myself;  I 
heard  my  horse  neighing  beneath,  as  the  servant  walked  him 
lazily  to  and  fro.  I  re-entered  the  bed-chamber  in  order  to 
take  leave  of  Isora;  she  was  already  up.  "What!"  said  I, 
"it  is  but  three  minutes  since  I  left  you  asleep,  and  I  stole 
away  as  time  does  when  with  you." 

"Ah!"  said  Isora,  smiling  and  blushing  too,  "but  for  my 
part.  I  think  there  is  an  instinct  to  know,  even  if  all  the 
senses  were  shut  up,  whether  the  one  we  love  is  with  us  or 
not.  The  moment  you  left  me,  I  felt  it  at  once,  even  in  sleep, 
and  I  woke.  But  you  will  not,  no,  you  will  not  leave  me 
yet!" 

I  think  I  see  Isora  now,  as  she  stood  by  the  window  which 
she  had  opened,  with  a  woman's  minute  anxiety,  to  survey 
even  the  aspect  of  the  clouds,  and  beseech  caution  against  the 
treachery  of  the  skies.  I  think  I  see  her  now,  as  she  stood 
the  moment  after  I  had  torn  myself  from  her  embrace,  and 
had  looked  back,  as  I  reached  the  door,  for  one  parting  glance, 
—  her  eyes  all  tenderness,  her  lips  parted,  and  quivering  with 
the  attempt  to  smile,  the  long,  glossy  ringlets  (through  whose 
raven  hue  the  purpureum  lumen  broke  like  an  imprisoned 
sunbeam)  straying  in  dishevelled  beauty  over  her  transparent 
neck;  the  throat  bent  in  mute  despondency;  the  head  droop- 
ing; the  arms  half  extended,  and  dropping  gradually  as  my 
steps  departed;  the  sunken,  absorbed  expression  of  face, 
form,  and  gesture,  so  steeped  in  the  very  bitterness  of  dejec- 
tion,—  all  are  before  me  now,  sorrowful,  and  lovely  in  sorrow, 
as  they  were  beheld  years  ago,  by  the  gray,  cold,  comfortless 
light  of  morning! 

"God  bless  you, —  my  own,  own  love,"  I  said;  and  as  my 
look  lingered,  I  added,  with  a  full  but  an  assured  heart ;  "  and 
He  will !  "  I  tarried  no  more :  I  flung  myself  on  my  horse, 
and  rode  on  as  if  I  were  speeding  to,  and  not  from,  my  bride. 

The  noon  was  far  advanced,  as,  the  day  after  I  left  Isora,  I 
found  myself  entering  the  park  in  which  Devereux  Court  is 
situated.  I  did  not  enter  by  one  of  the  lodges,  but  through 
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a  private  gate.  My  horse  was  thoroughly  jaded;  for  the  dis- 
tance I  had  come  was  great,  and  I  had  ridden  rapidly ;  and  as 
I  came  into  the  park,  I  dismounted,  and,  throwing  the  rein 
over  my  arm,  proceeded  slowly  on  foot.  I  was  passing  through 
a  thick,  long  plantation,  which  belted  the  park  and  in  which 
several  walks  and  rides  had  been  cut,  when  a  man  crossed  the 
same  road  which  I  took,  at  a  little  distance  before  me.  He 
was  looking  on  the  ground,  and  appeared  wrapt  in  such  ear- 
nest meditation  that  he  neither  saw  nor  heard  me.  But  I 
had  seen  enough  of  him,  in  that  brief  space  of  time,  to  feel 
convinced  that  it  was  Montreuil  whom  I  beheld.  What 
brought  him  hither,  him,  whom  I  believed  in  London,  im- 
mersed with  Gerald  in  political  schemes,  and  for  whom  these 
woods  were  not  only  interdicted  ground,  but  to  whom  they 
must  have  also  been  but  a  tame  field  of  interest,  after  his 
audiences  with  ministers  and  nobles?  I  did  not,  however, 
pause  to  consider  on  his  apparition;  I  rather  quickened  my 
pace  towards  the  house,  in  the  expectation  of  there  ascertain- 
ing the  cause  of  his  visit. 

The  great  gates  of  the  outer  court  were  open  as  usual :  I 
rode  unheedingly  through  them,  and  was  soon  at  the  door  of 
the  hall.  The  porter,  who  unfolded  to  my  summons  the  pon- 
derous door,  uttered,  when  he  saw  me,  an  exclamation  that 
seemed  to  my  ear  to  have  in  it  more  of  sorrow  than  welcome. 

"  How  is  your  master?  "  I  asked. 

The  man  shook  his  head,  but  did  not  hasten  to  answer; 
and,  impressed  with  a  vague  alarm,  I  hurried  on  without  re- 
peating the  question.  On  the  staircase  I  met  old  Nicholls, 
my  uncle's  valet;  I  stopped  and  questioned  him.  My  uncle 
had  been  seized  on  the  preceding  day  with  gout  in  the  stom- 
ach; medical  aid  had  been  procured,  but  it  was  feared  inef- 
fectually, and  the  physicians  had  declared,  about  an  hour 
before  I  arrived,  that  he  could  not,  in  human  probability, 
outlive  the  night.  Stifling  the  rising  at  my  heart,  I  waited 
to  hear  no  more:  I  flew  up  the  stairs;  I  was  at  the  door  of 
my  uncle's  chamber;  I  stopped  there,  and  listened;  all  was 
still;  I  opened  the  door  gently;  I  stole  in,  and,  creeping  to 
Uie  bedside,  knelt  down  and  covered  my  face  with  my  hands; 
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for  I  required  a  pause  for  self-possession,  before  I  had  cour- 
age to  look  up.  When  I  raised  my  eyes,  I  saw  my  mother  on 
the  opposite  side ;  she  sat  on  a  chair  with  a  draught  of  medi- 
cine in  one  hand,  and  a  watch  in  the  other.  She  caught  my 
eye,  but  did  not  speak;  she  gave  me  a  sign  of  recognition, 
and  looked  down  again  upon  the  watch.  My  uncle's  back 
was  turned  to  me,  and  he  lay  so  still  that,  for  some  moments, 
1  thought  he  was  asleep ;  at  last,  however,  he  moved  restlessly. 

"It  is  past  noon!  "  said  he  to  my  mother,  "is  it  not?" 

"It  is  three  minutes  and  six  seconds  after  four,"  replied 
my  mother,  looking  closer  at  the  watch. 

My  uncle  sighed.  "  They  have  sent  an  express  for  the  dear 
boy,  Madam?"  said  he. 

"Exactly  at  half -past  nine  last  evening,"  answered  my 
mother,  glancing  at  me. 

"  He  could  scarcely  be  here  by  this  time, "  said  my  uncle, 
and  he  moved  again  in  the  bed.  "  Pish,  how  the  pillow  frets 
one!" 

"Is  it  too  high?"  said  my  mother. 

"  No, "  said  my  uncle,  faintly,  "  no  —  no  —  the  discomfort  is 
not  in  the  pillow,  after  all:  'tis  a  fine  day;  is  it  not?" 

"  Very! "  said  my  mother;  "I  wish  you  could  go  out." 

My  uncle  did  not  answer :  there  was  a  pause.  "  Ods  fish, 
Madam,  are  those  carriage  wheels?" 

"No,  Sir  William  — but  — " 

"  There  are  sounds  in  my  ear ;  my  senses  grow  dim, "  said 
my  uncle,  unheeding  her :  "  would  that  I  might  live  another 
day;  I  should  not  like  to  die  without  seeing  him.  'Sdeath, 
Madam,  I  do  hear  something  behind !  —  Sobs,  as  I  live !  — 
Who  sobs  for  the  old  knight?"  and  my  uncle  turned  round, 
and  saw  me. 

"  My  dear  —  dear  uncle !  "  I  said,  and  could  say  no  more. 

"Ah,  Morton,"  cried  the  kind  old  man,  putting  his  hand 
affectionately  upon  mine.  "  Beshrew  me,  but  I  think  I  have 
conquered  the  grim  enemy  now  that  you  are  come.  But 
what's  this,  my  boy?  —  tears  —  tears, — why,  little  Sid  —  no, 
nor  Rochester  either,  would  ever  have  believed  this  if  I  had 
sworn  it!  Cheer  up,  cheer  up." 
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But,  seeing  that  I  wept  and  sobbed  the  more,  iny  uncle,  after 
a  pause,  continued  in  the  somewhat  figurative  strain  which 
the  reader  has  observed  he  sometimes  adopted,  and  which 
perhaps  his  dramatic  studies  had  taught  him. 

"Nay,  Morton,  what  do  you  grieve  for?  —  that  Age  should 
throw  off  its  fardel  of  aches  and  pains,  and  no  longer  groan 
along  its  weary  road,  meeting  cold  looks  and  unwilling  wel- 
comes, as  both  host  and  comrade  grow  weary  of  the  same  face, 
and  the  spendthrift  heart  has  no  longer  quip  or  smile  where- 
with to  pay  the  reckoning?  No,  no :  let  the  poor  pedler  shuffle 
off  his  dull  pack,  and  fall  asleep.  But  I  am  glad  you  are 
come:  I  would  sooner  have  one  of  your  kind  looks  at  your 
uncle's  stale  saws  or  jests  than  all  the  long  faces  about  me, 
saving  only  the  presence  of  your  mother  ;  "  and  with  his  char- 
acteristic gallantry,  my  uncle  turned  courteously  to  her. 

"  Dear  Sir  William !  "  said  she,  "  it  is  time  you  should  take 
your  draught ;  and  then  would  it  not  be  better  that  you  should 
see  the  chaplain?  he  waits  without." 

"Ods  fish,"  said  my  uncle,  turning  again  to  me,  "'tis 
the  way  with  them  all:  when  the  body  is  past  hope  comes 
the  physician,  and  when  the  soul  is  past  mending  comes  the 
priest.  No,  Madam,  no,  't  is  too  late  for  either.  —  Thank  ye, 
Morton,  thank  ye  "  (as  I  started  up  —  took  the  draught  from 
my  mother's  hand,  and  besought  him  to  drink  it),  "  't  is  of  no 
use;  but  if  it  pleases  thee,  I  must,"  —  and  he  drank  the 
medicine. 

My  mother  rose,  and  walked  towards  the  door :  it  was  ajar ; 
and,  as  my  eye  followed  her  figure,  I  perceived,  through  the 
opening,  the  black  garb  of  the  chaplain. 

"Not  yet,"  said  she,  quietly;  "wait."  And  then  gliding 
away,  seated  herself  by  the  window  in  silence,  and  told  her 
beads. 

My  uncle  continued :  "  They  have  been  at  me,  Morton,  as  if 
I  had  been  a  pagan;  and  I  believe,  in  their  hearts,  they  are 
not  a  little  scandalized  that  I  don't  try  to  win  the  next  world 
by  trembling  like  an  ague.  Faith  now,  I  never  could  believe 
that  Heaven  was  so  partial  to  cowards ;  nor  can  I  think,  Mor- 
ton, that  Salvation  is  like  a  soldier's  muster-roll,  and  that  we 
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may  play  the  devil  between  hours,  so  that,  at  the  last  mo- 
ment, we  whip  in,  and  answer  to  our  names.  Ods  fish,  Mor- 
ton, I  could  tell  thee  a  tale  of  that;  but  'tis  a  long  one,  and 
we  have  not  time  now.  Well,  well,  for  my  part,  I  deem 
reverently  and  gratefully  of  God,  and  do  not  believe  He  will 
be  very  wroth  with  our  past  enjoyment  of  life,  if  we  have 
taken  care  that  others  should  enjoy  it  too;  nor  do  I  think, 
with  thy  good  mother,  and  Aubrey,  dear  child!  that  an  idle 
word  has  the  same  weight  in  the  Almighty's  scales  as  a 
wicked  deed." 

"Blessed,  blessed,  are  they,"  I  cried  through  my  tears,  "on 
whose  souls  there  is  as  little  stain  as  there  is  on  yours ! " 

"Faith,  Morton,  that's  kindly  said;  and  thou  knowest  not 
how  strangely  it  sounds,  after  their  exhortations  to  repent- 
ance. I  know  I  have  had  my  faults,  and  walked  on  to  our 
common  goal  in  a  very  irregular  line ;  but  I  never  wronged 
the  living  nor  slandered  the  dead,  nor  ever  shut  my  heart  to 
the  poor, —  'twere  a  burning  sin  if  I  had, —  and  I  have  loved 
all  men  and  all  things,  and  I  never  bore  ill-will  to  a  creature. 
Poor  Ponto,  Morton,  thou  wilt  take  care  of  poor  Ponto,  when 
I  'm  dead,  —  nay,  nay,  don't  grieve  so.  Go,  my  child,  go : 
compose  thyself  while  I  see  the  priest,  for  't  will  please  thy 
poor  mother;  and  though  she  thinks  harshly  of  me  now,  I 
should  not  like  her  to  do  so  to-morrow!  Go,  my  dear  boy, 
go." 

I  went  from  the  room,  and  waited  by  the  door,  till  the 
office  of  the  priest  was  over.  My  mother  then  came  out,  and 
said  Sir  William  had  composed  himself  to  sleep.  While  she 
was  yet  speaking,  Gerald  surprised  me  by  his  appearance.  I 
learned  that  he  had  been  in  the  house  for  the  last  three  days, 
and  when  I  heard  this,  I  involuntarily  accounted  for  the  ap- 
pearance of  Montreuil.  I  saluted  him  distantly,  and  he  re- 
turned my  greeting  with  the  like  pride.  He  seemed,  however, 
though  in  a  less  degree,  to  share  in  my  emotions;  and  my 
heart  softened  to  him  for  it.  Nevertheless  we  stood  apart, 
and  met  not  as  brothers  should  have  met  by  the  death-bed  of 
a  mutual  benefactor. 

"Will  you  wait  without?"  said  my  mother. 
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"No,"  answered  I,  "I  will  watch  over  him."  So  I  stole  in, 
with  a  light  step,  and  seated  myself  by  my  uncle's  bed-side. 

He  was  asleep,  and  his  sleep  was  as  hushed  and  quiet  as  an 
infant's.  I  looked  upon  his  face,  and  saw  a  change  had  come 
over  it,  and  was  increasing  sensibly:  but  there  was  neither 
harshness  nor  darkness  in  the  change,  awful  as  it  was.  The 
soul,  so  long  nurtured  on  benevolence,  could  not,  in  parting, 
leave  a  rude  stamp  on  the  kindly  clay  which  had  seconded  its 
impulses  so  well. 

The  evening  had  just  set  in,  when  my  uncle  woke;  he 
turned  very  gently,  and  smiled  when  he  saw  me. 

"  It  is  late, "  said  he,  and  I  observed  with  a  wrung  heart, 
that  his  voice  was  fainter. 

"No,  Sir,  not  very,"  said  I. 

"Late  enough,  my  child;  the  warm  sun  has  gone  down; 
and  'tis  a  good  time  to  close  one's  eyes,  when  all  without 
looks  gray  and  chill :  methinks  it  is  easier  to  wish  thee  fare- 
well, Morton,  when  I  see  thy  face  indistinctly.  I  am  glad  I 
shall  not  die  in  the  daytime.  Give  me  thy  hand,  my  child, 
and  tell  me  that  thou  art  not  angry  with  thine  old  uncle  for 
thwarting  thee  in  that  love  business.  I  have  heard  tales  of 
the  girl,  too,  which  made  me  glad,  for  thy  sake,  that  it  is  all 
off,  though  I  might  not  tell  thee  of  them  before.  'T  is  very 
dark,  Morton.  I  have  had  a  pleasant  sleep.  Ods  fish,  I  do 
not  think  a  bad  man  would  have  slept  so  well.  The  fire 
burns  dim,  Morton:  it  is  very  cold.  Cover  me  up;  double 
the  counterpane  over  the  legs,  Morton.  I  remember  once 
walking  in  the  Mall;  little  Sid  said,  'Devereux '  —  it  is 
colder  and  colder,  Morton ;  raise  the  blankets  more  over  the 
back;  'Devereux,'  said  little  Sid  —  faith,  Morton,  'tis  ice 
now  —  where  art  thou?  —  is  the  fire  out,  that  I  can't  see  thee? 
Kemember  thine  old  uncle,  Morton  —  and  —  and  —  don't 
forget  poor  —  Ponto.  Bless  thee,  my  child;  bless  you  all  I" 

And  my  uncle  diedl 
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CHAPTER  III. 

A   GREAT   CHANGE   OF   PROSPECTS. 

I  SHUT  myself  up  in  the  apartments  prepared  for  me  (they 
were  not  those  I  had  formerly  occupied),  and  refused  all  par- 
ticipation in  my  solitude,  till,  after  an  interval  of  some  days, 
my  mother  came  to  summon  me  to  the  opening  of  the  will. 
She  was  more  moved  than  I  had  expected.  "It  is  a  pity," 
said  she,  as  we  descended  the  stairs,  "that  Aubrey  is  not 
here,  and  that  we  should  be  so  unacquainted  with  the  exact 
place  where  he  is  likely  to  be  that  I  fear  the  letter  I  sent  him 
may  be  long  delayed,  or,  indeed,  altogether  miscarry." 

"Is  not  the  Abbe  here?"  said  I,  listlessly. 

"No!  "  answered  my  mother,  "to  be  sure  not." 

"  He  has  been  here, "  said  I,  greatly  surprised.  "  I  certainly 
saw  him  on  the  day  of  my  arrival." 

"  Impossible !  "  said  my  mother,  in  evident  astonishment ; 
and  seeing  that,  at  all  events,  she  was  unacquainted  with  the 
circumstance,  I  said  no  more. 

The  will  was  to  be  read  in  the  little  room  where  my  uncle 
had  been  accustomed  to  sit.  I  felt  it  as  a  sacrilege  to  his 
memory  to  choose  that  spot  for  such  an  office,  but  I  said 
nothing.  Gerald  and  my  mother,  the  lawyer  (a  neighbouring 
attorney,  named  Oswald),  and  myself  were  the  only  persons 
present.  Mr.  Oswald  hemmed  thrice,  and  broke  the  seal. 
After  a  preliminary,  strongly  characteristic  of  the  testator, 
he  came  to  the  disposition  of  the  estates.  I  had  never  once, 
since  my  poor  uncle's  death,  thought  upon  the  chances  of  his 
will;  indeed,  knowing  myself  so  entirely  his  favourite,  I 
could  not,  if  I  had  thought  upon  them,  have  entertained  a 
doubt  as  to  their  result.  What  then  was  my  astonishment 
when,  couched  in  terms  of  the  strongest  affection,  the  whole 
bulk  of  the  property  was  bequeathed  to  Gerald;  to  Aubrey 
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the  sum  of  forty,  to  myself  that  of  twenty  thousand  pounds 
(a  capital  considerably  less  than  the  yearly  income  of  my 
uncle's  princely  estates), was  allotted.  Then  followed  a  list 
of  minor  bequests, — to  my  mother  an  annuity  of  three  thou- 
sand a  year,  with  the  privilege  of  apartments  in  the  house 
during  her  life ;  to  each  of  the  servants  legacies  sufficient  for 
independence;  to  a  few  friends,  and  distant  connections  of 
the  family,  tokens  of  the  testator's  remembrance,  —  even  the 
horses  to  his  carriage,  and  the  dogs  that  fed  from  his  menials' 
table,  were  not  forgotten,  but  were  to  be  set  apart  from 
work,  and  maintained  in  indolence  during  their  remaining 
span  of  life.  The  will  was  concluded:  I  could  not  believe 
my  senses ;  not  a  word  was  said  as  a  reason  for  giving  Gerald 
the  priority. 

I  rose  calmly  enough.  "Suffer  me,  Sir,"  said  I  to  the  law- 
yer, "to  satisfy  my  own  eyes."  Mr.  Oswald  bowed,  and 
placed  the  will  in  my  hands.  I  glanced  at  Gerald  as  I  took 
it:  his  countenance  betrayed,  or  feigned,  an  astonishment 
equal  to  my  own.  With  a  jealous,  searching,  scrutinizing 
eye,  I  examined  the  words  of  the  bequest;  I  examined  espe- 
cially (for  I  suspected  that  the  names  must  have  been  ex- 
changed) the  place  in  which  my  name  and  Gerald's  occurred. 
In  vain :  all  was  smooth  and  fair  to  the  eye,  not  a  vestige  of 
possible  erasure  or  alteration  was  visible.  I  looked  next  at 
the  wording  of  the  will:  it  was  evidently  my  uncle's;  no 
one  could  have  feigned  or  imitated  the  peculiar  turn  of  his 
expressions ;  and,  above  all,  many  parts  of  the  will  (the  affec- 
tionate and  personal  parts)  were  in  his  own  handwriting. 

"The  date,"  said  I,  "is,  I  perceive,  of  very  recent  period; 
the  will  is  signed  by  two  witnesses  besides  yourself.  Who 
and  where  are  they?" 

"Kobert  Lister,  the  first  signature,  my  clerk;  he  is  since 
dead,  Sir." 

"Dead!  "  said  I;  "and  the  other  witness,  George  Davis?" 

"Is  one  of  Sir  William's  tenants,  and  is  below,  Sir,  in 
waiting." 

"Let  him  come  up,"  and  a  middle-sized,  stout  man,  with  a 
blunt,  bold,  open  countenance,  was  admitted. 
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"Did  you  witness  this  will?"  said  I. 

"I  did,  your  honour!  " 

"And  this  is  your  handwriting?"  pointing  to  the  scarcely 
legible  scrawl. 

"Yees,  your  honour,"  said  the  man,  scratching  his  head, 
"I  think  it  be;  they  are  my  ees,  and  G,  and  D,  sure  enough." 

"And  do  you  know  the  purport  of  the  will  you  signed?" 

"Anan!" 

"1  mean,  do  you  know  to  whom  Sir  William  —  stop,  Mr. 
Oswald,  suffer  the  man  to  answer  me  —  to  whom  Sir  William 
left  his  property?" 

"Noa,  to  be  sure,  Sir;  the  will  was  a  woundy  long  one,  and 
Maister  Oswald  there  told  me  it  was.no  use  to  read  it  over  to 
me,  but  merely  to  sign,  as  a  witness  to  Sir  William's  hand- 
writing." 

"  Enough :  you  may  retire ; "  and  George  Davis  vanished. 

"Mr.  Oswald,"  said  I,  approaching  the  attorney,  "I  may 
wrong  you,  and  if  so,  I  am  sorry  for  it,  but  I  suspect  there 
has  been  foul  practice  in  this  deed.  I  have  reason  to  be  con- 
vinced that  Sir  William  Devereux  could  never  have  made  this 
devise.  I  give  you  warning,  Sir,  that  I  shall  bring  the  busi- 
ness immediately  before  a  court  of  law,  and  that  if  guilty  — 
ay,  tremble,  Sir  —  of  what  I  suspect,  you  will  answer  for  this 
deed  at  the  foot  of  the  gallows." 

I  turned  to  Gerald,  who  rose  while  I  was  yet  speaking. 
Before  I  could  address  him,  he  exclaimed,  with  evident  and 
extreme  agitation, — 

"You  cannot,  Morton,  —  you  cannot  —  you  dare  not  —  in- 
sinuate that  I,  your  brother,  have  been  base  enough  to  forge, 
or  to  instigate  the  forgery  of,  this  will?" 

Gerald's  agitation  made  me  still  less  doubtful  of  his  guilt. 

"The  case,  Sir,"  I  answered  coldly,  "stands  thus:  my  uncle 
could  not  have  made  this  will;  it  is  a  devise  that  must  seem 
incredible  to  all  who  knew  aught  of  our  domestic  circum- 
stances. Fraud  has  been  practised,  how  I  know  not;  by 
whom  I  do  know." 

"  Morton,  Morton :  this  is  insufferable ;  I  cannot  bear  such 
charges,  even  from,  a  brother." 

13  . 
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"Charges! — your  conscience  speaks,  Sir, — not  I;  no  one 
benefits  by  this  fraud  but  you:  pardon  me  if  I  draw  an 
inference  from  a  fact." 

So  saying,  I  turned  on  my  heel,  and  abruptly  left  the  apart- 
ment. I  ascended  the  stairs  which  led  to  my  own :  there  I 
found  my  servant  preparing  the  paraphernalia  in  which  that 
very  evening  I  was  to  attend  my  uncle's  funeral.  I  gave 
him,  with  a  calm  and  collected  voice,  the  necessary  instruc- 
tions for  following  me  to  town  immediately  after  that  event, 
and  then  I  passed  on  to  the  room  where  the  deceased  lay  in 
state.  The  room  was  hung  with  black:  the  gorgeous  pall, 
wrought  with  the  proud  heraldry  of  our  line,  lay  over  the 
coffin ;  and  by  the  lights  which  made,  in  that  old  chamber,  a 
more  brilliant,  yet  more  ghastly,  day,  sat  the  hired  watchers 
of  the  dead. 

I  bade  them  leave  me,  and  kneeling  down  beside  the  coffin, 
I  poured  out  the  last  expressions  of  my  grief.  I  rose,  and 
was  retiring  once  more  to  my  room,  when  I  encountered 
Gerald. 

"  Morton, "  said  he,  "  I  own  to  you,  I  myself  am  astounded 
by  my  uncle's  will.  I  do  not  come  to  make  you  offers ;  you 
would  not  accept  them :  I  do  not  come  to  vindicate  myself,  it  is 
beneath  me;  and  we  have  never  been  as  brothers,  and  we  know 
not  their  language :  but  I  do  come  to  demand  you  to  retract 
the  dark  and  causeless  suspicions  you  have  vented  against  me, 
and  also  to  assure  you  that,  if  you  have  doubts  of  the  authen- 
ticity of  the  will,  so  far  from  throwing  obstacles  in  your  way, 
I  myself  will  join  in  the  inquiries  you  institute  and  the  ex- 
penses of  the  law." 

I  felt  some  difficulty  in  curbing  my  indignation  while  Ger- 
ald thus  spoke.  I  saw  before  me  the  persecutor  of  Isora,  the 
fraudulent  robber  of  my  rights,  and  I  heard  this  enemy  speak 
to  me  of  aiding  in  the  inquiries  which  were  to  convict  him- 
self of  the  basest,  if  not  the  blackest,  of  human  crimes ;  there 
was  something  too  in  the  reserved  and  yet  insolent  tone  of 
his  voice  which,  reminding  me  as  it  did  of  our  long  aversion 
to  each  other,  made  my  very  blood  creep  with  abhorrence.  I 
turned  away,  that  I  might  not  break  my  oath  to  Isora,  for  I 
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felt  strongly  tempted  to  do  so ;  and  said  in  as  calm  an  accent 
as  I  could  command,  "The  case  will,  I  trust,  require  no 
king's  evidence;  and,  at  least,  I  will  not  be  beholden  to  the 
man  whom  my  reason  condemns  for  any  assistance  in  bring- 
ing upon  himself  the  ultimate  condemnation  of  the  law." 

Gerald  looked  at  me  sternly.  "Were  you  not  my  brother," 
said  he,  in  a  low  tone,  "  I  would,  for  a  charge  so  dishonour- 
ing my  fair  name,  strike  you  dead  at  my  feet." 

"It  is  a  wonderful  exertion  of  fraternal  love,"  I  rejoined, 
with  a  scornful  laugh,  but  an  eye  flashing  with  passions  a 
thousand  times  more  fierce  than  scorn,  "that  prevents  your 
adding  that  last  favour  to  those  you  have  already  bestowed 
on  me." 

Gerald,  with  a  muttered  curse,  placed  his  hand  upon  his 
sword;  my  own  rapier  was  instantly  half  drawn,  when,  to 
save  us  from  the  great  guilt  of  mortal  contest  against  each 
other,  steps  were  heard,  and  a  number  of  the  domestics 
charged  with  melancholy  duties  at  the  approaching  rite,  were 
seen  slowly  sweeping  in  black  robes  along  the  opposite  gal- 
lery. Perhaps  that  interruption  restored  both  of  us  to  our 
senses,  for  we  said,  almost  in  the  same  breath,  and  nearly  in 
the  same  phrase,  "This  way  of  terminating  strife  is  not  for 
us ;  "  and,  as  Gerald  spoke,  he  turned  slowly  away,  descended 
the  staircase,  and  disappeared. 

The  funeral  took  place  at  night:  a  numerous  procession  of 
the  tenants  and  peasantry  attended.  My  poor  uncle!  there 
was  not  a  dry  eye  for  thee,  but  those  of  thine  own  kindred. 
Tall,  stately,  erect  in  the  power  and  majesty  of  his  unrivalled 
form,  stood  Gerald,  already  assuming  the  dignity  and  lord- 
ship which,  to  speak  frankly,  so  well  became  him;  my 
mother's  face  was  turned  from  me,  but  her  attitude  pro- 
claimed her  utterly  absorbed  in  prayer.  As  for  myself,  my 
heart  seemed  hardened:  I  could  not  betray  to  the  gaze  of  a 
hundred  strangers  the  emotions  which  I  would  have  hidden 
from  those  whom  I  loved  the  most.  Wrapped  in  my  cloak, 
with  arms  folded  on  my  breast,  and  eyes  bent  to  the  ground, 
T  leaned  against  one  of  the  pillars  of  the  chapel,  apart,  and 
apparently  unmoved. 
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But  when  they  were  about  to  lower  the  body  into  the  vault, 
a  momentary  weakness  came  over  me.  I  made  an  involuntary 
step  forward,  a  single  but  deep  groan  of  anguish  broke  from 
me,  and  then,  covering  my  face  with  my  mantle,  I  resumed 
my  former  attitude,  and  all  was  still.  The  rite  was  over ;  in 
many  and  broken  groups  the  spectators  passed  from  the 
chapel :  some  to  speculate  on  the  future  lord,  some  to  mourn 
over  the  late,  and  all  to  return  the  next  morning  to  their 
wonted  business,  and  let  the  glad  sun  teach  them  to  forget 
the  past,  until  for  themselves  the  sun  should  be  no  more,  and 
the  forgetfulness  eternal. 

The  hour  was  so  late  that  I  relinquished  my  intention  of 
leaving  the  house  that  night;  I  ordered  my  horse  to  be  in 
readiness  at  daybreak  and  before  I  retired  to  rest  I  went  to 
my  mother's  apartments :  she  received  me  with  more  feeling 
than  she  had  ever  testified  before. 

"Believe  me,  Morton,"  said  she,  and  she  kissed  my  fore- 
head; "believe  me,  I  can  fully  enter  into  the  feelings  which 
you  must  naturally  experience  on  an  event  so  contrary  to  your 
expectations.  I  cannot  conceal  from  you  how  much  I  am 
surprised.  Certainly  Sir  William  never  gave  any  of  us 
cause  to  suppose  that  he  liked  either  of  your  brothers  —  Ger- 
ald less  than  Aubrey —  so  much  as  yourself;  nor,  poor  man, 
was  he  in  other  things  at  all  addicted  to  conceal  his  opinions." 

"It  is  true,  my  mother,"  said  I;  "it  is  true.  Have  you 
not  therefore  some  suspicions  of  the  authenticity  of  the  will?  " 

"  Suspicions !  "  cried  my  mother.  "  No !  —  impossible !  — 
suspicions  of  whom?  You  could  not  think  Gerald  so  base, 
and  who  else  had  an  interest  in  deception?  Besides,  the  sig- 
nature is  undoubtedly  Sir  William's  handwriting,  and  the 
will  was  regularly  witnessed;  suspicions,  Morton, —  no,  im- 
possible! Reflect,  too,  how  eccentric  and  humoursome  your 
uncle  al  ways  was :  suspicions !  —  no,  impossible !  " 

"  Such  things  have  been,  my  mother,  nor  are  they  uncom- 
mon :  men  will  hazard  their  souls,  ay,  and  what  to  some  are 
more  precious  still,  their  lives  too,  for  the  vile  clay  we  call 
money.  But  enough  of  this  now:  the  Law, —  that  great  ar- 
biter,—  that  eater  of  the  oyster,  and  divider  of  its  shells, — • 
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the  Law  will  decide  between  us,  and  if  against  me,  as  I  sup- 
pose and  fear  the  decision  will  be, —  why,  I  must  be  a  suitor 
to  fortune  instead  of  her  commander.  Give  me  your  bless- 
ing, my  dearest  mother:  I  cannot  stay  longer  in  this  house; 
to-morrow  I  leave  you." 

And  my  mother  did  bless  me,  and  I  fell  upon  her  neck  and 
clung  to  it.  "  Ah ! "  thought  I,  "  this  blessing  is  almost 
worth  my  uncle's  fortune." 

I  returned  to  my  room;  there  I  saw  on  the  table  the  case 
of  the  sword  sent  me  by  the  French  king.  I  had  left  it  with 
my  uncle,  on  my  departure  to  town,  and  it  had  been  found 
among  his  effects  and  reclaimed  by  me.  I  took  out  the 
sword,  and  drew  it  from  the  scabbard.  "Come,"  said  I,  and 
I  kindled  with  a  melancholy  yet  a  deep  enthusiasm,  as  I 
looked  along  the  blade,  "come,  my  bright  friend,  with  thee 
through  this  labyrinth  which  we  call  the  world  will  I  carve 
my  way!  Fairest  and  speediest  of  earth's  levellers,  thou 
makest  the  path  from  the  low  valley  to  the  steep  hill,  and 
shapest  the  soldier's  axe  into  the  monarch's  sceptre!  The 
laurel  and  the  fasces,  and  the  curule  car,  and  the  emperor's 
purple, — what  are  these  but  thy  pla}rthings,  alternately  thy 
scorn  and  thy  reward!  Founder  of  all  empires,  propagator 
of  all  creeds,  thou  leddest  the  Gaul  and  the  Goth,  and  the 
gods  of  Rome  and  Greece  crumbled  upon  their  altars!  Be- 
neath thee  the  fires  of  the  Gheber  waved  pale,  and  on  thy 
point  the  badge  of  the  camel-driver  blazed  like  a  sun  over  the 
startled  East!  Eternal  arbiter,  and  unconquerable  despot, 
while  the  passions  of  mankind  exist!  Most  solemn  of  hyp- 
ocrites,—  circling  blood  with  glory  as  with  a  halo;  and  conse- 
crating homicide  and  massacre  with  a  hollow  name,  which 
the  parched  throat  of  thy  votary,  in  the  battle  and  the  agony, 
shouteth  out  with  its  last  breath!  Star  of  all  human  des- 
tinies! I  kneel  before  thee,  and  invoke  from  thy  bright 
astrology  an  omen  and  a  smile." 
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€HAPTEE   IV. 

AN  EPISODE. THE  SON   OF   THE   GREATEST   MAN   WHO    (ONK 

ONLY    EXCEPTED)    EVER  ROSE  TO  A  THRONE,    BUT    BY    NO 
MEANS    OF    THE    GREATEST    MAN    (SAVE    ONE)     WHO  EVER 

EXISTED. 

BEFORE  sunrise  the  next  morning  I  had  commenced  my 
return  to  London.  I  had  previously  intrusted  to  the  locum 
tenens  of  the  sage  Desmarais,  the  royal  gift,  and  (singular 
conjunction!)  poor  Ponto,  my  uncle's  dog.  Here  let  me 
pause,  as  I  shall  have  no  other  opportunity  to  mention  him, 
to  record  the  fate  of  the  canine  bequest.  He  accompanied 
me  some  years  afterwards  to  France,  and  he  died  there  in  ex- 
treme age.  I  shed  tears  as  I  saw  the  last  relic  of  my  poor 
uncle  expire,  and  I  was  not  consoled  even  though  he  was 
buried  in  the  garden  of  the  gallant  Villars,  and  immortalized 
by  an  epitaph  from  the  pen  of  the  courtly  Chaulieu. 

Leaving  my  horse  to  select  his  own  pace,  I  surrendered 
myself  to  reflection  upon  the  strange  alteration  that  had  taken 
place  in  my  fortunes.  There  did  not,  in  my  own  mind,  rest 
a  doubt  but  that  some  villany  had  been  practised  with  respect 
to  the  will.  My  uncle's  constant  and  unvarying  favour 
towards  me ;  the  unequivocal  expressions  he  himself  from  time 
to  time  had  dropped  indicative  of  his  future  intentions  on  my 
behalf;  the  easy  and  natural  manner  in  which  he  had  seemed 
to  consider,  as  a  thing  of  course,  my  heritage  and  succession 
to  his  estates;  all,  coupled  with  his  own  frank  and  kindly 
character,  so  little  disposed  to  raise  hopes  which  he  meant  to 
disappoint,  might  alone  have  been  sufficient  to  arouse  my  sus- 
picions at  a  devise  so  contrary  to  all  past  experience  of  the 
testator.  But  when  to  these  were  linked  the  bold  temper  and 
the  daring  intellect  of  my  brother,  joined  to  his  personal 
hatred  to  myself;  his  close  intimacy  with  Montreuil,  whom  I 
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believed  capable  of  the  darkest  designs ;  the  sudden  and  evi- 
dently concealed  appearance  of  the  latter  on  the  day  my  uncle 
died;  the  agitation  and  paleness  of  the  attorney;  the  enor- 
mous advantages  accruing  to  Gerald,  and  to  no  one  else,  from 
the  terms  of  the  devise :  when  these  were  all  united  into  one 
focus  of  evidence,  they  appeared  to  me  to  leave  no  doubt  of 
the  forgery  of  the  testament  and  the  crime  of  Gerald.  Nor 
was  there  anything  in  my  brother's  bearing  and  manner 
calculated  to  abate  my  suspicions.  His  agitation  was  real; 
his  surprise  might  have  been  feigned;  his  offer  of  assist- 
ance in  investigation  was  an  unmeaning  bravado;  his  con- 
duct to  myself  testified  his  continued  ill-will  towards  me, 
—  an  ill-will  which  might  possibly  have  instigated  him 
in  the  fraud  scarcely  less  than  the  whispers  of  interest  and 
cupidity. 

But  while  this  was  the  natural  and  indelible  impression  on 
my  mind,  I  could  not  disguise  from  myself  the  extreme  diffi- 
culty I  should  experience  in  resisting  my  brother's  claim. 
So  far  as  my  utter  want  of  all  legal  knowledge  would  allow 
me  tc  decide,  I  could  perceive  nothing  in  the  will  itself  which 
would  admit  of  a  lawyer's  successful  cavil:  my  reasons  for 
suspicion,  so  conclusive  to  myself,  would  seem  nugatory  to 
a  judge.  My  uncle  was  known  as  a  humourist ;  and  prove  that 
a  man  differs  from  others  in  one  thing,  and  the  world  will 
believe  that  he  differs  from  them  in  a  thousand.  His  favour 
to  me  would  be,  in  the  popular  eye,  only  an  eccentricity,  and 
the  unlooked-for  disposition  of  his  will  only  a  caprice.  Pos- 
session, too,  gave  Gerald  a  proverbial  vantage-ground,  which 
my  whole  life  might  be  wasted  in  contesting;  while  his  com- 
mand of  an  immense  wealth  might,  more  than  probably, 
exhaust  my  spirit  by  delay,  and  my  fortune  by  expenses. 
Precious  prerogative  of  law,  to  reverse  the  attribute  of  the 
Almighty !  to  fill  the  rich  with  good  things,  but  to  send  the 
poor  empty  away!  In  corruptissima  republica  plurimce 
leges.  Legislation  perplexed  is  synonymous  with  crime  un- 
punished,—  a  reflection,  by  the  way,  I  should  never  have 
made,  if  I  had  never  had  a  law-suit:  sufferers  are  ever 
reformers. 
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Kevolving,  then,  these  anxious  and  unpleasing  thoughts, 
interrupted,  at  times,  by  regrets  of  a  purer  and  less  selfish 
nature  for  the  friend  I  had  lost,  and  wandering,  at  others,  to 
the  brighter  anticipations  of  rejoining  Isora,  and  drinking 
from  her  eyes  my  comfort  for  the  past  and  my  hope  for  the 
future,  I  continued  and  concluded  my  day's  travel. 

The  next  day,  on  resuming  my  journey,  and  on  feeling  the 
time  approach  that  would  bring  me  to  Isora,  something  like 
joy  became  the  most  prevalent  feeling  in  my  mind.  So  true 
it  is  that  misfortunes  little  affect  us  so  long  as  we  have*  some 
ulterior  object,  which,  by  arousing  hope,  steals  us  from  afflic- 
tion. Alas !  the  pang  of  a  moment  becomes  intolerable  when 
we  know  of  nothing  beyond  the  moment  which  it  soothes  us 
to  anticipate!  Happiness  lives  in  the  light  of  the  future: 
attack  the  present;  she  defies  you!  darken  the  future,  and 
you  destroy  her! 

It  was  a  beautiful  morning:  through  the  vapours,  which 
rolled  slowly  away  beneath  his  beams,  the  sun  broke  glori- 
ously forth;  and  over  wood  and  hill,  and  the  low  plains, 
which,  covered  with  golden  corn,  stretched  immediately 
before  me,  his  smile  lay  in  stillness,  but  in  joy.  And  ever 
from  out  the  brake  and  the  scattered  copse,  which  at  fre- 
quent intervals  beset  the  road,  the  merry  birds  sent  a  fitful 
and  glad  music  to  mingle  with  the  sweets  and  freshness  of 
the  air. 

I  had  accomplished  the  greater  part  of  my  journey,  and  had 
entered  into  a  more  wooded  and  garden-like  description  of 
country,  when  I  perceived  an  old  man,  in  a  kind  of  low  chaise, 
vainly  endeavouring  to  hold  in  a  little  but  spirited  horse, 
which  had  taken  alarm  at  some  object  on  the  road,  and  was 
running  away  with  its  driver.  The  age  of  the  gentleman 
and  the  lightness  of  the  chaise  gave  me  some  alarm  for  the 
safety  of  the  driver ;  so,  tying  my  own  horse  to  a  gate,  lest 
the  sound  of  his  hoofs  might  only  increase  the  speed  and  fear 
of  the  fugitive,  I  ran  with  a  swift  and  noiseless  step  along 
the  other  side  of  the  hedge  and,  coming  out  into  the  road  just 
before  the  pony's  head,  I  succeeded  in  arresting  him,  at  a 
rather  critical  spot  and  moment.  The  old  gentleman  very 
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soon  recovered  his  alarm;  and,  returning  me  many  thanks  for 
iny  interference,  requested  me  to  accompany  him  to  his  house, 
which  he  said  was  two  or  three  miles  distant. 

Though  I  had  no  desire  to  be  delayed  in  my  journey  for  the 
mere  sake  of  seeing  an  old  gentleman's  house,  I  thought  my 
new  acquaintance's  safety  required  me,  at  least,  to  offer  to 
act  as  his  charioteer  till  we  reached  his  house.  To  my  secret 
vexation  at  that  time,  though  I  afterwards  thought  the  petty 
inconvenience  was  amply  repaid  by  a  conference  with  a  very 
singular  and  once  noted  character,  the  offer  was  accepted. 
Surrendering  my  own  steed  to  the  care  of  a  ragged  boy,  who 
promised  to  lead  it  with  equal  judgment  and  zeal,  I  entered 
the  little  car,  and,  keeping  a  firm  hand  and  constant  eye  on 
the  reins,  brought  the  offending  quadruped  into  a  very 
equable  and  sedate  pace. 

"Poor  Bob,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  apostrophizing  his 
horse;  "poor  Bob,  like  thy  betters,  thou  knowest  the  weak 
hand  from  the  strong;  and  when  thou  art  not  held  in  by 
power,  thou  wilt  chafe  against  love ;  so  that  thou  renewest  in 
my  mind  the  remembrance  of  its  favourite  maxim,  namely, 
'The  only  preventive  to  rebellion  is  restraint!'1 

"  Your  observation,  Sir, "  said  I,  rather  struck  by  this  ad- 
dress, "  makes  very  little  in  favour  of  the  more  generous  feel- 
ings by  which  we  ought  to  be  actuated.  It  is  a  base  mind 
which  always  requires  the  bit  and  bridle." 

"It  is,  Sir,"  answered  the  old  gentleman;  "I  allow  it:  but, 
though  I  have  some  love  for  human  nature,  I  have  no  respect 
for  it;  and  while  I  pity  its  infirmities,  I  cannot  but  confess 
them." 

"Methinks,  Sir,"  replied  I,  "that  you  have  uttered  in  that 
short  speech  more  sound  philosophy  than  I  have  heard  for 
months.  There  is  wisdom  in  not  thinking  too  loftily  of  hu- 
man clay,  and  benevolence  in  not  judging  it  too  harshly,  and 
something,  too,  of  magnanimity  in  this  moderation;  for  we 
seldom  contemn  mankind  till  they  have  hurt  us,  and  when 
they  have  hurt  us,  we  seldom  do  anything  but  detest  them 
for  the  injury." 

"  You  speak  shrewdly,  Sir,  for  one  so  young, "  returned  tho 
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old  man,  looking  hard  at  me ;  "  and  I  will  be  sworn  you  have 
suffered  some  cares;  for  we  never  begin  to  think  till  we  are  a 
little  afraid  to  hope." 

I  sighed  as  I  answered,  "  There  are  some  men,  I  fancy,  to 
whom  constitution  supplies  the  office  of  care;  who,  naturally 
melancholy,  become  easily  addicted  to  reflection,  and  reflec- 
tion is  a  soil  which  soon  repays  us  for  whatever  trouble  we 
bestow  upon  its  culture." 

"  True,  Sir ! "  said  my  companion ;  and  there  was  a  pause. 
The  old  gentleman  resumed :  "  We  are  not  far  from  my  home 
now  (or  rather  my  temporary  residence,  for  my  proper  and 
general  home  is  at  Cheshunt,  in  Hertfordshire) ;  and,  as  the 
day  is  scarcely  half  spent,  I  trust  you  will  not  object  to  par- 
take of  a  hermit's  fare.  Nay,  nay,  no  excuse :  I  assure  you 
that  I  am  not  a  gossip  in  general,  or  a  liberal  dispenser  of 
invitations;  and  I  think,  if  you  refuse  me  now,  you  will 
hereafter  regret  it." 

My  curiosity  was  rather  excited  by  this  threat;  and,  reflect- 
ing that  my  horse  required  a  short  rest,  I  subdued  my  impa- 
tience to  return  to  town,  and  accepted  the  invitation.  We 
came  presently  to  a  house  of  moderate  size,  and  rather  an- 
tique fashion.  This,  the  old  man  informed  me,  was  his  pres- 
ent abode.  A  servant,  almost  as  old  as  his  master,  came  to 
the  door,  and,  giving  his  arm  to  my  host,  led  him,  for  he  was 
rather  lame  and  otherwise  infirm,  across  a  small  hall  into  a 
long  low  apartment.  I  followed. 

A  miniature  of  Oliver  Cromwell,  placed  over  the  chimney- 
piece,  forcibly  arrested  my  attention. 

"It  is  the  only  portrait  of  the  Protector  I  ever  saw,"  said 
I,  "  which  impresses  on  me  the  certainty  of  a  likeness ;  that 
resolute  gloomy  brow, — that  stubborn  lip, — that  heavy,  yet 
not  stolid  expression, —  all  seem  to  warrant  a  resemblance  to 
that  singular  and  fortunate  man,  to  whom  folly  appears  to 
have  been  as  great  an  instrument  of  success  as  wisdom,  and 
who  rose  to  the  supreme  power  perhaps  no  less  from  a  pitia- 
ble fanaticism  than  an  admirable  genius.  So  true  is  it  that 
great  men  often  soar  to  their  height  by  qualities  the  least  ob- 
vious to  the  spectator,  and  (to  stoop  to  a  low  comparison) 
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resemble  that  animal l  in  which  a  common  ligament  supplies 
the  place  and  possesses  the  property  of  wings." 

The  old  man  smiled  very  slightly  as  I  made  this  remark. 
"  If  this  be  true, "  said  he,  with  an  impressive  tone,  "  though 
we  may  wonder  less  at  the  talents  of  the  Protector,  we  must 
be  more  indulgent  to  his  character,  nor  condemn  him  for  in- 
sincerity when  at  heart  he  himself  was  deceived." 

"It  is  in  that  light,"  said  I,  "that  I  have  always  viewed 
his  conduct.  And  though  myself,  by  prejudice,  a  Cavalier 
and  a  Tory,  I  own  that  Cromwell*  (hypocrite  as  he  is  es- 
teemed) appears  to  me  as  much  to  have  exceeded  his  royal 
antagonist  and  victim  in  the  virtue  of  sincerity,  as  he  did  in 
the  grandeur  of  his  genius  and  the  profound  consistency  of 
his  ambition." 

"Sir,"  said  my  host,  with  a  warmth  that  astonished  me, 
"you  seem  to  have  known  that  man,  so  justly  do  you  judge 
him.  Yes,"  said  he,  after  a  pause,  "yes,  perhaps  no  one 
ever  so  varnished  to  his  own  breast  his  designs ;  no  one,  so 
covetous  of  glory,  was  ever  so  duped  by  conscience;  no  one 
ever  rose  to  such  a  height  through  so  few  acts  that  seemed  to 
himself  worthy  of  remorse." 

At  this  part  of  our  conversation,  the  servant,  entering, 
announced  dinner.  We  adjourned  to  another  room,  and  par- 
took of  a  homely  yet  not  uninviting  repast.  When  men  are 
pleased  with  each  other,  conversation  soon  gets  beyond  the 
ordinary  surfaces  to  talk;  and  an  exchange  of  deeper  opin- 
ions was  speedily  effected  by  what  old  Barnes3  quaintly 
enough  terms,  "The  gentleman-usher  of  all  knowledge, — 
Sermocination ! " 

It  was  a  pretty,  though  small  room,  where  we  dined;  and  I 
observed  that  in  this  apartment,  as  in  the  other  into  which  I 
had  been  at  first  ushered,  there  were  several  books  scattered 
about,  in  that  confusion  and  number  which  show  that  they 
have  become  to  their  owner  both  the  choicest  luxury  and  the 
least  dispensable  necessary.  So,  during  dinner-time,  we 
talked  principally  upon  books,  and  I  observed  that  those 
which  my  host  seemed  to  know  the  best  were  of  the  elegant 
1  The  flying  squirrel.  a  In  the  "  Gerania." 
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and  poetical  order  of  philosophers,  who,  more  fascinating 
than  deep,  preach  up  the  blessings  of  a  solitude  which  is  use- 
less, and  a  content  which,  deprived  of  passion,  excitement, 
and  energy,  would,  if  it  could  ever  exist,  only  be  a  dignified 
name  for  vegetation. 

"So,"  said  he,  when,  the  dinner  being  removed,  we  were 
left  alone  with  that  substitute  for  all  society, — wine!  "so 
you  are  going  to  town :  in  four  hours  more  you  will  be  in  that 
great  focus  of  noise,  falsehood,  hollow  joy,  and  real  sorrow. 
Do  you  know  that  I  have*  become  so  wedded  to  the  country 
that  I  cannot  but  consider  all  those  who  leave  it  for  the  tur- 
bulent city,  in  the  same  light,  half  wondering,  half  compas- 
sionating, as  that  in  which  the  ancients  regarded  the  hardy 
adventurers  who  left  the  safe  land  and  their  happy  homes, 
voluntarily  to  expose  themselves  in  a  frail  vessel  to  the  dan- 
gers of  an  uncertain  sea?  Here,  when  I  look  out  on  the 
green  fields  and  the  blue  sky,  the  quiet  herds  basking  in  the 
sunshine  or  scattered  over  the  unpolluted  plains,  I  cannot 
but  exclaim  with  Pliny,  'This  is  the  true  Mowelov! '  this  is  the 
source  whence  flow  inspiration  to  the  mind  and  tranquillity 
to  the  heart!  And  in  my  love  of  Nature  —  more  confiding 
and  constant  than  ever  is  the  love  we  bear  to  women  —  I  cry 
with  the  tender  and  sweet  Tibullus, — 

"  '  Ego  composite  securus  acervo 
Despiciam  dites,  despiciamque  famem.' "  l 

"  These. "  said  I,  "  are  the  sentiments  we  all  (perhaps  the 
most  restless  of  us  the  most  passionately)  at  times  experience. 
But  there  is  in  our  hearts  some  secret  but  irresistible  princi- 
ple that  impels  us,  as  a  rolling  circle,  onward,  onward,  in  the 
great  orbit  of  our  destiny ;  nor  do  we  find  a  respite  until  the 
wheels  on  which  we  move  are  broken  —  at  the  tomb." 

"Yet,"  said  my  host,  "the  internal  principle  you  speak  of 
can  be  arrested  before  the  grave, — at  least  stilled  and  im- 
peded. You  will  smile  incredulously,  perhaps  (for  I  see  you 
do  not  know  who  I  am),  when  I  tell  you  that  I  might  once 

1  "  Satisfied  with  my  little  hoard,  I  can  despise  wealth,  and  fe&r  not 
hunger/ 
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have  been  a  monarch,  and  that  obscurity  seemed  to  me  more 
enviable  than  empire;  I  resigned  the  occasion:  the  tide  of 
fortune  rolled  onward,  and  left  me  safe  but  solitary  and  for- 
saken upon  the  dry  land.  If  you  wonder  at  my  choice,  you 
will  wonder  still  more  when  I  tell  you  that  I  have  never 
repented  it." 

Greatly  surprised,  and  even  startled,  I  heard  my  host  make 
this  strange  avowal.  "Forgive  me,"  said  I,  "but  you  have 
powerfully  excited  my  interest;  dare  I  inquire  from  whose 
experience  I  am  now  deriving  a  lesson?" 

"Not  yet,"  said  my  host,  smiling,  "not  till  our  conversation 
is  over,  and  you  have  bid  the  old  anchorite  adieu,  in  all  prob- 
ability forever:  you  will  then  know  that  you  have  conversed 
with  a  man,  perhaps  more  universally  neglected  and  con- 
temned than  any  of  his  contemporaries.  Yes,"  he  continued, 
"yes,  I  resigned  power,  and  I  got  no  praise  for  my  modera- 
tion, but  contempt  for  my  folly;  no  human  being  would  be- 
lieve that  I  could  have  relinquished  that  treasure  through  a 
disregard  for  its  possession  which  others  would  only  have 
relinquished  through  an  incapacity  to  retain  it;  and  that 
which,  had  they  seen  it  recorded  in  an  ancient  history,  men 
would  have  regarded  as  the  height  of  philosophy,  they  de- 
spised when  acted  under  their  eyes,  as  the  extremest  abase- 
ment of  imbecility.  Yet  I  compare  my  lot  with  that  of  the 
great  man  whom  I  was  expected  to  equal  in  ambition,  and  to 
whose  grandeur  I  might  have  succeeded;  and  am  convinced 
that  in  this  retreat  I  am  more  to  be  envied  than  he  in  the 
plenitude  of  his  power  and  the  height  of  his  renown ;  yet  is 
not  happiness  the  aim  of  wisdom?  if  my  choice  is  happier 
than  his,  is  it  not  wiser?" 

"Alas,"  thought  I,  "the  wisest  men  seldom  have  the  lofti- 
est genius,  and  perhaps  happiness  is  granted  rather  to  medioc- 
rity of  mind  than  to  mediocrity  of  circumstance;  "  but  I  did 
not  give  so  uncourteous  a  reply  to  my  host  an  audible  utter- 
ance; on  the  contrary,  "I  do  not  doubt,"  said  I,  as  I  rose  to 
depart,  "  the  wisdom  of  a  choice  which  has  brought  you  self- 
gratulation.  And  it  has  been  said  by  a  man  both  great  and 
good,  a  man  to  whose  mind  was  open  the  lore  of  the  closet 
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and  the  experience  of  courts  that,  in  wisdom  or  in  folly,  'the 
only  difference  between  one  man  and  another,  is  whether  a  man 
governs  his  passions  or  his  passions  him. '  According  to  this 
rule,  which  indeed  is  a  classic  and  a  golden  aphorism,  Alex- 
ander, on  the  throne  of  Persia,  might  have  been  an  idiot  to 
Diogenes  in  his  tub.  And  now,  Sir,  in  wishing  you  farewell, 
let  me  again  crave  your  indulgence  to  my  curiosity." 

"Not  yet,  not  yet,"  answered  my  host;  and  he  led  me  once 
more  into  the  other  room.  While  they  were  preparing  my 
horse,  we  renewed  our  conversation.  To  the  best  of  my  rec- 
ollection, we  talked  about  Plato;  but  I  had  now  become  so 
impatient  to  rejoin  Isora  that  I  did  not  accord  to  my  worthy 
host  the  patient  attention  I  had  hitherto  given  him.  When  I 
took  leave  of  him  he  blessed  me,  and  placed  a  piece  of  paper 
in  my  hand;  "Do  not  open  this,"  said  he,  "till  you  are  at 
least  two  miles  hence;  your  curiosity  will  then  be  satisfied. 
If  ever  you  travel  this  road  again,  or  if  ever  you  pass  by 
Cheshunt,  pause  and  see  if  the  old  philosopher  is  dead. 
Adieu!" 

And  so  we  parted. 

You  may  be  sure  that  I  had  not  passed  the  appointed  dis- 
tance of  two  miles  very  far,  when  I  opened  the  paper  and 
read  the  following  words:  — 

Perhaps,  young  stranger,  at  some  future  period  of  a  life,  which  I 
venture  to  foretell  will  be  adventurous  and  eventful,  it  may  afford  you  a 
matter  for  reflection,  or  a  resting-spot  for  a  moral,  to  remember  that  you 
have  seen,  in  old  age  and  obscurity,  the  son  of  him  who  shook  an  empire, 
avenged  a  people,  and  obtained  a  throne,  only  to  be  the  victim  of  his 
own  passions  and  the  dupe  of  his  own  reason.  I  repeat  now  the  ques- 
tion I  before  put  to  you,  —  Was  the  fate  of  the  great  Protector  fairer 
than  that  of  the  despised  and  forgotten 

RICHARD  CROMWELL? 

"So,"  thought  I,  "it  is  indeed  with  the  son  of  the  greatest 
ruler  England,  or  perhaps,  in  modern  times,  Europe  has  ever 
produced,  that  I  have  held  this  conversation  upon  content  I 
Yes,  perhaps  your  fate  is  more  to  be  envied  than  that  of  your 
illustrious  father;  but  who  would  envy  it  more?  Strange 
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that  while  we  pretend  that  happiness  is  the  object  of  all  de- 
sire, happiness  is  the  last  thing  which  we  covet.  Love  and 
wealth  and  pleasure  and  honour,  —  these  are  the  roads  which 
we  take  so  long  that,  accustomed  to  the  mere  travel,  we  for- 
get that  it  was  first  undertaken  not  for  the  course  but  the 
goal;  and  in  the  common  infatuation  which  pervades  all  our 
race,  we  make  the  toil  the  meed,  and  in  following  the  means 
forsake  the  end." 

I  never  saw  my  host  again;  very  shortly  afterwards  he 
died : 1  and  Fate,  which  had  marked  with  so  strong  a  separa- 
tion the  lives  of  the  father  and  the  son,  united  in  that  death 
—  as  its  greatest,  so  its  only  universal  blessing  —  the  philoso- 
pher and  the  recluse  with  the  warrior  and  the  chief! 


CHAPTER  V. 

IN     WHICH     THE     HERO     SHOWS      DECISION     ON     MORE     POINTS 
THAN   ONE. MORE   OF    ISORA's    CHARACTER   IS    DEVELOPED. 

To  use  the  fine  image  in  the  "Arcadia,"  it  was  "when  the 
sun,  like  a  noble  heart,  began  to  show  his  greatest  counte- 
nance in  his  lowest  estate,"  that  I  arrived  at  Isora's  door.  I 
had  written  to  her  once,  to  announce  my  uncle's  death  and 
the  day  of  my  return:  but  I  had  not  mentioned  in  my  letter 
my  reverse  of  fortunes ;  I  reserved  that  communication  till  it 
could  be  softened  by  our  meeting.  I  saw  by  the  countenance 
of  the  servant  who  admitted  me  that  all  was  well :  so  I  asked 
no  question;  I  flew  up  the  stairs;  I  broke  into  Isora's  cham- 
ber, and  in  an  instant  she  was  in  my  arms.  Ah,  Love,  Love ! 
wherefore  art  thou  so  transitory  a  pilgrim  on  the  earth, —  an 
evening  cloud  which  hovers  on  our  horizon,  drinking  the  hues 
of  the  sun,  that  grows  ominously  brighter  as  it  verges  to  the 
shadow  and  the  night,  and  which,  the  moment  that  sun  is  set, 
wanders  on  in  darkness  or  descends  in  tears? 

1  Richard  Cromwell  died  in  1712.  —  ED. 
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"  And  now,  my  bird  of  Paradise, "  said  I,  as  we  sat  alone  in 
the  apartment  I  had  fitted  up  as  the  banqueting-room,  and 
on  which,  though  small  in  its  proportions,  I  had  lavished  all 
the  love  of  luxury  and  of  show  which  made  one  of  my  most 
prevailing  weaknesses,  "  and  now  how  has  time  passed  with 
you  since  we  parted?" 

"Need  you  ask,  Morton?  Ah,  have  you  ever  noted  a  poor 
dog  deserted  by  its  master,  or  rather  not  deserted,  for  that 
you  know  is  not  my  case  yet,"  added  Isora,  playfully,  "but 
left  at  home  while  the  master  went  abroad?  have  you  noted 
how  restless  the  poor  animal  is ;  how  it  refuses  all  company 
and  all  comfort ;  how  it  goes  a  hundred  times  a  day  into  the 
room  which  its  master  is  wont  mostly  to  inhabit;  how  it 
creeps  on  the  sofa  or  the  chair  which  the  same  absent  idler 
was  accustomed  to  press;  how  it  selects  some  article  of  his 
very  clothing,  and  curls  jealously  around  it,  and  hides  and 
watches  over  it  as  I  have  hid  and  watched  over  this  glove, 
Morton?  Have  you  ever  noted  that  humble  creature  whose 
whole  happiness  is  the  smile  of  one  being,  when  the  smile 
was  away, — then,  Morton,  you  can  tell  how  my  time  has 
passed  during  your  absence." 

I  answered  Isora  by  endearments  and  by  compliments.  She 
turned  away  from  the  latter. 

"Never  call  me  those  fine  names,  I  implore  you,"  she  whis- 
pered ;  "  call  me  only  by  those  pretty  pet  words  by  which  I 
know  you  will  never  call  any  one  else.  Bee  and  bird  are 
my  names,  and  mine  only;  but  beauty  and  angel  are 
names  you  have  given  or  may  give  to  a  hundred  others! 
Promise  me,  then,  to  address  me  only  in  your  own  language." 

"I  promise,  and  lo,  the  seal  to  the  promise.  But  tell  me, 
Isora,  do  you  not  love  these  rare  scents  that  make  an  Araby 
of  this  unmellowed  clime?  Do  you  not  love  the  profusion 
of  light  which  reflects  so  dazzling  a  lustre  on  that  soft  cheek ; 
and  those  eyes  which  the  ancient  romancer l  must  have  dreamed 
of  when  he  wrote  so  prettily  of  "eyes  that  seemed  a  temple 

1  Sir  Philip  Sydney,  who,  if  we  may  judge  from  the  number  of  quotations 
from  his  works  scattered  in  this  book,  seems  to  have  been  an  especial  favour- 
ite with  Count  Devereux.  —  ED. 
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where  love  and  beauty  were  married"?  Does  not  yon  fruit 
take  a  more  tempting  hue,  bedded  as  it  is  in  those  golden 
leaves?  Does  not  sleep  seem  to  hover  with  a  downier  wing 
over  those  sofas  on  which  the  limbs  of  a  princess  have  been 
laid?  In  a  word,  is  there  not  in  luxury  and  in  pomp  a  spell 
which  no  gentler  or  wiser  mind  would  disdain?  " 

"  It  may  be  so !  "  said  Isora,  sighing ;  "  but  the  splendour 
which  surrounds  us  chills  and  almost  terrifies  me.  I  think 
that  every  proof  of  your  wealth  and  rank  puts  me  further 
from  you :  then,  too,  I  have  some  remembrance  of  the  green 
sod,  and  the  silver  rill,  and  the  trees  upon  which  the  young 
winds  sing  and  play;  and  I  own  that  it  is  with  the  country, 
and  not  the  town,  that  all  my  ideas  of  luxury  are  wed." 

"But  the  numerous  attendants,  the  long  row  of  liveried 
hirelings,  through  which  you  may  pass,  as  through  a  lane, 
the  caparisoned  steeds,  the  stately  equipage,  the  jewelled 
tiara,  the  costly  robe  which  matrons  imitate  and  envy,  the 
music,  which  lulls  you  to  sleep,  the  lighted  show,  the  gor- 
geous stage, —  all  these,  the  attributes  or  gifts  of  wealth,  all 
these  that  you  have  the  right  to  hope  you  will  one  day  or 
other  command,  you  will  own  are  what  you  could  very  reluc- 
tantly forego." 

"Do  you  think  so,  Morton?  Ah,  I  wish  you  were  of  my 
humble  temper :  the  more  we  limit  and  concentre  happiness, 
the  more  certain,  I  think,  we  are  of  securing  it;  they  who 
widen  the  circle  encroach  upon  the  boundaries  of  danger;  and 
they  who  freight  their  wealth  upon  a  hundred  vessels  are 
more  liable,  Morton,  are  they  not?  to  the  peril  of  the  winds 
and  the  waves  than  they  who  venture  it  only  upon  one." 

"Admirably  reasoned,  my  little  sophist;  but  if  the  one 
ship  sink?" 

"  Why,  I  would  embark  myself  in  it  as  well  as  my  wealth, 
and  should  sink  with  it." 

"  Well,  well,  Isora,  your  philosophy  will,  perhaps,  soon  be 
put  to  the  test.  I  will  talk  to  you  to-morrow  of  business." 

"And  why  not  to-night?  " 

"  To-night,  when  I  have  just  returned !  No,  to-night  I  will 
only  talk  to  you  of  love !  " 

14 
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As  may  be  supposed,  Isora  was  readily  reconciled  to  my 
change  of  circumstances ;  and  indeed  that  sum  which  seemed 
poverty  to  me  appeared  positive  wealth  to  her.  But  perhaps 
few  men  are  by  nature  and  inclination  more  luxurious  and 
costly  than  myself;  always  accustomed  to  a  profuse  expend- 
iture at  my  uncle's,  I  fell  insensibly  and  con  amore,  on  my 
debut  in  London,  into  all  the  extravagances  of  the  age.  Sir 
William,  pleased  rather  than  discontented  with  my  habits, 
especially  as  they  were  attended  with  some  eclat,  pressed  upon 
me  proofs  of  his  generosity  which,  since  I  knew  his  wealth 
and  considered  myself  his  heir,  I  did  not  scruple  to  accept, 
and  at  the  time  of  my  return  to  London  after  his  death,  I 
had  not  only  spent  to  the  full  the  princely  allowance  I  had 
received  from  him,  but  was  above  half  my  whole  fortune  in 
debt.  However,  I  had  horses  and  equipages,  jewels  and 
plate,  and  I  did  not  long  wrestle  with  my  pride  before  I  ob- 
tained the  victory,  and  sent  all  my  valuables  to  the  hammer. 
They  sold  pretty  well,  all  things  considered,  for  I  had  a  cer- 
tain reputation  in  the  world  for  taste  and  munificence ;  and 
when  I  had  received  the  product  and  paid  my  debts,  I  found 
that  the  whole  balance  in  my  favour,  including,  of  course, 
my  uncle's  legacy,  was  fifteen  thousand  pounds. 

It  was  no  bad  younger  brother's  portion,  perhaps,  but  I 
was  in  no  humour  to  be  made  a  younger  brother  without  a 
struggle.  So  I  went  to  the  lawyers ;  they  looked  at  the  will, 
considered  the  case,  and  took  their  fees.  Then  the  honestest 
of  them,  with  the  coolest  air  in  the  world,  told  me  to  content 
myself  with  my  legacy,  for  the  cause  was  hopeless ;  the  will 
was  sufficient  to  exclude  a  wilderness  of  elder  sons.  I  need 
not  add  that  I  left  this  lawyer  with  a  very  contemptible  opin- 
ion of  his  understanding.  I  went  to  another,  he  told  me  the 
same  thing,  only  in  a  different  manner,  and  I  thought  him  as 
great  a  fool  as  his  fellow  practitioner.  At  last  I  chanced 
upon  a  little  brisk  gentleman,  with  a  quick  eye  and  a  sharp 
voice,  who  wore  a  wig  that  carried  conviction  in  every  curl; 
had  an  independent,  upright  mien,  and  such  a  logical,  em- 
phatic way  of  expressing  himself,  that  I  was  quite  charmed 
with  him.  This  gentleman  scarce  heard  me  out  before  he 


DEVEREUX.  211 

assured  me  that  I  had  a  famous  case  of  it,  that  he  liked  mak- 
ing quick  work,  and  proceeding  with  vigour,  that  he  hated 
rogues,  and  delay,  which  was  the  sign  of  a  rogue,  but  not  the 
necessary  sign  of  law,  that  I  was  the  most  fortunate  man  im- 
aginable in  coming  to  him,  and,  in  short  that  I  had  nothing 
to  do  but  commence  proceedings,  and  leave  all  the  rest  to 
him.  I  was  very  soon  talked  into  this  proposal,  and  very 
soon  embarked  in  the  luxurious  ocean  of  litigation. 

Having  settled  this  business  so  satisfactorily,  I  went  to 
receive  the  condolence  and  sympathy  of  St.  John.  Notwith- 
standing the  arduous  occupations  both  of  pleasure  and  of 
power,  in  which  he  was  constantly  engaged,  he  had  found 
time  to  call  upon  me  very  often,  and  to  express  by  letter 
great  disappointment  that  I  had  neither  received  nor  returned 
his  visits.  Touched  by  the  phenomenon  of  so  much  kindness 
in  a  statesman,  I  paid  him  in  return  the  only  compliment  in 
my  power ;  namely,  I  asked  his  advice,  with  a  view  of  taking 
it. 

"  Politics  —  politics,  my  dear  Count, "  said  he  in  answer  to 
that  request,  "nothing  like  it;  I  will  get  you  a  seat  in  the 
House  by  next  week, —  you  are  just  of  age,  I  think, — 
Heavens !  a  man  like  you  who  has  learning  enough  for  a  Ger- 
man professor;  assurance  that  would  almost  abash  a  Mile- 
sian; a  very  pretty  choice  of  words,  and  a  pointed  way  of 
consummating  a  jest, —  why,  with  you  by  my  side,  my  dear 
Count,  I  will  soon  — " 

"  St.  John, "  said  I,  interrupting  him,  "  you  forget  I  am  a 
Catholic!" 

"Ah,  I  did  forget  that,"  replied  St.  John,  slowly.  "Heaven 
help  me,  Count,  but  I  am  sorry  your  ancestors  were  not  con- 
verted ;  it  was  a  pity  they  should  bequeath  you  their  religion 
without  the  estate  to  support  it,  for  papacy  has  become  a 
terrible  tax  to  its  followers." 

"  I  wonder, "  said  I,  "  whether  the  earth  will  ever  be  gov- 
erned by  Christians,  not  cavillers;  by  followers  of  our  Sav- 
iour, not  by  co-operators  of  the  devil ;  by  men  who  obey  the 
former,  and  'love  one  another,'  not  by  men  who  walk  about 
with  the  latter  (that  roaring  lion),  'seeking  whom  they  may 
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devour.'  Intolerance  makes  us  acquainted  with  strange  non- 
sense, and  folly  is  never  so  ludicrous  as  when  associated  with 
something  sacred;  it  is  then  like  Punch  and  his  wife  in  Pow- 
ell's puppet-show,  dancing  in  the  Ark.  For  example,  to  tell 
those  who  differ  from  us  that  they  are  in  a  delusion,  and  yet 
to  persecute  them  for  that  delusion,  is  to  equal  the  wisdom 
of  our  forefathers,  who,  we  are  told,  in  the  '  Dsemonologie ' 
of  the  Scottish  Solomon,  'burned  a  whole  monasterie  of  nunnes 
for  being  misled,  not  by  men,  but  dreames  !  ' 

And  being  somewhat  moved,  I  ran  on  for  a  long  time  in  a 
very  eloquent  strain,  upon  the  disadvantages  of  intolerance; 
which,  I  would  have  it,  was  a  policy  as  familiar  to  Protestant- 
ism now  as  it  had  been  to  Popery  in  the  dark  ages ;  quite  for- 
getting that  it  is  not  the  vice  of  a  peculiar  sect,  but  of  a 
ruling  party. 

St.  John,  who  thought  or  affected  to  think  very  differently 
from  me  on  these  subjects,  shook  his  head  gently,  but,  with 
his  usual  good  breeding,  deemed  it  rather  too  sore  a  subject 
for  discussion. 

"  I  will  tell  you  a  discovery  I  have  made, "  said  I. 

"And  what  is  it?" 

"Listen:  that  man  is  wisest  who  is  happiest, —  granted. 
What  does  happiness  consist  in?  Power,  wealth,  popularity, 
and,  above  all,  content!  Well,  then,  no  man  ever  obtains  so 
much  power,  so  much  money,  so  much  popularity,  and,  above 
all,  such  thorough  self-content  as  a  fool;  a  fool,  therefore 
(this  is  no  paradox),  is  the  wisest  of  men.  Fools  govern  the 
world  in  purple :  the  wise  laugh  at  them ;  but  they  laugh  in 
rags.  Fools  thrive  at  court ;  fools  thrive  in  state  chambers ; 
fools  thrive  in  boudoirs;  fools  thrive  in  rich  men's  legacies. 
Who  is  so  beloved  as  a  fool?  Every  man  seeks  him,  laughs 
at  him,  and  hugs  him.  Who  is  so  secure  in  his  own  opinion, 
so  high  in  complacency,  as  a  fool?  sua  virtute  involvit.  Hark 
ye,  St.  John,  let  us  turn  fools :  they  are  the  only  potentates, 
the  only  philosophers  of  earth.  Oh,  motley,  'motley  's  your 
only  wear ! '  " 

"Ha!  ha!"  laughed  St.  John;  and,  rising,  he  insisted 
upon  carrying  me  with  him  to  the  rehearsal  of  a  new  play,  in 
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order,  as  he  said,  to  dispel  my  spleen,  and  prepare  me  for 
ripe  decision  upon  the  plans  to  be  adopted  for  bettering  my 
fortune. 

But,  in  good  truth,  nothing  calculated  to  advance  so  com- 
fortable and  praiseworthy  an  end  seemed  to  present  itself. 
My  religion  was  an  effectual  bar  to  any  hope  of  rising  in  the 
state.  Europe  now  began  to  wear  an  aspect  that  promised 
universal  peace,  and  the  sword  which  I  had  so  poetically 
apostrophized  was  not  likely  to  be  drawn  upon  any  more  glo- 
rious engagement  than  a  brawl  with  the  Mohawks,  any  incau- 
tious noses  appertaining  to  which  fraternity  I  was  fully 
resolved  to  slit  whenever  they  came  conveniently  in  my  way. 
To  add  to  the  unpromising  state  of  my  worldly  circumstances, 
my  uncle's  death  had  removed  the  only  legitimate  barrier  to 
the  acknowledgment  of  my  marriage  with  Isora,  and  it  be- 
came due  to  her  to  proclaim  and  publish  that  event.  Now,  if 
there  be  any  time  in  the  world  when  a  man's  friends  look 
upon  him  most  coldly;  when  they  speak  of  his  capacities  of 
rising  the  most  despondingly ;  when  they  are  most  inclined, 
in  short,  to  set  him  down  as  a  silly  sort  of  fellow,  whom  it  is 
no  use  inconveniencing  one's  self  to  assist, —  it  is  at  that  mo- 
ment when  he  has  made  what  the  said  friends  are  pleased  to 
term  an  imprudent  marriage !  It  was,  therefore,  no  remarka- 
ble instance  of  good  luck  that  the  express  time  for  announc- 
ing that  I  had  contracted  that  species  of  marriage  was  the 
express  time  for  my  wanting  the  assistance  of  those  kind- 
hearted  friends.  Then,  too,  by  the  pleasing  sympathies  in 
worldly  opinion,  the  neglect  of  one's  friends  is  always  so 
datnnably  neighboured  by  the  exultation  of  one's  foes!  Never 
was  there  a  man  who,  without  being  very  handsome,  very 
rude,  or  very  much  in  public  life,  had  made  unto  himself 
more  enemies  than  it  had  been  my  lot  to  make.  How  the 
rascals  would  all  sneer  and  coin  dull  jests  when  they  saw  me 
so  down  in  the  world !  The  very  old  maids,  who,  so  long  as 
they  thought  me  single,  would  have  declared  that  the  will 
was  a  fraud,  would,  directly  they  heard  I  was  married,  ask  if 
Gerald  was  handsome,  and  assert,  with  a  wise  look,  that  my 
uncle  knew  well  what  he  was  about.  Then  the  joy  of  the 
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Lady  Hasselton,  and  the  curled  lip  of  the  haughty  Tarleton! 
It  is  a  very  odd  circumstance,  but  it  is  very  true,  that  the 
people  we  most  despise  have  the  most  influence  over  our  ac- 
tions; a  man  never  ruins  himself  by  giving  dinners  to  his 
father,  or  turning  his  house  into  a  palace  in  order  to  feast  his 
bosom  friend :  on  the  contrary,  't  is  the  poor  devil  of  a  friend 
who  fares  the  worst,  and  starves  on  the  family  joint,  while 
mine  host  beggars  himself  to  banquet  "  that  disagreeable  Mr. 
A.,  who  is  such  an  insufferable  ass,"  and  mine  hostess  sends 
her  husband  to  the  Fleet  by  vying  with  "that  odious  Mrs.  B., 
who  was  always  her  aversion!  " 

Just  in  the  same  manner,  no  thought  disturbed  me,  in  the 
step  I  was  about  to  take,  half  so  sorely  as  the  recollection  of 
Lady  Hasselton  the  coquette  and  Mr.  Tarleton  the  gambler. 
However,  I  have  said  somewhere  or  other  that  nothing  selfish 
on  a  small  scale  polluted  my  love  for  Isora, —  nor  did  there. 
I  had  resolved  to  render  her  speedy  and  full  justice ;  and  if  I 
sometimes  recurred  to  the  disadvantages  to  myself,  I  always 
had  pleasure  in  thinking  that  they  were  sacrifices  to  her.  But 
to  my  great  surprise,  when  I  first  announced  to  Isora  my  in- 
tention of  revealing  our  marriage,  I  perceived  in  her  counte- 
nance, always  such  a  traitor  to  her  emotions,  a  very  different 
expression  from  that  which  I  had  anticipated.  A  deadly 
paleness  spread  over  her  whole  face,  and  a  shudder  seemed  to 
creep  through  her  frame.  She  attempted,  however,  to  smile 
away  the  alarm  she  had  created  in  me ;  nor  was  I  able  to  pen- 
etrate the  cause  of  a,n  emotion  so  unlocked  for.  But  I  con- 
tinued to  speak  of  the  public  announcement  of  our  union  as 
of  a  thing  decided;  and  at  length  she  listened  to  me  while  I 
arranged  the  method  of  making  it,  and  sympathized  in  the 
future  projects  I  chalked  out  for  us  to  adopt.  Still,  however, 
when  I  proposed  a  definite  time  for  the  re-celebration  of  our 
nuptials,  she  ever  drew  back  and  hinted  the  wish  for  a  longer 
delay. 

"  Not  so  soon,  dear  Morton, "  she  would  say  tearfully,  "  not 
so  soon;  we  are  happy  now,  and  perhaps  when  you  are  with 
me  always  you  will  not  love  me  so  well !  " 

I  reasoned  against  this  notion,  and  this  reluctance,  uut  in 
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vain;  and  day  passed  on  day,  and  even  week  on  week,  and 
our  marriage  was  still  undeclared.  I  now  lived,  however,  al- 
most wholly  with  Isora,  for  busy  tongues  could  no  longer 
carry  my  secret  to  my  uncle;  and,  indeed,,  since  I  had  lost 
the  fortune  which  I  was  expected  to  inherit,  it  is  astonishing 
how  little  people  troubled  their  heads  about  my  movements 
or  myself.  I  lived  then  almost  wholly  with  Isora;  and  did 
familiarity  abate  my  love?  Strange  to  say,  it  did  not  abate 
even  the  romance  of  it.  The  reader  may  possibly  remember 
a  conversation  with  St.  John  recorded  in  the  Second  Book  of 
this  history.  "The  deadliest  foe  to  love,"  said  he  (he  who 
had  known  all  love, — that  of  the  senses  and  that  also  of  the 
soul!),  "is  not  change,  nor  misfortune,  nor  jealousy,  nor 
wrath,  nor  anything  that  flows  from  passion  or  emanates  from 
fortune.  The  deadliest  foe  to  love  is  CUSTOM!  " 

Was  St.  John  right?  I  believe  that  in  most  instances  he 
was ;  and  perhaps  the  custom  was  not  continued  in  my  case 
long  enough  for  me  to  refute  the  maxim.  But  as  yet,  the 
very  gloss  upon  the  god's  wings  was  fresh  as  on  the  first  day 
when  I  had  acknowledged  his  power.  Still  was  Isora  to  me 
the  light  and  the  music  of  existence !  still  did  my  heart  thrill 
and  leap  within  me  when  her  silver  and  fond  voice  made  the 
air  a  blessing !  Still  would  I  hang  over  her,  when  her  beau- 
tiful features  lay  hushed  in  sleep,  and  watch  the  varying  hues 
of  her  cheek;  and  fancy,  while  she  slept,  that  in  each  low, 
sweet  breath  that  my  lips  drew  from  hers,  was  a  whisper  of 
tenderness  and  endearment!  Still  when  I  was  absent  from 
her,  my  soul  seemed  to  mourn  a  separation  from  its  better 
and  dearer  part,  and  the  joyous  senses  of  existence  saddened 
and  shrank  into  a  single  want !  Still  was  her  presence  to  my 
heart  as  a  breathing  atmosphere  of  poesy  which  circled  and 
tinted  all  human  things ;  still  was  my  being  filled  with  that 
delicious  and  vague  melancholy  which  the  very  excess  of  rap- 
ture alone  produces,  —  the  knowledge  we  dare  not  breathe  to 
ourselves  that  the  treasure  in  which  our  heart  is  stored  is  not 
above  the  casualties  of  fate.  The  sigh  that  mingles  with  the 
kiss ;  the  tear  that  glistens  in  the  impassioned  and  yearning 
gaze;  the  deep  tide  in  our  spirit,  over  which  the  moon  and 
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the  stars"  have  power;  the  chain  of  harmony  within  the 
thought  which  has  a  mysterious  link  with  all  that  is  fair  and 
pure  and  bright  in  Nature,  knitting  as  it  were  loveliness  with 
love !  —  all  this,  all  that  I  cannot  express ;  all  that  to  the  young 
for  whom  the  real  world  has  had  few  spells,  and  the  world  of 
visions  has  been  a  home,  who  love  at  last  and  for  the  first 
time, —  all  that  to  them  are  known  were  still  mine. 

In  truth,  Isora  was  one  well  calculated  to  sustain  and  to 
rivet  romance.  The  cast  of  her  beauty  was  so  dreamlike,  and 
yet  so  varying:  her  temper  was  so  little  mingled  with  the 
common  characteristics  of  woman;  it  had  so  little  of  caprice, 
so  little  of  vanity,  so  utter  an  absence  of  all  jealous  and  all 
angry  feeling  5  it  was  so  made  up  of  tenderness  and  devotion, 
and  yet  so  imaginative  and  fairy-like  in  its  fondness,  —  that 
it  was  difficult  to  bear  only  the  sentiments  of  earth  for  one 
who  had  so  little  of  earth's  clay.  She  was  more  like  the 
women  whom  one  imagines  are  the  creations  of  poetry,  and 
yet  of  whom  no  poetry,  save  that  of  Shakspeare,  reminds 
us;  and  to  this  day,  when  I  go  into  the  world,  I  never  see 
aught  of  our  own  kind  which  recalls  her,  or  even  one  of  her 
features,  to  my  memory.  But  when  I  am  alone  with  Nature, 
methinks  a  sweet  sound  or  a  new-born  flower  has  something 
of  familiar  power  over  those  stored  and  deep  impressions 
which  do  make  her  image,  and  it  brings  her  more  vividly  be- 
fore my  eyes  than  any  shape  or  face  of  her  own  sex,  however 
beautiful  it  may  be. 

There  was  also  another  trait  in  her  character  which,  though 
arising  in  her  weakness,  not  her  virtues,  yet  perpetuated  the 
more  dreamlike  and  imaginary  qualities  of  our  passion :  this 
was  a  melancholy  superstition,  developing  itself  in  forebod- 
ings and  omens  which  interested,  because  they  were  steeped 
at  once  in  the  poetry  and  in  the  deep  sincerity  of  her  nature. 
She  was  impressed  with  a  strong  and  uncontrollable  feeling 
that  her  fate  was  predestined  to  a  dark  course  and  an  early 
end;  and  she  drew  from  all  things  around  her  something  to 
feed  the  pensive  character  of  her  thoughts.  The  stillness  of 
noon ;  the  holy  and  eloquent  repose  of  twilight,  its  rosy  sky 
and  its  soft  air,  its  shadows  and  its  dews, —  had  equally  for 
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her  heart  a  whisper  and  a  spell.  The  wan  stars,  where,  from 
the  eldest  time,  man  has  shaped  out  a  chart  of  the  undiscov- 
erable  future ;  the  mysterious  moon,  to  which  the  great  ocean 
ministers  from  its  untrodden  shrines;  the  winds,  which  trav- 
erse the  vast  air,  pilgrims  from  an  eternal  home  to  an  un- 
penetrated  bourne;  the  illimitable  heavens,  on  which  none 
ever  gazed  without  a  vague  craving  for  something  that  the 
earth  cannot  give,  and  a  vague  sense  of  a  former  existence  in 
which  that  something  was  enjoyed;  the  holy  night;  that  sol- 
emn and  circling  sleep,  which  seems,  in  its  repose,  to  image 
our  death,  and  in  its  living  worlds  to  shadow  forth  the 
immortal  realms  which  only  through  that  death  we  can  sur- 
vey,—  all  had,  for  the  deep  heart  of  Isora,  a  language  of  omen 
and  of  doom.  Often  would  we  wander  alone,  and  for  hours 
together,  by  the  quiet  and  wild  woods  and  streams  that  sur- 
rounded her  retreat,  and  which  we  both  loved  so  well;  and 
often,  when  the  night  closed  over  us,  with  my  arm  around 
her,  and  our  lips  so  near  that  our  atmosphere  was  our  mutual 
breath,  would  she  utter,  in  that  voice  which  "made  the  soul 
plant  itself  in  the  ears,"  the  predictions  which  had  nursed 
themselves  at  her  heart. 

I  remember  one  evening,  in  especial.  The  rich  twilight 
had  gathered  over  us,  and  we  sat  by  a  slender  and  soft  riv- 
ulet, overshadowed  by  some  stunted  yet  aged  trees.  We  had 
both,  before  she  spoke,  been  silent  for  several  minutes;  and 
only  when,  at  rare  intervals,  the  birds  sent  from  the  copse 
that  backed  us  a  solitary  and  vesper  note  of  music,  was  the 
stillness  around  us  broken.  Before  us,  on  the  opposite  bank 
of  the  stream,  lay  a  valley,  in  which  shadow  and  wood  con- 
cealed all  trace  of  man's  dwellings,  save  at  one  far  spot, 
where,  from  a  single  hut,  rose  a  curling  and  thin  vapour, — 
like  a  spirit  released  from  earth,  and  losing  gradually  its 
earthier  particles,  as  it  blends  itself  with  the  loftier  atmos- 
phere of  heaven. 

It  was  then  that  Isora,  clinging  closer  to  me,  whispered 
her  forebodings  of  death.  "You  will  remember,"  said  she, 
smiling  faintly,  "you  will  remember  me,  in  the  lofty  and 
bright  career  which  yet  awaits  you;  and  I  scarcely  know 
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whether  I  would  not  sooner  have  that  memory  —  free  as  it 
will  be  from  all  recollection  of  my  failings  and  faults,  and  all 
that  I  have  cost  you,  than  incur  the  chance  of  your  future 
coldness  or  decrease  of  love." 

And  when  Isora  turned,  and  saw  that  the  tears  stood  in  my 
eyes,  she  kissed  them  away,  and  said,  after  a  pause,  — 

"It  matters  not,  my  own  guardian  angel,  what  becomes  of 
me :  and  now  that  I  am  near  you,  it  is  wicked  to  let  my  folly 
cost  you  a  single  pang.  But  why  should  you  grieve  at  my 
forebodings?  there  is  nothing  painful  or  harsh  in  them  to 
me,  and  I  interpret  them  thus:  'If  my  life  passes  away  be- 
fore the  common  date,  perhaps  it  will  be  a  sacrifice  to  yours. ' 
And  it  will,  Morton  —  it  will.  The  love  I  bear  to  you  I  can 
but  feebly  express  now;  all  of  us  wish  to  prove  our  feelings, 
and  I  would  give  one  proof  of  mine  for  you.  It  seems  to  me 
that  I  was  made  only  for  one  purpose  —  to  love  you ;  and  I 
would  fain  hope  that  my  death  may  be  some  sort  of  sacrifice 
to  you  —  some  token  of  the  ruling  passion  and  the  whole  ob- 
ject of  my  life." 

As  Isora  said  this,  the  light  of  the  moon,  which  had  just 
risen,  shone  full  upon  her  cheek,  flushed  as  it  was  with  a 
deeper  tint  than  it  usually  wore ;  and  in  her  eye  —  her  feat- 
ures —  her  forehead  —  the  lofty  nature  of  her  love  seemed  to 
have  stamped  the  divine  expression  of  itself. 

Have  I  lingered  too  long  on  these  passages  of  life  ?  They 
draw  near  to  a  close,  and  a  more  adventurous  and  stirring 
period  of  manhood  will  succeed.  Ah,  little  could  they,  who 
in  after  years  beheld  in  me  but  the  careless  yet  stern  soldier 
—  the  wily  and  callous  diplomatist  —  the  companion  alter- 
nately so  light  and  so  moodily  reserved  —  little  could  they 
tell  how  soft,  and  weak,  and  doting  my  heart  was  once ! 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

AN   UNEXPECTED    MEETING.  —  CONJECTURE   AND    ANTICIPATION. 

THE  day  for  the  public  solemnization  of  our  marriage  was 
at  length  appointed.  In  Tact,  the  plan  for  the  future  that  ap- 
peared to  me  most  promising  was  to  proffer  my  services 
to  some  foreign  court,  and  that  of  Russia  held  out  to  me  the 
greatest  temptation.  I  was  therefore  anxious,  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible, to  conclude  the  rite  of  a  second  -or  public  nuptials,  and 
I  purposed  leaving  the  country  within  a  week  afterwards. 
My  little  lawyer  assured  me  that  my  suit  would  go  on  quite 
as  well  in  my  absence,  and  whenever  my  presence  was  neces- 
sary he  would  be  sure  to  inform  me  of  it.  I  did  not  doubt 
him  in  the  least  —  it  is  a  charming  thing  to  have  confidence 
in  one's  man  of  business. 

Of  Montreuil  I  now  saw  nothing;  but  I  accidentally  heard 
that  he  was  on  a  visit  to  Gerald,  and  that  the  latter  had  al- 
ready made  the  old  walls  ring  with  premature  hospitality. 
As  for  Aubrey,  I  was  in  perfect  ignorance  of  his  movements ; 
and  the  unsatisfactory  shortness  of  his  last  letter,  and  the 
wild  expressions  so  breathing  of  fanaticism  in  the  postscript, 
had  given  me  much  anxiety  and  alarm  on  his  account.  I 
longed  above  all  to  see  him,  to  talk  with  him  over  old  times 
and  our  future  plans,  and  to  learn  whether  no  new  bias  could 
be  given  to  a  temperament  which  seemed  to  lean  so  strongly 
towards  a  self -punishing  superstition.  It  was  about  a  week 
before  the  day  fixed  for  my  public  nuptials  that  I  received  at 
last  from  him  the  following  letter:  — 

MY  DEAREST  BROTHER,  —  I  have  been  long  absent  from  home, — 
absent  on  affairs  on  which  we  will  talk  hereafter.  I  have  not  forgotten 
you,  though  I  have  been  silent,  and  the  news  of  my  poor  uncle's  death 
has  shocked  me  greatly.  On  my  arrival  here  I  learned  your  disappoint- 
ment and  your  recourse  to  law.  I  am  not  so  much  surprised,  though  I 
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am  as  much  grieved  as  yourself,  for  I  will  tell  you  now  what  seemed  to 
me  unimportant  before.  On  receiving  your  letter,  requesting  consent 
to  your  designed  marriage,  my  uncle  seemed  greatly  displeased  as  well  as 
vexed,  and  afterwards  he  heard  much  that  displeased  him  more ;  from 
what  quarter  came  his  news  I  know  not,  and  he  only  spoke  of  it  in 
innuendoes  and  angry  insinuations.  As  far  as  I  was  able  I  endeavoured 
to  learn  his  meaning,  but  could  not,  and  to  my  praises  of  you  I  thought 
latterly  he  seemed  to  lend  but  a  cold  ear  ;  he  told  me  at  last,  when  I  was 
about  to  leave  him,  that  you  had  acted  ungratefully  to  him,  and  that  he 
should  alter  his  will.  I  scarcely  thought  of  this  speech  at  the  time,  or 
rather  I  considered  it  as  the  threat  of  a  momentary  anger.  Possibly, 
however,  it  was  the  prelude  to  that  disposition  of  property  which  has  so 
wounded  you :  I  observe,  too,  that  the  will  bears  date  about  that  period. 
I  mention  this  fact  to  you ;  you  can  draw  from  it  what  inference  you 
will :  but  I  do  solemnly  believe  that  Gerald  is  innocent  of  any  fraud 
towards  you. 

I  am  all  anxiety  to  hear  whether  your  love  continues.  I  beseech  you 
to  write  to  me  instantly  and  inform  me  on  that  head  as  on  all  others. 
We  shall  meet  soon. 

Your'  ever  affectionate  Brother, 

AUBREY  DEVEREUX. 

There  was  something  in  this  letter  that  vexed  and  displeased 
me :  I  thought  it  breathed  a  tone  of  unkindness  and  indiffer- 
ence, which  my  present  circumstances  rendered  peculiarly  in- 
excusable. So  far,  therefore,  from  answering  it  immediately, 
I  resolved  not  to  reply  to  it  till  after  the  solemnization  of  my 
marriage.  The  anecdote  of  my  uncle  startled  me  a  little 
when  I  coupled  it  with  the  words  my  uncle  had  used,  to  wards 
myself  on  his  death-bed;  namely,  in  hinting  that  he  had  heard 
some  things  unfavourable  to  Isora,  unnecessary  then  to  re- 
peat; but  still  if  my  uncle  had  altered  his  intentions  towards 
me,  would  he  not  have  mentioned  the  change  and  its  reasons  ? 
Would  he  have  written  to  me  with  such  kindness,  or  received 
me  with  such  affection?  I  could  not  believe  that  he  would; 
and  my  opinions  of  the  fraud  and  the  perpetrator  were  not  a 
whit  changed  by  Aubrey's  epistle.  It  was  clear,  however, 
that  he  had  joined  the  party  against  me;  and  as  my  love  for 
him  was  exceedingly  great,  I  was  much  wounded  by  the  idea. 

"All  leave  me,"  said  I,  "upon  this  reverse, —  all  but  Isora!" 
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and  I  thought  with  renewed  satisfaction  on  the  step  which 
was  about  to  insure  to  her  a  secure  home  and  an  honourable 
station.  My  fears  lest  Isora  should  again  be  molested  by  her 
persecutor  were  now  pretty  well  at  rest;  having  no  doubt  in 
my  own  mind  as  to  that  persecutor's  identity,  I  imagined 
that  in  his  new  acquisition  of  wealth  and  pomp,  a  boyish  and 
unreturned  love  would  easily  be  relinquished;  and  that,  per- 
haps,  he  would  scarcely  regret  my  obtaining  the  prize  himself 
had  sought  for,  when  in  my  altered  fortunes  it  would  be  fol- 
lowed by  such  worldly  depreciation.  In  short,  I  looked  upon 
him  as  possessing  a  characteristic  common  to  most  bad  men, 
who  are  never  so  influenced  by  love  as  they  are  by  hatred; 
and  imagined,  therefore,  that  if  he  had  lost  the  object  of  the 
love,  he  could  console  himself  by  exulting  over  any  decline  of 
prosperity  in  the  object  of  the  hate. 

As  the  appointed  day  drew  near,  Isora's  despondency  seemed 
to  vanish,  and  she  listened,  with  her  usual  eagerness  in  what- 
ever interested  me,  to  my  Continental  schemes  of  enterprise. 
I  resolved  that  our  second  wedding,  though  public,  should  be 
modest  and  unostentatious,  suitable  rather  to  our  fortunes 
than  our  birth.  St.  John,  and  a  few  old  friends  of  the  fam- 
ily, constituted  all  the  party  I  invited,  and  I  requested  them 
to  keep  my  marriage  secret  until  the  very  day  for  celebrating 
it  arrived.  I  did  this  from  a  desire  of  avoiding  compliments 
intended  as  sarcasms,  and  visits  rather  of  curiosity  than 
friendship.  On  flew  the  days,  and  it  was  now  the  one  pre- 
ceding my  wedding.  I  was  dressing  to  go  out  upon  a  matter 
of  business  connected  with  the  ceremony,  and  I  then,  as  I 
received  my  hat  from  Desmarais,  for  the  first  time  thought  it 
requisite  to  acquaint  that  accomplished  gentleman  with  the 
rite  of  the  morrow.  Too  well  bred  was  Monsieur  Desmarais 
to  testify  any  other  sentiment  than  pleasure  at  the  news ;  and 
he  received  my  orders  and  directions  for  the  next  day  with 
more  than  the  graceful  urbanity  which  made  one  always  feel 
quite  honoured  by  his  attentions. 

"And  how  goes  on  the  philosophy?"  said  I:  "faith,  since 
I  am  about  to  be  married,  I  shall  be  likely  to  require  its 
consolations." 
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"Indeed,  Monsieur,"  answered  Desmarais,  with  that  ex- 
pression of  self-conceit  which  was  so  curiously  interwoven 
with  the  obsequiousness  of  his  address,  "  indeed,  Monsieur,  I 
have  been  so  occupied  of  late  in  preparing  a  little  powder 
very  essential  to  dress,  that  I  have  not  had  time  for  any 
graver,  though  not  perhaps  more  important,  avocations." 

"Powder  —  and  what  is  it?" 

"Will  Monsieur  condescend  to  notice  its  effect?"  answered 
Desmarais,  producing  a  pair  of  gloves  which  were  tinted  of 
the  most  delicate  flesh-colour;  the  colouring  was  so  nice,  that 
when  the  gloves  were  on,  it  would  have  been  scarcely  possi- 
ble, at  any  distance,  to  distinguish  them  from  the  naked  flesh. 

"'Tis  a  rare  invention,"  said  I. 

"Monsieur  is  very  good,  but  I  flatter  myself  it  is  so,"  re- 
joined Desmarais ;  and  he  forthwith  ran  on  far  more  earnestly 
on  the  merits  of  his  powder  than  I  had  ever  heard  him  des- 
cant on  the  beauties  of  Fatalism.  I  cut  him  short  in  the 
midst  of  his  harangue:  too  much  eloquence  in  any  line  is 
displeasing  in  one's  dependant. 

I  had  just  concluded  my  business  abroad,  and  was  returning 
homeward  with  downcast  eyes  and  in  a  very  abstracted  mood, 
when  I  was  suddenly  startled  by  a  loud  voice  that  exclaimed 
in  a  tone  of  surprise:  "What!  —  Count  Devereux, —  how 
fortunate ! " 

I  looked  up,  and  saw  a  little  dark  man,  shabbily  dressed; 
his  face  did  not  seem  unfamiliar  to  me,  but  I  could  not  at 
first  remember  where  I  had  seen  it :  my  look,  I  suppose,  tes- 
tified my  want  of  memory,  for  he  said,  with  a  low  bow, — 

"You  have  forgotten  me,  Count,  and  I  don't  wonder  at  it; 
so  please  you,  I  am  the  person  who  once  brought  you  a  letter 
from  France  to  Devereux  Court. " 

At  this,  I  recognized  the  bearer  of  that  epistle  which  had 
embroiled  me  with  the  Abbe  Montreuil.  I  was  too  glad  of 
the  meeting  to  show  any  coolness  in  my  reception  of  the  gen- 
tleman, and  to  speak  candidly,  I  never  saw  a  gentleman  less 
troubled  with  mauvaise  honte. 

"Sir!"  said  he,  lowering  his  voice  to  a  whisper,  "it  is 
most  fortunate  that  I  should  thus  have  met  you;  I  only  came 
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to  town  this  morning,  and  for  the  sole  purpose  of  seeking 
you  out.  I  am  charged  with  a  packet,  which  I  believe  will 
be  of  the  greatest  importance  to  your  interests.  But,"  he 
added,  looking  round,  "the  streets  are  no  proper  place  for 
my  communication;  parbleu,  there  are  those  about  who  hear 
whispers  through  stone  walls:  suffer  me  to  call  upon  you 
to-morrow." 

"  To-morrow !  it  is  a  day  of  great  business  with  me,  but  I 
can  possibly  spare  you  a  few  moments,  if  that  will  suffice; 
or,  on  the  day  after,  your  own  pleasure  may  be  the  sole  limit 
of  our  interview." 

"Parbleu,  Monsieur,  you  are  very  obliging,  —  very;  but  I 
will  tell  you  in  one  word  who  I  am  and  what  is  my  business. 
My  name  is  Marie  Oswald:  I  was  born  in  France,  and  I  am 
the  half-brother  of  that  Oswald  who  drew  up  your  uncle's 
will." 

"Good  Heavens!"  I  exclaimed;  "is  it  possible  that  you 
know  anything  of  that  affair?" 

"  Hush  —  yes,  all !  my  poor  brother  is  just  dead ;  and,  in  a 
word,  I  am  charged  with  a  packet  given  me  by  him  on  his 
deatn-bed.  Now,  will  you  see  me  if  I  bring  it  to-morrow?" 

"Certainly;  can  I  not  see  you  to-night?" 

"To-night?  —  No,  not  well;  parbleu !  I  want  a  little  con- 
sideration as  to  the  reward  due  to  me  for  my  eminent  services 
to  your  lordship.  No:  let  it  be  to-morrow." 

"Well!  at  what  hour?     I  fear  it  must  be  in  the  evening." 

"Seven,  s'il  vous plait,  Monsieur." 

"Enough!  be  it  so." 

And  Mr.  Marie  Oswald,  who  seemed,  during  the  whole  of 
this  short  conference,  to  have  been  under  some  great  appre- 
hension of  being  seen  or  overheard,  bowed,  and  vanished  in 
an  instant,  leaving  my  mind  in  a  most  motley  state  of  inco- 
herent, unsatisfactory,  yet  sanguine  conjecture. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

THE   EVENTS    OF  A  SINGLE  NIGHT. MOMENTS  MAKE  THE  HUES 

IN   WHICH    YEARS    ARE    COLOURED. 

MEN  of  the  old  age !  what  wonder  that  in  the  fondness  of  a 
dim  faith,  and  in  the  vague  guesses  which,  from  the  frail  ark 
of  reason,  we  send  to  hover  over  a  dark  and  unfathomable 
abyss, —  what  wonder  that  ye  should  have  wasted  hope  and 
life  in  striving  to  penetrate  the  future !  What  wonder  that 
ye  should  have  given  a  language  to  the  stars,  and  to  the 
night  a  spell,  and  gleaned  from  the  uncomprehended  earth 
an  answer  to  the  enigmas  of  Fate !  We  are  like  the  sleepers 
who,  walking  under  the  influence  of  a  dream,  wander  by  the 
verge  of  a  precipice,  while,  in  their  own  deluded  vision,  they 
perchance  believe  themselves  surrounded  by  bowers  of  roses, 
and  accompanied  by  those  they  love.  Or,  rather  like  the 
blind  man,  who  can  retrace  every  step  of  the  path  he  has  once 
trodden,  but  who  can  guess  not  a  single  inch  of  that  which 
he  has  not  yet  travelled,  our  Reason  can  re-guide  us  over  the 
roads  of  past  experience  with  a  sure  and  unerring  wisdom, 
even  while  it  recoils,  baffled  and  bewildered,  before  the  black- 
ness of  the  very  moment  whose  boundaries  we  are  about  to 
enter. 

The  few  friends  I  had  invited  to  my  wedding  were  still 
with  me,  when  one  of  my  servants,  not  Desmarais,  informed 
me  that  Mr.  Oswald  waited  for  me.  I  went  out  to  him. 

"  Parbleu  !  "  said  he,  rubbing  his  hands,  "  I  perceive  it  is  a 
joyous  time  with  you,  and  I  don't  wonder  you  can  only  spare 
me  a  few  moments." 

The  estates  of  Devereux  were  not  to  be  risked  for  a  trifle, 
but  I  thought  Mr.  Marie  Oswald  exceedingly  impertinent. 
"Sir,"  said  I,  very  gravely,  "pray  be  seated;  and  now  to 
business.  In  the  first  place  may  I  ask  to  whom  I  am  be- 
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h  olden  for  sending  you  with  that  letter  you  gave  me  at  Dev- 
ereux  Court?  and,  secondly,  what  that  letter  contained?  for 
I  never  read  it." 

"  Sir, "  answered  the  man,  "  the  history  of  the  letter  is  per- 
fectly distinct  from  that  of  the  will,  and  the  former  (to  dis- 
cuss the  least  important  first)  is  briefly  this.  You  have 
heard,  sir,  of  the  quarrels  between  Jesuit  and  Jansenist?" 

" I  have." 

"Well  —  but  first,  Count,  let  me  speak  of  myself.  There 
were  three  young  men  of  the  same  age,  born  in  the  same  vil- 
lage in  France,  of  obscure  birth  each,  and  each  desirous  of 
getting  on  in  the  world.  Two  were  deuced  clever  fellows, 
the  third,  nothing  particular.  One  of  the  two  at  present  shall 
be  nameless;  the  third,  'who  was  nothing  particular '  (in  his 
own  opinion,  at  least,  though  his  friends  may  think  differ- 
ently), was  Marie  Oswald.  We  soon  separated:  I  went  to 
Paris,  was  employed  in  different  occupations,  and  at  last  be- 
came secretary,  and  (why  should  I  disavow  it?)  valet  to  a 
lady  of  quality  and  a  violent  politician.  She  was  a  furious 
Jansenist;  of  course  I  adopted  her  opinions.  About  this 
time,  there  was  much  talk  among  the  Jesuits  of  the  great 
genius  and  deep  learning  of  a  young  member  of  the  order, — 
Julian  Montreuil.  Though  not  residing  in  the  country,  he 
had  sent  one  or  two  books  to  France,  which  had  been  pub- 
lished and  had  created  a  great  sensation.  Well,  Sir,  my  mis- 
tress was  the  greatest  intriguante  of  her  party :  she  was  very 
rich,  and  tolerably  liberal;  and,  among  other  packets  of 
which  a  messenger  from  England  was  carefully  robbed,  be- 
tween Calais  and  Abbeville  (you  understand  me,  sir,  carefully 
robbed,  parbleu  !  I  wish  I  were  robbed  in  the  same  manner 
every  day  in  my  life!),  was  one  from  the  said  Julian  Mon- 
treuil to  a  political  friend  of  his.  Among  other  letters  in  this 
packet  —  all  of  importance  —  was  one  descriptive  of  the  Eng- 
lish family  with  whom  he  resided.  It  hit  them  all,  I  am 
told,  off  to  a  hair;  and  it  described,  in  particular,  one,  the 
supposed  inheritor  of  the  estates,  a  certain  Morton,  Count 
Devereux.  Since  you  say  you  did  not  read  the  letter,  I  spare 
your  blushes,  Sir,  and  I  don't  dwell  upon  what  he  said  of 
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your  talent,  energy,  ambition,  etc.  I  will  only  tell  you  that 
he  dilated  far  more  upon  your  prospects  than  your  powers ; 
and  that  he  expressly  stated  what  was  his  object  in  staying 
in  your  family  and  cultivating  your  friendship,  —  he  expressly 
stated  that  30,OOOZ.  a  year  would  be  particularly  serviceable 
to  a  certain  political  cause  which  he  had  strongly  at  heart." 

"I  understand  you,"  said  I,  "the  Chevalier's?" 

"Exactly.  'This  sponge,'  said  Montreuil,  I  remember 
the  very  phrase, —  'this  sponge  will  be  well  filled,  and  I  am 
handling  it  softly  now  in  order  to  squeeze  its  juices  hereafter 
according  to  the  uses  of  the  party  we  have  so  strongly  at 
heart.'" 

"  It  was  not  a  metaphor  very  flattering  to  my  understand- 
ing," said  I. 

"True,  Sir.  Well,  as  soon  as  my  mistress  learned  this  she 
remembered  that  your  father,  the  Marshal,  had  been  one  of 
her  plus  chers  amis;  in  a  word,  if  scandal  says  true,  he  had 
been  the  cher  ami.  However,  she  was  instantly  resolved  to 
open  your  eyes,  and  ruin  the  maudit  Jesuite:  she  enclosed 
the  letter  in  an  envelope  and  sent  me  to  England  with  it.  I 
came,  I  gave  it  you,  and  I  discovered,  in  that  moment,  when 
the  Abbe*  entered,  that  this  Julian  Montreuil  was  an  old  ac- 
quaintance of  my  own, —  was  one  of  the  two  young  men  who 
I  told  you  were  such  deuced  clever  fellows.  Like  many  other 
adventurers,  he  had  changed  his  name  on  entering  the  world 
and  I  had  never  till  now  suspected  that  Julian  Montreuil 
was  Bertrand  Collinot.  Well,  when  I  saw  what  I  had  done, 
I  was  exceedingly  sorry,  for  I  had  liked  my  companion  well 
enough  not  to  wish  to  hurt  him ;  besides,  I  was  a  little  afraid 
of  him.  I  took  horse,  and  went  about  some  other  business  I 
had  to  execute,  nor  did  I  visit  that  part  of  the  country  again, 
till  a  week  ago  (now  I  come  to  the  other  business),  when  I 
was  summoned  to  the  death-bed  of  my  half-brother  the  attor- 
ney, peace  be  with  him !  He  suffered  much  from  hypochon- 
dria in  his  dying  moments, — I  believe  it  is  the  way  with 
people  of  his  profession, —  and  he  gave  me  a  sealed  packet, 
with  a  last  injunction  to  place  it  in  your  hands  and  your 
hands  only.  Scarce  was  he  dead  —  (do  not  think  I  am  unf eel- 
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ing,  Sir,  I  had  seen  very  little  of  him,  and  he  was  only  my 
half-brother,  my  father  having  married,  for  a  second  wife,  a 
foreign  lady  who  kept  an  inn,  by  whom  he  was  blessed  with 
myself)  —  scarce,  I  say,  was  he  dead  when  I  hurried  up  to 
town.  Providence  threw  you  in  my  way,  and  you  shall  have 
the  document  upon  two  conditions." 

"  Which  are,  first  to  reward  you ;  secondly,  to  —  " 

"To  promise  you  will  not  open  the  packet  for  seven  days." 

"The  devil!  and  why?" 

"I  will  tell  you  candidly:  one  of  the  papers  in  the  packet 
I  believe  to  be  my  brother's  written  confession, —  nay,  I  know 
it  is, —  and  it  will  criminate  one  I  have  a  love  for,  and  who, 
I  am  resolved,  shall  have  a  chance  of  escape." 

"  Who  is  that  one  ?     Montreuil  ?  " 

"  No :  I  do  not  refer  to  him ;  but  I  cannot  tell  you  more.  I 
require  the  promise,  Count:  it  is  indispensable.  If  you 
don't  give  it  me,  -parbleu,  you  shall  not  have  the  packet." 

There  was  something  so  cool,  so  confident,  and  so  impudent 
about  this  man,  that  I  did  not  well  know  whether  to  give  way 
to  laughter  or  to  indignation.  Neither,  however,  would  have 
been  politic  in  my  situation;  and,  as  I  said  before,  the  estates 
of  Devereux  were  not  to  be  risked  for  a  trifle. 

"Pray,"  said  I,  however,  with  a  shrewdness  which  I  think 
did  me  credit, —  "pray,  Mr.  Marie  Oswald,  do  you  expect  the 
reward  before  the  packet  is  opened?  " 

"  By  no  means, "  answered  the  gentleman  who  in  his  own 
opinion  was  nothing  particular;  "by  no  means;  nor  until  you 
and  your  lawyers  are  satisfied  that  the  papers  enclosed  in  the 
packet  are  sufficient  fully  to  restore  you  to  the  heritage  of 
Devereux  Court  and  its  demesnes." 

There  was  something  fair  in  this ;  and  as  the  only  penalty 
to  me  incurred  by  the  stipulated  condition  seemed  to  be  the 
granting  escape  to  the  criminals,  I  did  not  think  it  incumbent 
upon  me  to  lose  my  cause  from  the  desire  of  a  prosecution. 
Besides,  at  that  time,  I  felt  too  happy  to  be  revengeful;  and 
so,  after  a  moment's  consideration,  I  conceded  to  the  proposal, 
and  gave  my  honour  as  a  gentleman  —  Mr.  Oswald  obligingly 
dispensed  with  an  oath  —  that  I  would  not  open  the  packet 
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till  the  end  of  the  seventh  day.  Mr.  Oswald  then  drew  forth 
a  piece  of  paper,  on  which  sundry  characters  were  inscribed, 
the  purport  of  which  was  that,  if,  through  the  papers  given 
me  by  Marie  Oswald,  my  lawyers  were  convinced  that  I  could 
become  master  of  my  uncle's  property,  now  enjoyed  by  Ger- 
ald Devereux,  I  should  bestow  on  the  said  Marie  50001. :  half 
on  obtaining  this  legal  opinion,  half  on  obtaining  possession 
of  the  property.  I  could  not  resist  a  smile  when  I  observed 
that  the  word  of  a  gentleman  was  enough  surety  for  the 
safety  of  the  man  he  had  a  love  for,  but  that  Mr.  Oswajd  re- 
quired a  written  bond  for  the  safety  of  his  reward.  One  is 
ready  enough  to  trust  one's  friends  to  the  conscience  of  an- 
other, but  as  long  as  a  law  can  be  had  instead,  one  is  rarely 
so  credulous  in  respect  to  one's  money. 

"The  reward  shall  be  doubled  if  I  succeed,"  said  I,  signing 
the  paper ;  and  Oswald  then  produced  a  packet,  on  which  was 
writ,  in  a  trembling  hand, —  "For  Count  Morton  Devereux, 
—  private, —  and  with  haste."  As  soon  as  he  had  given  me 
this  precious  charge,  and  reminded  me  again  of  my  promise, 
Oswald  withdrew.  I  placed  the  packet  in  my  bosom,  and 
returned  to  my  guests. 

Never  had  my  spirit  been  so  light  as  it  was  that  evening. 
Indeed  the  good  people  I  had  assembled  thought  matrimony 
never  made  a  man  so  little  serious  before.  They  did  not  how- 
ever stay  long,  and  the  moment  they  were  gone  I  hastened  to 
my  own  sleeping  apartment  to  secure  the  treasure  I  had  ac- 
quired. A  small  escritoire  stood  in  this  room,  and  in  it  I  was 
accustomed  to  keep  whatever  I  considered  most  precious. 
With  many  a  wistful  look  and  murmur  at  my  promise,  I  con- 
signed the  packet  to  one  of  the  drawers  of  this  escritoire.  As  I 
was  locking  the  drawer,  the  sweet  voice  of  Desmarais  accosted 
me.  Would  Monsieur,  he  asked,  suffer  him  to  visit  a  friend 
that  evening,  in  order  to  celebrate  so  joyful  an  event  in  Mon- 
sieur's destiny?  It  was  not  often  that  he  was  addicted  to 
vulgar  merriment,  but  on  such  an  occasion  he  owned  that  he 
was  tempted  to  transgress  his  customary  habits,  and  he  felt 
that  Monsieur,  with  his  usual  good  taste,  would  feel  offended 
if  his  servant,  within  Monsieur's  own  house,  suffered  joy  to 
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pass  the  limits  of  discretion,  and  enter  the  confines  of  noise 
and  inebriety,  especially  as  Monsieur  had  so  positively  inter- 
dicted all  outward  sign  of  extra  hilarity.  He  implored  mille 
pardons  for  the  presumption  of  his  request. 

"It  is  made  with  your  usual  discretion;  there  are  five 
guineas  for  you :  go  and  get  drunk  with  your  friend,  and  be 
merry  instead  of  wise.  But,  tell  me,  is  it  not  beneath  a  phi- 
losopher to  be  moved  by  anything,  especially  anything  that 
occurs  to  another,  —  much  less  to  get  drunk  upon  it?" 

"Pardon  me,  Monsieur,"  answered  Desmarais,  bowing  to 
the  ground :  "  one  ought  to  get  drunk  sometimes,  because  the 
next  morning  one  is  sure  to  be  thoughtful;  and,  moreover, 
the  practical  philosopher  ought  to  indulge  every  emotion,  in 
order  to  judge  how  that  emotion  would  affect  another;  at 
least,  this  is  my  opinion." 

"Well,  go." 

"My  most  grateful  thanks  be  with  Monsieur;  Monsieur's 
nightly  toilet  is  entirely  prepared." 

And  away  went  Desmarais,  with  the  light,  yet  slow,  step 
with  which  he  was  accustomed  to  combine  elegance  with 
dignity. 

I  now  passed  into  the  room  I  had  prepared  for  Isora's 
boudoir.  I  found  her  leaning  by  the  window,  and  I  perceived 
that  she  had  been  in  tears.  As  I  paused  to  contemplate  her 
figure  so  touchingly,  yet  so  unconsciously  mournful  in  its 
beautiful  and  still  posture,  a  more  joyous  sensation  than  was 
wont  to  mingle  with  my  tenderness  for  her  swelled  at  my 
heart.  "Yes,"  thought  I,  "you  are  no  longer  the  solitary 
exile,  or  the  persecuted  daughter  of  a  noble  but  ruined  race ; 
you  are  not  even  the  bride  of  a  man  who  must  seek  in  foreign 
climes,  through  danger  and  through  hardship,  to  repair  a 
broken  fortune  and  establish  an  adventurer's  name!  At  last 
the  clouds  have  rolled  from  the  bright  star  of  your  fate: 
wealth,  and  pomp,  and  all  that  awaits  the  haughtiest  of  Eng- 
land's matrons  shall  be  yours."  And  at  these  thoughts  For- 
tune seemed  to  me  a  gift  a  thousand  times  more  precious  than 
—  much  as  my  luxuries  prized  it  —  it  had  ever  seemed  to  me 
before. 
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I  drew  near  and  laid  my  hand  upon  Isora's  shoulder,  and 
kissed  her  cheek.  She  did  not  turn  round,  but  strove,  by 
bending  over  my  hand  and  pressing  it  to  her  lips,  to  conceal 
that  she  had  been  weeping.  I  thought  it  kinder  to  favour 
the  artifice  than  to  complain  of  it.  I  remained  silent  for 
some  moments,  and  I  then  gave  vent  to  the  sanguine  expecta- 
tions for  the  future  which  my  new  treasure  entitled  me  to 
form.  I  had  already  narrated  to  her  the  adventure  of  the 
day  before :  I  now  repeated  the  purport  of  my  last  interview 
with  Oswald;  and,  growing  more  and  more  elated  as  I  pro- 
ceeded, I  dwelt  at  last  upon  the  description  of  my  inheri- 
tance, as  glowingly  as  if  I  had  already  recovered  it.  I 
painted  to  her  imagination  its  rich  woods  and  its  glassy  lake, 
and  the  fitful  and  wandering  brook  that,  through  brake  and 
shade,  went  bounding  on  its  wild  way ;  I  told  her  of  my  early 
roamings,  and  dilated  with  a  boy's  rapture  upon  my  favourite 
haunts.  I  brought  visibly  before  her  glistening  and  eager 
eyes  the  thick  copse  where  hour  after  hour,  in  vague  verses 
and  still  vaguer  dreams,  I  had  so  often  whiled  away  the  day; 
the  old  tree  which  I  had  climbed  to  watch  the  birds  in  their 
glad  mirth,  or  to  listen  unseen  to  the  melancholy  sound  of  the 
forest  deer ;  the  antique  gallery  and  the  vast  hall  which,  by 
the  dim  twilights,  I  had  paced  with  a  religious  awe,  and 
looked  upon  the  pictured  forms  of  my  bold  fathers,  and  mused 
high  and  ardently  upon  my  destiny  to  be ;  the  old  gray  tower 
which  I  had  consecrated  to  myself,  and  the  unwitnessed  path 
which  led  to  the  yellow  beach,  and  the  wide  gladness  of  the 
solitary  sea;  the  little  arbour  which  my  earliest  ambition  had 
reared,  that  looked  out  upon  the  joyous  flowers  and  the  merry 
fountain,  and,  through  the  ivy  and  the  jessamine,  wo'oed  the 
voice  of  the  bird,  and  the  murmur  of  the  summer  bee ;  and, 
when  I  had  exhausted  my  description,  I  turned  to  Isora,  and 
said  in  a  lower  tone,  "  And  I  shall  visit  these  once  more,  and 
with  you ! " 

Isora  sighed  faintly,  and  it  was  not  till  I  had  pressed  her 
to  speak  that  she  said :  — 

"I  wish  I  could  deceive  myself,  Morton,  but  I  cannot  — 
I  cannot  root  from  my  heart  an  impression  that  I  shall  never 
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again  quit  this  dull  city  with  its  gloomy  walls  and  its  heavy 
air.  A  voice  within  me  seems  to  say,  'Behold  from  this  very 
window  the  boundaries  of  your  living  wanderings ! ' ; 

Isora's  words  froze  all  my  previous  exaltation.  "  It  is  in 
vain, "  said  I,  after  chiding  her  for  her  despondency,  "  it  is  in 
vain  to  tell  me  that  you  have  for  this  gloomy  notion  no  other 
reason  than  that  of  a  vague  presentiment.  It  is  time  now 
that  I  should  press  you  to  a  greater  confidence  upon  all  points 
consistent  with  your  oath  to  our  mutual  enemy  than  you  have 
hitherto  given  me.  Speak,  dearest,  have  you  not  some  yet 
unrevealed  causes  for  alarm?" 

It  was  but  for  a  moment  that  Isora  hesitated  before  she  an- 
swered with  that  quick  tone  which  indicates  that  we  force 
words  against  the  will. 

"  Yes,  Morton,  I  will  tell  you  now,  though  I  would  not  be- 
fore the  event  of  this  day.  On  the  last  day  that  I  saw  that 
fearful  man,  he  said,  'I  warn  you,  Isora  d' Alvarez,  that  my 
love  is  far  fiercer  than  hatred;  I  warn  you  that  your  bridals 
with  Morton  Devereux  shall  be  stained  with  blood.  Become 
his  wife,  and  you  perish!  Yea,  though  I  suffer  hell's  tortures 
forever  and  forever  from  that  hour,  my  own  hand  shall 
strike  you  to  the  heart ! '  Morton,  these  words  have  thrilled 
through  me  again  and  again,  as  if  again  they  were  breathed  in 
my  very  ear ;  and  I  have  often  started  at  night  and  thought 
the  very  knife  glittered  at  my  breast.  So  long  as  our  wedding 
was  concealed,  and  concealed  so  closely,  I  was  enabled  to 
quiet  my  fears  till  they  scarcely  seemed  to  exist.  But  when 
our  nuptials  were  to  be  made  public,  when  I  knew  that  they 
were  to  reach  the  ears  of  that  fierce  and  unaccountable  being, 
I  thought  I  heard  my  doom  pronounced.  This,  mine  own 
love,  must  excuse  your  Isora,  if  she  seemed  ungrateful  for 
your  generous  eagerness  to  announce  our  union.  And  per- 
haps she  would  not  have  acceded  to  it  so  easily  as  she  has 
done  were  it  not  that,  in  the  first  place,  she  felt  it  was  be- 
neath your  wife  to  suffer  any  terror  so  purely  selfish  to  make 
her  shrink  from  the  proud  happiness  of  being  yours  in  the 
light  of  day;  and  if  she  had  not  felt  [here  Isora  hid  her 
blushing  face  in  my  bosom]  that  she  was  fated  to  give  birth 
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to  another,  and  that  the  announcement  of  our  wedded  love 
had  become  necessary  to  your  honour  as  to  mine ! " 

Though  I  was  in  reality  awed  even  to  terror  by  learning 
from  Isora's  lip  so  just  a  cause  for  her  forebodings,  —  though 
I  shuddered  with  a  horror  surpassing  even  my  wrath,  when  I 
heard  a  threat  so  breathing  of  deadly  and  determined  pas- 
sions,—  yet  I  concealed  my  emotions,  and  only  thought  of 
cheering  and  comforting  Isora.  I  represented  to  her  how 
guarded  and  vigilant  should  ever  henceforth  be  the  protection 
of  her  husband ;  that  nothing  should  again  separate  him  from 
her  side;  that  the  extreme  malice  and  fierce  persecution  of 
this  man  were  sufficient  even  to  absolve  her  conscience  from 
the  oath  of  concealment  she  had  taken;  that  I  would  procure 
from  the  sacred  head  of  our  Church  her  own  absolution  from 
that  vow;  that  the  moment  concealment  was  over,  I  could 
take  steps  to  prevent  the  execution  of  my  rival's  threats; 
that,  however  near  to  me  he  might  be  in  blood,  no  conse- 
quences arising  from  a  dispute  between  us  could  be  so  dread- 
ful as  the  least  evil  to  Isora;  and  moreover,  to  appease  her 
fears,  that  I  would  solemnly  promise  he  should  never  sustain 
personal  assault  or  harm  from  my  hand;  in  short,  I  said  all 
that  my  anxiety  could  dictate,  and  at  last  I  succeeded  in  quiet- 
ing her  fears,  and  she  smiled  as  brightly  as  the  first  time  I 
had  seen  her  in  the  little  cottage  of  her  father.  She  seemed, 
however,  averse  to  an  absolution  from  her  oath,  for  she  was 
especially  scrupulous  as  to  the  sanctity  of  those  religious  ob- 
ligations; but  I  secretly  resolved  that  her  safety  absolutely 
required  it,  and  that  at  all  events  I  would  procure  absolution 
from  my  own  promise  to  her. 

At  last  Isora,  turning  from  that  topic,  so  darkly  interest- 
ing, pointed  to  the  heavens,  which,  with  their  thousand  eyes 
of  light,  looked  down  upon  us.  "  Tell  me,  love, "  said  she, 
playfully,  as  her  arm  embraced  me  yet  more  closely,  "if, 
among  yonder  stars  we  could  choose  a  home,  which  should  we 
select?  " 

I  pointed  to  one  which  lay  to  the  left  of  the  moon,  and 
which,  though  not  larger,  seemed  to  burn  with  an  intenser 
lustre  than  the  rest.  Since  that  night  it  has  ever  been  to  me 
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a  fountain  of  deep  and  passionate  thought,  a  well  wherein 
fears  and  hopes  are  buried,  a  mirror  in  which,  in  stormy 
times,  I  have  fancied  to  read  my  destiny,  and  to  find  some 
mysterious  omen  of  my  intended  deeds,  a  haven  which  I  be- 
lieve others  have  reached  before  me,  and  a  home  immortal  and 
unchanging,  where,  when  my  wearied  and  fettered  soul  is 
escaped,  as  a  bird,  it  shall  flee  away,  and  have  its  rest  at 
last. 

"What  think  you  of  my  choice? "  said  I.  Isora  looked  up- 
ward, but  did  not  answer;  and  as  I  gazed  upon  her  (while 
the  pale  light  of  heaven  streamed  quietly  upon  her  face). with 
her  dark  eyes,  where  the  tear  yet  lingered,  though  rather  to 
soften  than  to  dim ;  with  her  noble,  yet  tender  features,  over 
which  hung  a  melancholy  calm;  with  her  lips  apart,  and  her 
rich  locks  wreathing  over  her  marble  brow,  and  contrasted  by 
a  single  white  rose  (that  rose  I  have  now  —  I  would  not  lose 
one  withered  leaf  of  it  for  a  kingdom!), —  her  beauty  never 
seemed  to  me  of  so  rare  an  order,  nor  did  my  soul  ever  yearn 
towards  her  with  so  deep  a  love. 

It  was  past  midnight.  All  was  hushed  in  our  bridal  cham- 
ber. The  single  lamp,  which  hung  above,  burned  still  and 
clear ;  and  through  the  half-closed  curtains  of  the  window,  the 
moonlight  looked  in  upon  our  couch,  quiet  and  pure  and  holy, 
as  if  it  were  charged  with  blessings. 

"  Hush ! "  said  Isora,  gently ;  "  do  you  not  hear  a  noise 
below?  " 

"Not  a  breath,"  said  I;  "I  hear  not  a  breath,  save  yours." 

"  It  was  my  fancy,  then ! "  said  Isora,  "  and  it  has  ceased 
now ; "  and  she  clung  closer  to  my  breast  and  fell  asleep.  I 
looked  on  her  peaceful  and  childish  countenance,  with  that 
concentrated  and  full  delight  with  which  we  clasp  all  that 
the  universe  holds  dear  to  us,  and  feel  as  if  the  universe  held 
nought  beside, —  and  thus  sleep  also  crept  upon  me. 

I  awoke  suddenly;  I  felt  Isora  trembling  palpably  by  my 
side.  Before  I  could  speak  to  her,  I  saw.  standing  at  a  little 
distance  from  the  bed,  a  man  wrapped  in  a  long  dark  cloak 
and  masked ;  but  his  eyes  shone  through  the  mask,  and  they 
glared  full  upon  me.  He  stood  with  his  arms  folded,  and 
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perfectly  motionless ;  but  at  the  other  end  of  the  room,  before 
the  escritoire  in  which  I  had  locked  the  important  packet, 
stood  another  man,  also  masked,  and  wrapped  in  a  disguising 
cloak  of  similar  hue  and  fashion.  This  man,  as  if  alarmed, 
turned  suddenly,  and  I  perceived  then  that  the  escritoire  was 
already  opened,  and  that  the  packet  was  in  his  hand.  I  tore 
myself  from  Isora's  clasp  —  I  stretched  my  hand  to  the  table 
by  my  bedside,  upon  which  I  had  left  my  sword, —  it  was 
gone!  No  matter!  I  was  young,  strong,  fierce,  and  the 
stake  at  hazard  was  great.  I  sprang  from  the  bed,  I  precip- 
itated myself  upon  the  man  who  held  the  packet.  With  one 
hand  I  grasped  at  the  important  document,  with  the  other  I 
strove  to  tear  the  mask  from  the  robber's  face.  He  endeav- 
oured rather  to  shake  me  off  than  to  attack  me ;  and  it  was  not 
till  I  had  nearly  succeeded  in  unmasking  him  that  he  drew 
forth  a  short  poniard,  and  stabbed  me  in  the  side.  The  blow, 
which  seemed  purposely  aimed  to  save  a  mortal  part,  stag- 
gered me,  but  only  for  an  instant.  I  renewed  my  grip  at  the 
packet  —  I  tore  it  from  the  robber's  hand,  and  collecting  my 
strength,  now  fast  ebbing  away,  for  one  effort,  I  bore  my 
assailant  to  the  ground,  and  fell  struggling  with  him. 

But  my  blood  flowed  fast  from  my  wound,  and  my  antag- 
onist, if  less  sinewy  than  myself,  had  greatly  the  advantage 
in  weight  and  size.  Now  for  one  moment  I  was  uppermost, 
but  in  the  next  his  knee  was  upon  my  chest,  and  his  blade 
gleamed  on  high  in  the  pale  light  of  the  lamp  and  moon.  I 
thought  I  beheld  my  death :  would  to  God  that  I  had !  With 
a  piercing  cry,  Isora  sprang  from  the  bed,  flung  herself  before 
the  lifted  blade  of  the  robber,  and  arrested  his  arm.  This 
man  had,  in  the  whole  contest,  acted  with  a  singular  forbear- 
ance, he  did  so  now:  he  paused  for  a  moment  and  dropped 
his  hand.  Hitherto  the  other  man  had  not  stirred  from  his 
mute  position;  he  now  moved  one  step  towards  us,  brandish- 
ing a  poniard  like  his  comrade's.  Isora  raised  her  hand  sup- 
plicatingly  towards,  him,  and  cried  out,  "Spare  him,  spare 
him !  Oh,  mercy,  mercy ! "  With  one  stride  the  murderer 
was  by  my  side;  he  muttered  some  words  which  passion 
seemed  to  render  inarticulate;  and,  half  pushing  aside  his 
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comrade,  his  raised  weapon  flashed  before  my  eyes,  now  dim 
and  reeling.  I  made  a  vain  effort  to  rise:  the  blade  de- 
scended; Isora,  unable  to  arrest  it,  threw  herself  before  it; 
her  blood,  her  heart's  blood  gushed  over  me;  I  saw  and  felt 
no  more. 

When  I  recovered  my  senses,  my  servants  were  round  me; 
a  deep  red,  wet  stain  upon  the  sofa  on  which  I  was  laid 
brought  the  whole  scene  I  had  witnessed  again  before  me  — 
terrible  and  distinct.  I  sprang  to  my  feet  and  asked  for 
Isora ;  a  low  murmur  caught  my  ear :  I  turned  and  beheld  a 
dark  form  stretched  on  the  bed,  and  surrounded,  like  myself, 
by  gazers  and  menials;  I  tottered  towards  that  bed,  —  my 
bridal  bed, — with  a  fierce  gesture  motioned  the  crowd  away; 
I  heard  my  name  breathed  audibly;  the  next  moment  I  was 
by  Isora's  side.  All  pain,  all  weakness,  all  consciousness  of 
my  wound,  of  my  very  self,  were  gone :  life  seemed  curdled 
into  a  single  agonizing  and  fearful  thought.  I  fixed  my  eyes 
upon  hers;  and  though  there  the  film  was  gathering  dark 
and  rapidly,  I  saw,  yet  visible  and  unconquered,  the  deep  love 
of  that  faithful  and  warm  heart  which  had  lavished  its  life 
for  mine. 

I  threw  my  arms  around  her ;  I  pressed  my  lips  wildly  to 
hers.  "  Speak  —  speak !  "  I  cried,  and  my  blood  gushed  over 
her  with  the  effort;  "  in  mercy  speak!  " 

Even  in  death  and  agony,  the  gentle  being  who  had  been  as 
wax  unto  my  lightest  wish  struggled  to  obey  me.  "  Do  not 
grieve  for  me,"  she  said,  in  a  tremulous  and  broken  voice: 
"  it  is  dearer  to  die  for  you  than  to  live ! " 

Those  were  her  last  words.  I  felt  her  breath  abruptly 
cease.  The  heart,  pressed  to  mine,  was  still!  I  started  up 
in  dismay;  the  light  shone  full  upon  her  face.  0  God!  that 
I  should  live  to  write  that  Isora  was  —  no  more ! 


BOOK    IV. 


CHAPTER  I. 

A      RE-ENTRANCE      INTO      LIFE      THROUGH      THE      EBON      GATE, 
AFFLICTION. 

MONTHS  passed  away  before  my  senses  returned  to  me.  I 
rose  from  the  bed  of  suffering  and  of  madness  calm,  collected, 
immovable,  —  altered,  but  tranquil.  All  the  vigilance  of  jus- 
tice had  been  employed  to  discover  the  murderers,  but  in 
vain.  The  packet  was  gone;  and  directly  I,  who  alone  was 
able  to  do  so,  recovered  enough  to  state  the  loss  of  that  docu- 
ment, suspicion  naturally  rested  on  Gerald,  as  on  one  whom 
that  loss  essentially  benefited.  He  came  publicly  forward  to 
anticipate  inquiry.  He  proved  that  he  had  not  stirred  from 
home  during  the  whole  week  in  which  the  event  had  occurred. 
That  seemed  likely  enough  to  others;  it  is  the  tools  that 
work,  not  the  instigator, — the  bravo,  not  the  employer;  but 
I,  who  saw  in  him  not  only  the  robber,  but  that  fearful  rival 
who  had  long  threatened  Isora  that  my  bridals  should  be 
stained  with  blood,  was  somewhat  staggered  by  the  undenia- 
ble proofs  of  his  absence  from  the  scene  of  that  night ;  and  I 
was  still  more  bewildered  in  conjecture  by  remembering  that, 
so  far  as  their  disguises  and  my  own  hurried  and  confused 
observation  could  allow  me  to  judge,  the  person  of  neither 
villain,  still  less  that  of  Isora's  murderer,  corresponded  with 
the  proportions  and  height  of  Gerald.  Still,  however,  whether 
mediately  or  immediately  —  whether  as  the  executor  or  the 
designer  —  not  a  doubt  remained  on  my  mind  that  against  his 
head  was  justice  due.  I  directed  inquiry  towards  Montreuil : 
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he  was  abroad  at  the  time  of  my  recovery;  but,  immediately 
on  his  return,  he  came  forward  boldly  and  at  once  to  meet 
and  even  to  court  the  inquiry  I  had  instituted ;  he  did  more, 
—  he  demanded  on  what  ground,  besides  my  own  word,  it 
rested  that  this  packet  had  ever  been  in  my  possession ;  and, 
to  my  surprise  and  perplexity,  it  was  utterly  impossible  to 
produce  the  smallest  trace  of  Mr.  Marie  Oswald.  His  half- 
brother,  the  attorney,  had  died,  it  is  true,  just  before  the 
event  of  that  night;  and  it  was  also  true  that  he  had  seen 
Marie  on  his  death-bed;  but  no  other  corroboration  of  my 
story  could  be  substantiated,  and  no  other  information  of  the 
man  obtained;  and  the  partisans  of  Gerald  were  not  slow  in 
hinting  at  the  great  interest  I  had  in  forging  a  tale  respecting 
a,  will,  about  the  authenticity  of  which  I  was  at  law. 

The  robbers  had  entered  the  house  by  a  back-door,  which 
was  found  open.  No  one  had  perceived  their  entrance  or 
exit,  except  Desmarais,  who  stated  that  he  heard  a  cry ;  that 
he,  having  spent  the  greater  part  of  the  night  abroad,  had  not 
been  in  bed  above  an  hour  before  he  heard  it;  that  he  rose 
and  hurried  towards  my  room,  whence  the  cry  came;  that  he 
met  two  men  masked  on  the  stairs ;  that  he  seized  one,  who 
struck  him  in  the  breast  with  a  poniard,  dashed  him  to  the 
ground,  and  escaped;  that  he  then  immediately  alarmed  the 
house,  and,  the  servants  accompanying  him,  he  proceeded, 
despite  his  wound,  to  my  apartment,  where  he  found  Isora 
and  myself  bleeding  and  lifeless,  with  the  escritoire  broken 
open. 

The  only  contradiction  to  this  tale  was,  that  the  officers  of 
justice  found  the  escritoire  not  broken  open,  but  unlocked; 
and  yet  the  key  which  belonged  to  it  was  found  in  a  pocket- 
book  in  my  clothes,  where  Desmarais  said,  rightly,  I  always 
kept  it.  How,  then,  had  the  escritoire  been  unlocked?  it 
was  supposed  by  the  master-keys  peculiar  to  experienced 
burglars ;  this  diverted  suspicion  into  a  new  channel,  and  it 
was  suggested  that  the  robbery  and  the  murder  had  really 
been  committed  by  common  housebreakers.  It  was  then  dis- 
covered that  a  large  purse  of  gold,  and  a  diamond  cross,  which 
the  escritoire  contained,  were  gone.  And  a  few  articles  of 
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ornamental  bijouterie  which  I  had  retained  from  the  wreck  of 
my  former  profusion  in  such  baubles,  and  which  were  kept  in 
a  room  below  stairs,  were  also  missing.  The  circumstances 
immediately  confirmed  the  opinion  of  those  who  threw  the 
guilt  upon  vulgar  and  mercenary  villains,  and  a  very  proba- 
ble and  plausible  supposition  was  built  on  this  hypothesis. 
Might  not  this  Oswald,  at  best  an  adventurer  with  an  indiffer- 
ent reputation,  have  forged  this  story  of  the  packet  in  order 
to  obtain  admission  into  the  house,  and  reconnoitre,  during 
the  confusion  of  a  wedding,  in  what  places  the  most  portable 
articles  of  value  were  stowed?  A  thousand  opportunities,  in 
the  opening  and  shutting  of  the  house-doors,  would  have  al- 
lowed an  ingenious  villain  to  glide  in;  nay,  he  might  have 
secreted  himself  in  my  own  room,  and  seen  the  place  where  I 
had  put  the  packet :  certain  would  he  then  be  that  I  had  se- 
lected for  the  repository  of  a  document  I  believed  so  important 
that  place  where  all  that  I  most  valued  was  secured ;  and  hence 
he  would  naturally  resolve  to  break  open  the  escritoire,  above 
all  other  places,  which,  to  an  uninformed  robber,  might  have 
seemed  not  only  less  exposed  to  danger,  but  equally  likely  to 
contain  articles  of  value.  The  same  confusion  which  enabled 
him  to  enter  and  conceal  himself  would  have  also  enabled  him 
to  withdraw  and  introduce  his  accomplice.  This  notion  was 
rendered  probable  by  his  insisting  so  strongly  on  my  not  open- 
ing the  packet  within  a  certain  time ;  had  I  opened  it  immedi- 
ately, I  might  have  perceived  that  a  deceit  had  been  practised, 
and  not  have  hoarded  it  in  that  place  of  security  which  it  was 
the  villain's  object  to  discover.  Hence,  too,  in  opening  the 
escritoire,  he  would  naturally  retake  the  packet  (which  other 
plunderers  might  not  have  cared  to  steal),  as  well  as  things 
of  more  real  price, — naturally  retake  it,  in  order  that  hia 
previous  imposition  might  not  be  detected,  and  that  suspicion 
might  be  cast  upon  those  who  would  appear  to  have  an  inter- 
est in  stealing  a  packet  which  I  believed  to  be  so  inestimably 
important. 

What  gave  a  still  greater  colour  to  this  supposition  was  the 
fact  that  none  of  the  servants  had  seen  Oswald  leave  the 
house,  though  many  had  seen  him  enter.  And  what  put  his 
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guilt  beyond  a  doubt  in  the  opinion  of  many,  was  his  sudden 
and  mysterious  disappearance.  To  my  mind,  all  these  cir- 
cumstances were  not  conclusive.  Both  the  men  seemed  taller 
than  Oswald;  and  I  knew  that  that  confusion  which  was  so 
much  insisted  upon,  had  not  —  thanks  to  my  singular  fastidi- 
ousness in  those  matters  —  existed.  I  was  also  perfectly  con- 
vinced that  Oswald  could  not  have  been  hidden  in  my  room 
while  I  locked  up  the  packet;  and  there  was  something  in 
the  behaviour  of  the  murderer  utterly  unlike  that  of  a  com- 
mon robber  actuated  by  common  motives. 

All  these  opposing  arguments  were,  however,  of  a  nature 
to  be  deemed  nugatory  by  the  world ;  and  on  the  only  one  of 
any  importance  in  their  estimation,  namely,  the  height  of 
Oswald  being  different  from  that  of  the  robbers,  it  was  cer- 
tainly very  probable  that,  in  a  scene  so  dreadful,  so  brief,  so 
confused,  I  should  easily  be  mistaken.  Having  therefore 
once  flowed  in  this  direction,  public  opinion  soon  settled  into 
the  full  conviction  that  Oswald  was  the  real  criminal,  and 
against  Oswald  was  the  whole  strength  of  inquiry  ultimately, 
but  still  vainly,  bent.  Some  few,  it  is  true,  of  that  kind 
class  who  love  family  mysteries,  and  will  not  easily  forego 
the  notion  of  a  brother's  guilt  for  that  of  a  mere  vulgar  house- 
breaker, still  shook  their  heads  and  talked  of  Gerald;  but  the 
suspicion  was  vague  and  partial,  and  it  was  only  in  the  close 
gossip  of  private  circles  that  it  was  audibly  vented. 

I  had  formed  an  opinion  by  no  means  favourable  to  the  in- 
nocence of  Mr.  Jean  Desmarais ;  and  I  took  especial  care  that 
the  Necessitarian,  who  would  only  have  thought  robbery  and 
murder  pieces  of  ill-luck,  should  undergo  a  most  rigorous 
examination.  I  remembered  that  he  had  seen  me  put  the 
packet  into  the  escritoire;  and  this  circumstance  was  alone 
sufficient  to  arouse  my  suspicion.  Desmarais  bared  his  breast 
gracefully  to  the  magistrate.  "Would  a  man,  Sir,"  he  said, 
"  a  man  of  my  youth,  suffer  such  a  scar  as  that,  if  he  could 
help  it?"  The  magistrate  laughed:  frivolity  is  often  a 
rogue's  best  policy,  if  he  did  but  know  it.  One  finds  it  very 
difficult  to  think  a  coxcomb  can  commit  robbery  and  murder. 
Howbeit  Desmarais  came  off  triumphantly;  and  immediately 
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after  this  examination,  which  had  been  his  second  one, 
and  instigated  solely  at  my  desire,  he  came  to  me  with  a 
blush  of  virtuous  indignation  on  his  thin  cheeks.  "  He  did 
not  presume,"  he  said,  with  a  bow  profounder  than  ever, 
"to  find  fault  with  Monsieur  le  Comte;  it  was  his  fate  to 
be  the  victim  of  ungrateful  suspicion:  but  philosophical 
truths  could  not  always  conquer  the  feelings  of  the  man, 
and  he  came  to  request  his  dismissal."  I  gave  it  him  with 
pleasure. 

I  must  now  state  my  own  feelings  on  the  matter;  but  I 
shall  do  so  briefly.  In  my  own  mind,  I  repeat,  I  was  fully 
impressed  with  the  conviction  that  Gerald  was  the  real  and 
the  head  criminal ;  and  thrice  did  I  resolve  to  repair  to  Dev- 
ereux  Court,  where  he  still  resided,  to  lie  in  wait  for  him,  to 
reproach  him  with  his  guilt,  and  at  the  sword's  point  in 
deadly  combat  to  seek  its  earthly  expiation.  I  spare  the 
reader  a  narration  of  the  terrible  struggles  which  nature,  con- 
science, all  scruples  and  prepossessions  of  education  and  of 
blood,  held  with  this  resolution,  the  unholiness  of  which  I 
endeavoured  to  clothe  with  the  name  of  justice  to  Isora.  Suf- 
fice it  to  say  that  this  resolution  I  forewent  at  last;  and  I  did 
so  more  from  a  feeling  that,  despite  my  own  conviction  of 
Gerald's  guilt,  one  rational  doubt  rested  upon  the  circum- 
stance that  the  murderer  seemed  to  my  eyes  of  an  inferior 
height  to  Gerald,  and  that  the  person  whom  I  had  pursued  on 
the  night  I  had  received  that  wound  which  brought  Isora  to 
my  bedside,  and  who,  it  was  natural  to  believe,  was  my  rival, 
appeared  to  me  not  only  also  slighter  and  shorter  than  Gerald, 
but  of  a  size  that  seemed  to  tally  with  the  murderer's. 

This  solitary  circumstance,  which  contradicted  my  other 
impressions,  was,  I  say,  more  effectual  in  making  me  dismiss 
the  thought  of  personal  revenge  on  Gerald  than  the  motives 
which  virtue  and  religion  should  have  dictated.  The  deep 
desire  of  vengeance  is  the  calmest  of  all  the  passions,  and  it 
is  the  one  which  most  demands  certainty  to  the  reason,  before 
it  releases  its  emotions  and  obeys  their  dictates.  The  blow 
which  was  to  do  justice  to  Isora  I  had  resolved  should  not  be 
dealt  till  I  had  obtained  the  most  utter  certainty  that  it  fell 
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upon  the  true  criminal.  And  thus,  though  I  cherished 
through  all  time  and  through  all  change  the  burning  wish  for 
retribution,  I  was  doomed  to  cherish  it  in  secret,  and  not  for 
years  and  years  to  behold  a  hope  of  attaining  it.  Once  only 
I  vented  my  feelings  upon  Gerald.  I  could  not  rest  or  sleep 
or  execute  the  world's  objects  till  I  had  done  so;  but  when 
they  were  thus  once  vented,  methought  I  could  wait,  the  will 
of  time  with  a  more  settled  patience,  and  I  re-entered  upon 
the  common  career  of  life  more  externally  fitted  to  fulfil  its 
duties  and  its  aims. 

That  single  indulgence  of  emotion  followed  immediately 
after  my  resolution  of  not  forcing  Gerald  into  bodily  contest. 
I  left  my  sword,  lest  I  might  be  tempted  to  forget  my  deter- 
mination. I  rode  to  Devereux  Court;  I  entered  Gerald's 
chamber,  while  my  horse  stood  unstalled  at  the  gate.  I  said 
but  few  words,  but  each  word  was  a  volume.  I  told  him  to 
enjoy  the  fortune  he  had  acquired  by  fraud,  and  the  con- 
science he  had  stained  with  murder.  "  Enjoy  them  while  you 
may,"  I  said,  "but  know  that  sooner  or  later  shall  come  a 
day  when  the  blood  that  cries  from  earth  shall  be  heard  in 
Heaven, —  and  your  blood  shall  appease  it.  Know,  if  I  seem 
to  disobey  the  voice  at  my  heart,  I  hear  it  night  and  day; 
and  I  only  live  to  fulfil  at  one  time  its  commands." 

I  left  him  stunned  and  horror-stricken.  I  flung  myself  on 
my  horse,  and  cast  not  a  look  behind  as  I  rode  from  the  tow- 
ers and  domains  of  which  I  had  been  despoiled.  Never  from 
that  time  would  I  trust  myself  to  meet  or  see  the  despoiler. 
Once,  directly  after  I  had  thus  braved  him  in  his  usurped 
hall,  he  wrote  to  me.  I  returned  the  letter  unopened.  Enough 
of  this :  the  reader  will  now  perceive  what  was  the  real  nature 
of  my  feelings  of  revenge;  and  will  appreciate  the  reasons 
which  throughout  this  history  will  cause  me  never  or  rarely 
to  recur  to  those  feelings  again,  until  at  least  he  will  per- 
ceive a  just  hope  of  their  consummation. 

I  went  with  a  quiet  air  and  a  set  brow  into  the  world.  It 
was  a  time  of  great  political  excitement.  Though  my  creed 
forbade  me  the  open  senate,  it  could  not  deprive  me  of  th« 
veiled  intrigue.  St.  John  found  ample  employment  for  my 

16 
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ambition ;  and  I  entered  into  the  toils  and  objects  of  my  race 
with  a  seeming  avidity  more  eager  and  engrossing  than  their 
own.  In  what  ensues,  you  will  perceive  a  great  change  in 
the  character  of  my  memoirs.  Hitherto,  I  chiefly  portrayed 
to  you  myself.  I  bared  open  to  you  my  heart  and  temper, — 
my  passions,  and  the  thoughts  which  belong  to  our  passions. 
I  shall  now  rather  bring  before  you  the  natures  and  the  minds 
of  others.  The  lover  and  the  dreamer  are  no  more!  The 
satirist  and  the  observer ;  the  derider  of  human  follies,  par- 
ticipating while  he  derides ;  the  worldly  and  keen  actor  in  the 
human  drama, — these  are  what  the  district  of  my  history  on 
which  you  enter  will  portray  me.  From  whatever  pangs  to 
me  the  change  may  have  been  wrought,  you  will  be  the  gainer 
by  that  change.  The  gaudy  dissipation  of  courts;  the  vicissi- 
tudes and  the  vanities  of  those  who  haunt  them ;  the  glitter- 
ing jest  and  the  light  strain ;  the  passing  irony  or  the  close 
reflection;  the  characters  of  the  great;  the  colloquies  of  wit, 
—  these  are  what  delight  the  temper,  and  amuse  the  leisure 
more  than  the  solemn  narrative  of  fated  love.  As  the  mon- 
ster of  the  Nile  is  found  beneath  the  sunniest  banks  and  in 
the  most  freshening  wave,  the  stream  may  seem  to  wander 
on  in  melody  and  mirth,  —  the  ripple  and  the  beam ;  but  who 
shall  tell  what  lurks,  dark,  and  fearful,  and  ever  vigilant, 
below ! 


CHAPTER  II. 

AMBITIOUS    PROJECTS. 

IT  is  not  my  intention  to  write  a  political  history,  instead 
of  a  private  biography.  No  doubt  in  the  next  century  there 
will  be  volumes  enough  written  in  celebration  of  that  era 
which  my  contemporaries  are  pleased  to  term  the  greatest 
that  in  modern  times  has  ever  existed.  Besides,  in  the  pri- 
vate and  more  concealed  intrigues  with  which  I  was  engaged 
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with  St.  John,  there  was  something  which  regard  for  others 
would  compel  me  to  preserve  in  silence.  I  shall  therefore 
briefly  state  that  in  1712  St.  John  dignified  the  peerage  by 
that  title  which  his  exile  and  his  genius  have  rendered  so 
illustrious. 

I  was  with  him  on  the  day  this  honour  was  publicly  an- 
nounced. I  found  him  walking  to  and  fro  his  room,  with  his 
arms  folded,  and  with  a  very  peculiar  compression  of  his 
nether  lip,  which  was  a  custom  he  had  when  anything  greatly 
irritated  or  disturbed  him. 

"  Well, "  said  he,  stopping  abruptly  as  he  saw  me,  —  "  well, 
considering  the  peacock  Harley  brought  so  bright  a  plume  to 
his  own  nest,  we  must  admire  the  generosity  which  spared 
this  gay  dunghill  feather  to  mine !  " 

"  How  ?"  said  I,  though  I  knew  the  cause  of  his  angry  met- 
aphor. St.  John  used  metaphors  in  speech  scarcely  less  than 
in  writing. 

"How?  "  cried  the  new  peer,  eagerly,  and  with  one  of  those 
flashing  looks  which  made  his  expression  of  indignation  the 
most  powerful  I  ever  saw;  "how!  Was  the  sacred  promise 
granted  to  me  of  my  own  collateral  earldom  to  be  violated ; 
and  while  the  weight,  the  toil,  the  difficulty,  the  odium  of 
affairs,  from  which  Harley,  the  despotic  dullard,  shrank  alike 
in  imbecility  and  fear,  had  been  left  exclusively  to  my  share, 
an  insult  in  the  shape  of  an  honour  to  be  left  exclusively  to  my 
reward?  You  know  my  disposition  is  not  to  overrate  the  mere 
baubles  of  ambition ;  you  know  I  care  little  for  titles  and  for 
orders  in  themselves :  but  the  most  worthless  thing  becomes 
of  consequence  if  made  a  symbol  of  what  is  of  value,  or  de- 
signed as  the  token  of  an  affront.  Listen :  a  collateral  earl- 
dom falls  vacant;  it  is  partly  promised  me.  Suddenly  I  am 
dragged  from  the  House  of  Commons,  where  I  am  all  power- 
ful; I  am  given  —  not  this  earldom,  which,  as  belonging  to 
my  house,  would  alone  have  induced  me  to  consent  to  a  re- 
moval from  a  sphere  where  my  enemies  allow  I  had  greater 
influence  than  any  single  commoner  in  the  kingdom, — I  am 
given,  not  this,  but  a  miserable  compromise  of  distinction,  a 
new  and  an  inferior  rank;  given  it  against  my  will;  thrust 
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into  the  Upper  House  to  defend  what  this  pompous  driveller, 
Oxford,  is  forced  to  forsake ;  and  not  only  exposed  to  all  the 
obloquy  of  a  most  infuriate  party  opposed  to  me,  but  morti- 
fied by  an  intentional  affront  from  the  party  which,  heart  and 
soul,  I  have  supported.  You  know  that  my  birth  is  to  the 
full  as  noble  as  Harley's ;  you  know  that  my  influence  in  the 
Lower  House  is  far  greater;  you  know  that  my  name  in 
the  country,  nay,  throughout  Europe,  is  far  more  popular; 
you  know  that  the  labour  allotted  to  me  has  been  far  more 
weighty ;  you  know  that  the  late  Peace  of  Utrecht  is  entirely 
my  framing,  that  the  foes  to  the  measure  direct  all  their 
venom  against  me,  that  the  friends  of  the  measure  heap  upon 
me  all  the  honour:  when,  therefore,  this  exact  time  is  chosen 
for  breaking  a  promise  formerly  made  to  me;  when  a  pre- 
tended honour,  known  to  be  most  unpalatable  to  me,  is  thrust 
upon  me ;  when,  at  this  very  time,  too,  six  vacant  ribbons  of 
the  garter  flaunt  by  me, —  one  resting  on  the  knee  of  this 
Harley,  who  was  able  to  obtain  an  earldom  for  himself, —  the 
others  given  to  men  of  far  inferior  pretensions,  though  not 
inferior  rank  to  my  own, —  myself  markedly,  glaringly  passed 
by :  how  can  I  avoid  feeling  that  things  despicable  in  them- 
selves are  become  of  a  vital  power, 'from  the  evident  inten- 
tion that  they  should  be  insults  to  me?  The  insects  we  despise 
as  they  buzz  around  us  become  dangerous  when  they  settle  on 
ourselves  and  we  feel  their  sting !  But, "  added  Bolingbroke, 
suddenly  relapsing  into  a  smile,  "  I  have  long  wanted  a  nick- 
name :  I  have  now  found  one  for  myself.  You  know  Oxford 
is  called  'The  Dragon; '  well,  henceforth  call  me  'St.  George; ' 
for,  as  sure  as  I  live,  will  I  overthrow  the  Dragon.  I  say 
this  in  jest,  but  I  mean  it  in  earnest.  And  now  that  I  have 
discharged  my  bile,  let  us  talk  of  this  wonderful  poem,  which, 
though  I  have  read  it  a  hundred  times,  I  am  never  wearied  of 
admiring. " 

"Ah  —  'The  Rape  of  the  Lock!  '  It  is  indeed  beautiful, 
but  I  am  not  fond  of  poetry  now.  By  the  way,  how  is  it 
that  all  our  modern  poets  speak  to  the  taste,  the  mind,  the 
judgment,  and  never  to  the  feelings  ?  Are  they  right  in 
doing  so?" 
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"My  friend,  we  are  now  in  a  polished  age.  What  have 
feelings  to  do  with  civilization?" 

"  Why,  more  than  you  will  allow.  Perhaps  the  greater  our 
civilization,  the  more  numerous  our  feelings.  Our  animal 
passions  lose  in  excess,  but  our  mental  gain;  and  it  is  to  the 
mental  that  poetry  should  speak.  Our  English  muse,  even 
in  this  wonderful  poem,  seems  to  me  to  be  growing,  like  our 
English  beauties,  too  glitteringly  artificial:  it  wears  rouge 
and  a  hoop ! " 

"Ha!  ha! — yes,  they  ornament  now,  rather  than  create; 
cut  drapery,  rather  than  marble.  Our  poems  remind  me  of 
the  ancient  statues.  Phidias  made  them,  and  Bubo  and  Bom- 
bax  dressed  them  in  purple.  But  this  does  not  apply  to 
young  Pope,  who  has  shown  in  this  very  poem  that  he  can 
work  the  quarry  as  well  as  choose  the  gems.  But  see,  the 
carriage  awaits  us.  I  have  worlds  to  do;  first  there  is  Swift 
to  see;  next,  there  is  some  exquisite  Burgundy  to  taste; 
then,  too,  there  is  the  new  actress ;  and,  by  the  by,  you  must 
tell  me  what  you  think  of  Bentley's  Horace;  we  will  drive 
first  to  my  bookseller's  to  see  it;  Swift  shall  wait;  Heavens! 
how  he  would  rage  if  he  heard  me.  I  was  going  to  say  what 
a  pity  it  is  that  that  man  should  have  so  much  littleness  of 
vanity ;  but  I  should  have  uttered  a  very  foolish  sentiment  if 
I  had!" 

"  And  why?  " 

"Because,  if  he  had  not  so  much  littleness  perhaps  he 
would  not  be  so  great :  what  but  vanity  makes  a  man  write 
and  speak,  and  slave,  and  become  famous?  Alas!"  and  here 
St.  John's  countenance  changed  from  gayety  to  thought; 
"  't  is  a  melancholy  thing  in  human  nature  that  so  little  is 
good  and  noble,  both  in  itself  and  in  its  source !  Our  very 
worst  passions  will  often  produce  sublimer  effects  than  our 
best.  Phidias  (we  will  apply  to  him  for  another  illustration) 
made  the  wonderful  statue  of  Minerva  for  his  country;  but, 
in  order  to  avenge  himself  on  that  country,  he  eclipsed  it  in 
the  far  more  wonderful  statue  of  the  Jupiter  Olympius.  Thus, 
from  a  vicious  feeling  emanated  a  greater  glory  than  from  an 
exalted  principle ;  and  the  artist  was  less  celebrated  for  the 


246  DEVEREUX. 

monument  of  his  patriotism  than  for  that  of  his  revenge  I 
But,  allons,  mon  cher,  we  grow  wise  and  dull.  Let  us  go  to 
choose  our  Burgundy  and  our  comrades  to  share  it." 

However  with  his  characteristic  affectation  of  bounding 
ambition,  and  consequently  hope,  to  no  one  object  in  particu- 
lar, and  of  mingling  affairs  of  light  importance  with  those  of 
the  most  weighty,  Lord  Bolingbroke  might  pretend  not  to  re- 
cur to,  or  to  dwell  upon,  his  causes  of  resentment,  from 
that  time  they  never  ceased  to  influence  him  to  a  great,  and 
for  a  statesman  an  unpardonable,  degree.  We  cannot,  how- 
ever, blame  politicians  for  their  hatred,  until,  without  hating 
anybody,  we  have  for  a  long  time  been  politicians  ourselves ; 
strong  minds  have  strong  passions,  and  men  of  strong  passions 
must  hate  as  well  as  love. 

The  next  two  years  passed,  on  my  part,  in  perpetual  in- 
trigues of  diplomacy,  combined  with  an  unceasing  though 
secret  endeavour  to  penetrate  the  mystery  which  hung  over 
the  events  of  that  dreadful  night.  All,  however,  was  in  vain. 
I  know  not  what  the  English  police  may  be  hereafter,  but,  in 
my  time,  its  officers  seem  to  be  chosen,  like  honest  Dogberry's 
companions,  among  "the  most  senseless  and  fit  men."  They 
are,  however,  to  the  full,  as  much  knaves  as  fools;  and  per- 
haps a  wiser  posterity  will  scarcely  believe  that,  when  things 
of  the  greatest  value  are  stolen,  the  owners,  on  applying  to 
the  chief  magistrate,  will  often  be  told  that  no  redress  can  be 
given  there,  while  one  of  the  officers  will  engage  to  get  back 
the  goods,  upon  paying  the  thieves  a  certain  sum  in  exchange : 
if  this  is  refused,  your  effects  are  gone  forever!  A  pretty 
state  of  internal  government! 

It  was  about  a  year  after  the  murder  that  my  mother  in- 
formed me  of  an  event  which  tore  from  my  heart  its  last  pri- 
vate tie ;  namely,  the  death  of  Aubrey.  The  last  letter  I  had 
received  from  him  has  been  placed  before  the  reader ;  it  was 
written  at  Devereux  Court,  just  before  he  left  it  forever. 
Montreuil  had  been  with  him  during  the  illness  which  proved 
fatal,  and  which  occurred  in  Ireland.  He  died  of  consump- 
tion; and  when  I  heard  from  my  mother  that  Montreuil  dwelt 
most  glowingly  upon  the  devotion  he  had  manifested  during 
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the  last  months  of  his  life,  I  could  not  help  fearing  that  the 
morbidity  of  his  superstition  had  done  the  work  of  physical 
disease.  On  this  fatal  news,  my  mother  retired  from  Dev- 
ereux  Court  to  a  company  of  ladies  of  our  faith,  who  resided 
together,  and  practised  the  most  ascetic  rules  of  a  nunnery, 
though  they  gave  not  to  their  house  that  ecclesiastical  name. 
My  mother  had  long  meditated  this  project,  and  it  was  now  a 
melancholy  pleasure  to  put  it  into  execution.  From  that 
period  I  rarely  heard  from  her,  and  by  little  and  little  she  so 
shrank  from  all  worldly  objects  that  my  visits,  and  I  believe 
even  those  of  Gerald,  became  unwelcome  and  distasteful. 

As  to  my  lawsuit,  it  went  on  gloriously,  according  to  the 
assertions  of  my  brisk  little  lawyer,  who  had  declared  so  em- 
phatically that  he  liked  making  quick  work  of  a  suit.  And, 
at  last,  what  with  bribery  and  feeing  and  pushing,  a  day  was 
fixed  for  the  final  adjustment  of  my  claim.  It  came  —  the 
cause  was  heard  and  lost!  I  should  have  been  ruined,  but 
for  one  circumstance;  the  old  lady,  my  father's  godmother, 
who  had  witnessed  my  first  and  concealed  marriage,  left  me  a 
pretty  estate  near  Epsom.  I  turned  it  into  gold,  and  it  was 
fortunate  that  I  did  so  soon,  as  the  reader  is  about  to  see. 

The  queen  died;  and  a  cloud  already  began  to  look  men- 
acing to  the  eyes  of  the  Viscount  Bolingbroke,  and  therefore 
to  those  of  the  Count  Devereux.  "  We  will  weather  out  the 
shower,"  said  Bolingbroke. 

"Could  not  you,"  said  I,  "make  our  friend  Oxford  the 
Talapat?"1  and  Bolingbroke  laughed.  All  men  find  wit  in 
the  jests  broken  on  their  enemies! 

One  morning,  however,  I  received  a  laconic  note  from  him, 
which,  notwithstanding  its  shortness  and  seeming  gayety,  I 
knew  well  signified  that  something  not  calculated  for  laughter 
had  occurred.  I  went,  and  found  that  his  new  Majesty  had 
deprived  him  of  the  seals  and  secured  his  papers.  We  looked 

1  A  thing  used  by  the  Siamese  for  the  same  purpose  as  we  now  use  the 
umbrella.  A  work  descriptive  of  Siam,  by  M.  de  la  Lonbere,  in  which  the 
Talapat  is  somewhat  minutely  described,  having  been  translated  into  English, 
and  having  excited  some  curiosity,  a  few  years  before  Count  Devereux  now 
uses  the  word,  the  allusion  was  probably  familiar.  —  ED. 
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very  blank  at  each  other.  At  last,  Bolingbroke  smiled.  I 
must  say  that,  culpable  as  he  was  in  some  points  as  a  politi- 
cian,—  culpable,  not  from  being  ambitious  (for  I  would  not 
give  much  for  the  statesman  who  is  otherwise),  but  from  not 
having  inseparably  linked  his  ambition  to  the  welfare  of  his 
country,  rather  than  to  that  of  a  party;  for,  despite  of  what 
has  been  said  of  him,  his  ambition  was  never  selfish, —  culpa- 
ble as  he  was  when  glory  allured  him,  he  was  most  admirable 
when  danger  assailed  him ! l  and,  by  the  shade  of  that  Tully 
whom  he  so  idolized,  his  philosophy  was  the  most  conven- 
iently worn  of  any  person's  I  ever  met.  When  it  would  have 
been  in  the  way  —  at  the  supper  of  an  actress,  in  the  'levees  of 
a  court,  in  the  boudoir  of  a  beauty,  in  the  arena  of  the  senate, 
in  the  intrigue  of  the  cabinet  —  you  would  not  have  observed 

1  I  know  well  that  it  has  been  said  otherwise,  and  that  Bolingbroke  has 
been  accused  of  timidity  for  not  staying  in  England,  and  making  Mr.  Robert 
Walpole  a  present  of  his  head.  The  elegant  author  of  "  De  Vere  "  has  fallen 
into  a  very  great  though  a  very  hackneyed  error,  in  lauding  Oxford's  political 
character,  and  condemning  Bolingbroke's,  because  the  former  awaited  a  trial 
and  the  latter  shunned  it.  A  very  little  reflection  might  perhaps  have  taught 
the  accomplished  novelist  that  there  could  be  no  comparison  between  the  two 
cases,  because  there  was  no  comparison  between  the  relative  danger  of  Oxford 
and  Bolingbroke.  Oxford,  as  their  subsequent  impeachment  proved,  was  far 
more  numerously  and  powerfully  supported  than  his  illustrious  enemy :  and 
there  is  really  no  earthly  cause  for  doubting  the  truth  of  Bolingbroke's  asser- 
tion; namely,  that  "He  had  received  repeated  and  certain  information  that  a 
resolution  was  taken,  by  those  who  had  power  to  execute  it,  to  pursue  him  to 
the  scaffold."  There  are  certain  situations  in  which  a  brave  and  a  good  man 
should  willingly  surrender  life :  but  I  humbly  opine  that  there  may  some- 
times exist  a  situation  in  which  he  should  preserve  it ;  and  if  ever  man  was 
placed  in  that  latter  situation,  it  was  Lord  Bolingbroke.  To  choose  unneces- 
sarily to  put  one's  head  under  the  axe,  without  benefiting  any  but  one's 
enemies  by  the  act,  is,  in  my  eyes,  the  proof  of  a  fool,  not  a  hero ;  and  to 
attack  a  man  for  not  placing  his  head  in  that  agreeable  and  most  useful  pre- 
dicament —  for  preferring,  in  short,  to  live  for  a  world,  rather  than  to  perish 
by  a  faction  —  appears  to  be  a  mode  of  arguing  that  has  a  wonderful  resem- 
blance to  nonsense.  When  Lord  Bolingbroke  was  impeached,  two  men  only 
out  of  those  numerous  retainers  in  the  Lower  House  who  had  been  wont  so 
loudly  to  applaud  the  secretary  of  state,  in  his  prosecution  of  those  very 
measures  for  which  he  was  now  to  be  condemned,  —  two  men  only,  General 
Ross  and  Mr.  Hungerford,  uttered  a  single  syllable  in  defence  of  the  minister 
disgraced  —  ED. 
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a  seam  of  the  good  old  garment.  But  directly  it  was  wanted 
—  in  the  hour  of  pain,  in  the  day  of  peril,  in  the  suspense  of 
exile,  in  (worst  of  all)  the  torpor  of  tranquillity  —  my  extra- 
ordinary friend  unfolded  it  piece  by  piece,  wrapped  himself 
up  in  it,  sat  down,  defied  the  world,  and  uttered  the  most 
beautiful  sentiments  upon  the  comfort  and  luxury  of  his  rai- 
ment, that  can  possibly  be  imagined.  It  used  to  remind  me, 
that  same  philosophy  of  his,  of  the  enchanted  tent  in  the 
Arabian  Tale,  which  one  moment  lay  wrapped  in  a  nut-shell, 
and  the  next  covered  an  army. 

Bolingbroke  smiled,  and  quoted  Cicero,  and  after  an  hour's 
conversation,  which  on  his  part  was  by  no  means  like  that  of 
a  person  whose  very  head  was  in  no  enviable  state  of  safety, 
he  slid  at  once  from  a  sarcasm  upon  Steele  into  a  discussion  as 
to  the  best  measures  to  be  adopted.  Let  me  be  brief  on  this 
point.  Throughout  the  whole  of  that  short  session,  he  be- 
haved in  a  manner  more  delicately  and  profoundly  wise  than, 
I  think,  the  whole  of  his  previous  administration  can  equal. 
He  sustained  with  the  most  unflagging,  the  most  unwearied, 
dexterity,  the  sinking  spirits  of  his  associates.  Without  an 
act,  or  the  shadow  of  an  act,  that  could  be  called  time-serv- 
ing, he  laid  himself  out  to  conciliate  the  king,  and  to  propi- 
tiate Parliament;  with  a  dignified  prudence  which,  while  it 
seemed  above  petty  pique,  was  well  calculated  to  remove  the 
appearance  of  that  disaffection  with  which  he  was  charged, 
and  discriminated  justly  between  the  king  and  the  new  ad- 
ministration, he  lent  his  talents  to  the  assistance  of  the  mon- 
arch by  whom  his  impeachment  was  already  resolved  on,  and 
aided  in  the  settlement  of  the  civil  list  while  he  was  in  full 
expectation  of  a  criminal  accusation. 

The  new  Parliament  met,  and  all  doubt  was  over.  An  im- 
peachment of  the  late  administration  was  decided  upon.  I 
was  settling  bills  with  my  little  lawyer  one  morning,  when 
Bolingbroke  entered  my  room.  He  took  a  chair,  nodded  to 
me  not  to  dismiss  my  assistant,  joined  our  conversation,  and 
when  conversation  was  merged  in  accounts,  he  took  up  a  book 
of  songs,  and  amused  himself  with  it  till  my  business  was 
over  and  my  disciple  of  Coke  retired.  He  then  said,  verj 
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slowly,  and  with  a  slight  yawn,  "You  have  never  been  at 
Paris,  I  think?" 

"Never:  you  are  enchanted  with  that  gay  city." 

"  Yes,  but  when  I  was  last  there,  the  good  people  flattered 
my  vanity  enough  to  bribe  my  taste.  I  shall  be  able  to  form 
a  more  unbiased  and  impartial  judgment  in  a  few  days." 

"  A  few  days !  " 

"Ay,  my  dear  Count :  does  it  startle  you?  I  wonder  whether 
the  pretty  De  Tencin  will  be  as  kind  to  me  as  she  was,  and 
whether  tout  le  monde  (that  most  exquisite  phrase  for  five 
hundred  people)  will  rise  now  at  the  Opera  on  my  entrance. 
Do  you  think  that  a  banished  minister  can  have  any,  the 
smallest  resemblance  to  what  he  was  when  in  power?  By 
Gumdragon,  as  our  friend  Swift  so  euphoniously  and  ele- 
gantly says,  or  swears,  by  Gumdragon,  I  think  not!  What 
altered  Satan  so  after  his  fall?  what  gave  him  horns  and  a 
tail?  Nothing  but  his  disgrace.  Oh!  years,  and  disease, 
plague,  pestilence,  and  famine  never  alter  a  man  so  much  as 
the  loss  of  power." 

"  You  say  wisely ;  but  what  am  I  to  gather  from  your  words? 
is  it  all  over  with  us  in  real  earnest?  " 

"  Us !  with  me  it  is  indeed  all  over :  you  may  stay  here  for- 
ever. I  must  fly :  a  packet-boat  to  Calais,  or  a  room  in  the 
Tower,  I  must  choose  between  the  two.  I  had  some  thoughts 
of  remaining  and  confronting  my  trial:  but  it  would  be  folly; 
there  is  a  difference  between  Oxford  and  me.  He  has  friends, 
though  out  of  power :  I  have  none.  If  they  impeach  him,  he 
will  escape ;  if  they  impeach  me,  they  will  either  shut  me  up 
like  a  rat  in  a  cage,  for  twenty  years,  till,  old  and  forgotten, 
I  tear  my  heart  out  with  my  confinement,  or  they  will  bring 
me  at  once  to  the  block.  No,  no :  I  must  keep  myself  for  an- 
other day ;  and,  while  they  banish  me,  I  will  leave  the  seeds 
of  the  true  cause  to  grow  up  till  my  return.  Wise  and  ex- 
quisite policy  of  my  foes, —  'Frustra  Cassium  amovisti,  si 
gliscere  st  vigere  Brutorum  emulos  passurus  es.' J  But  I  have 
no  time  to  lose :  farewell,  my  friend ;  God  bless  you ;  you  are 

1  "  Vainly  have  yon  banished  Cassius,  if  yon  shall  suffer  the  rivals  of  the 
Brutuses  to  spread  themselves  and  flourish." 
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saved  from  these  storms;  and  even  intolerance,  which  pre- 
vented the  exercise  of  your  genius,  preserves  you  now  from 
the  danger  of  having  applied  that  genius  to  the  welfare  of 
your  country.  Heaven  knows,  whatever  my  faults,  I  have 
sacrificed  what  I  loved  better  than  all  things  —  study  and 
pleasure  —  to  her  cause.  In  her  wars  I  served  even  my  enemy 
Marlborough,  in  order  to  serve  her;  her  peace  I  effected,  and 
I  suffer  for  it.  Be  it  so,  I  am  — 

" '  Fidens  animi  atque  in  utrumque  paratus.' l 

Once  more  I  embrace  you;  farewell." 

"Nay,"  said  I,  "listen  to  me;  you  shall  not  go  alone. 
France  is  already,  in  reality,  my  native  country :  there  did  I 
receive  my  birth;  it  is  no  hardship  to  return  to  my  natale 
solum;  it  is  an  honour  to  return  in  the  company  of  Henry  St. 
John.  I  will  have  no  refusal:  my  law  case  is  over;  my 
papers  are  few;  my  money  I  will  manage  to  transfer.  Re- 
member the  anecdote  you  told  me  yesterday  of  Anaxagoras, 
who,  when  asked  where  his  country  was,  pointed  with  his 
finger  to  heaven.  It  is  applicable,  I  hope,  as  well  to  me  as 
to  yourself:  to  me,  uncelebrated  and  obscure;  to  you.,  the 
senator  and  the  statesman." 

In  vain  Bolingbroke  endeavoured  to  dissuade  me  from  this 
resolution;  he  was  the  only  friend  fate  had  left  me,  and  I 
was  resolved  that  misfortune  should  not  part  us.  At  last  he 
embraced  me  tenderly,  and  consented  to  what  he  could  not 
resist.  "But  you  cannot,"  he  said,  "quit  England  to-morrow 
night,  as  I  must." 

"Pardon  me,"  I  answered,  "the  briefer  the  preparation,  the 
greater  the  excitement,  and  what  in  life  is  equal  to  that  ?  " 

"True,"  answered  Bolingbroke;  "to  some  natures,  too 
restless  to  be  happy,  excitement  can  compensate  for  all, — 
compensate  for  years  wasted,  and  hopes  scattered, — com- 
pensate for  bitter  regret  at  talents  perverted  and  passions 
unrestrained.  But  we  will  talk  philosophically  when  we 
have  more  leisure.  You  will  dine  with  me  to-morrow:  we 
will  go  to  the  play  together;  I  promised  poor  Lucy  that  1 
1  "  Confident  of  soul  and  prepared  for  either  fortune." 
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would  see  her  at  the  theatre,  and  I  cannot  break  my  word; 
and  an  hour  afterwards  we  will  commence  our  excursion  to 
Paris.  And  now  I  will  explain  to  you  the  plan  I  have 
arranged  for  our  escape." 


CHAPTER  III. 

THE  REAL  ACTORS  SPECTATORS  TO  THE  FALSE  ONES. 

IT  was  a  brilliant  night  at  the  theatre.  The  boxes  were 
crowded  to  excess.  Every  eye  was  directed  towards  Lord 
Bolingbroke,  who,  with  his  usual  dignified  and  consummate 
grace  of  manner,  conversed  with  the  various  loiterers  with 
whom,  from  time  to  time,  his  box  was  filled. 

"Look  yonder,"  said  a  very  young  man,  of  singular  per- 
sonal beauty,  "look  yonder,  my  Lord,  what  a  panoply  of 
smiles  the  Duchess  wears  to-night,  and  how  triumphantly 
she  directs  those  eyes,  which  they  say  were  once  so  beautiful, 
to  your  box." 

"Ah,"  said  Bolingbroke,  "her  Grace  does  me  too  much  hon- 
our :  I  must  not  neglect  to  acknowledge  her  courtesy ;  "  and, 
leaning  over  the  box,  Bolingbroke  watched  his  opportunity 
till  the  Duchess  of  Marlborough,  who  sat  opposite  to  him, 
and  who  was  talking  with  great  and  evidently  joyous  vivacity 
to  a  tall,  thin  man,  beside  her,  directed  her  attention,  and 
that  of  her  whole  party,  in  a  fixed  and  concentrated  stare,  to 
the  imperilled  minister.  With  a  dignified  smile  Lord  Boling- 
broke then  put  his  hand  to  his  heart,  and  bowed  profoundly ; 
the  Duchess  looked  a  little  abashed,  but  returned  the  cour- 
tesy quickly  and  slightly,  and  renewed  her  conversation. 

"Faith,  my  Lord,"  cried  the  young  gentleman  who  had  be- 
fore spoken,  "you  managed  that  well!  No  reproach  is  like 
that  which  we  clothe  in  a  smile,  and  present  with  a  bow." 
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"  I  am  liappy, "  said  Lord  Bolingbroke,  "  that  my  conduct  re- 
ceives the  grave  support  of  a  son  of  my  political  opponent." 

"  Grave  support,  my  Lord !  you  are  mistaken :  never  apply 
the  epithet  grave  to  anything  belonging  to  Philip  Wharton. 
But,  in  sober  earnest,  I  have  sat  long  enough  with  you  to 
terrify  all  my  friends,  and  must  now  show  my  worshipful 
face  in  another  part  of  the  house.  Count  Devereux,  will  you 
come  with  me  to  the  Duchess's?" 

"What!  the  Duchess's  immediately  after  Lord  Boling- 
broke's!  — the  Whig  after  the  Tory:  it  would  be  as  trying  to 
one's  assurance  as  a  change  from  the  cold  bath  to  the  hot  to 
one's  constitution." 

"Well,  and  what  so  delightful  as  a  trial  in  which  one  tri- 
umphs? and  a  change  in  which  one  does  not  lose  even  one's 
countenance?" 

"Take  care,  my  Lord,"  said  Bolingbroke,  laughing;  "those 
are  dangerous  sentiments  for  a  man  like  you,  to  whom  the 
hopes  of  two  great  parties  are  directed,  to  express  so  openly, 
even  on  a  trifle  and  in  a  jest." 

"  'T  is  for  that  reason  I  utter  them.  I  like  being  the  object 
of  hope  and  fear  to  men,  since  my  miserable  fortune  made  me 
marry  at  fourteen,  and  cease  to  be  aught  but  a  wedded  thing 
to  the  women.  But  sup  with  me  at  the  Bedford, —  you,  my 
Lord,  and  the  Count." 

"And  you  will  ask  Walpole,  Addison,  and  Steele,1  to  join 
us,  eh?"  said  Bolingbroke.  "No,  we  have  other  engage- 
ments for  to-night;  but  we  shall  meet  again  soon." 

And  the  eccentric  youth  nodded  his  adieu,  disappeared, 
and  a  minute  afterwards  was  seated  by  the  side  of  the  Duch- 
ess of  Marlborough. 

"  There  goes  a  boy, "  said  Bolingbroke,  "  who,  at  the  age  of 
fifteen,  has  in  him  the  power  to  be  the  greatest  man  of  his 
day,  and  in  all  probability  will  only  be  the  most  singular. 
An  obstinate  man  is  sure  of  doing  well;  a  wavering  or  a 
whimsical  one  (which  is  the  same  thing)  is  as  uncertain,  even 
in  his  elevation,  as  a  shuttlecock.  But  look  to  the  box  at  the 
right:  do  you  see  the  beautiful  Lady  Mary?" 

1  All  political  opponents  of  Lord  Bolingbroke. 
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"Yes,"  said  Mr.  Trefusis,  who  was  with  us,  "she  has  only 
just  come  to  town.  'T  is  said  she  and  Ned  Montagu  live 
like  doves." 

"  How !  "  said  Lord  Bolingbroke ;  "  that  quick,  restless  eye 
seems  to  have  very  little  of  the  dove  in  it." 

"  But  how  beautiful  she  is ! "  said  Trefusis,  admiringly. 
"  What  a  pity  that  those  exquisite  hands  should  be  so  dirty ! 
It  reminds  me  "  (Trefusis  loved  a  coarse  anecdote)  "  of  her  an- 
swer to  old  Madame  de  Noailles,  who  made  exactly  the  same 
remark  to  her.  'Do  you  call  my  hands  dirty? '  cried  Lady 
Mary,  holding  them  up  with  the  most  innocent  naivete. 
'Ah,  Madame,  si  vous pouviez  vbir  mes  pieds!  '  '• 

" Pi  done,"  said  I,  turning  away;  "but  who  is  that  very 
small,  deformed  man  behind  her, —  he  with  the  bright  black 
eye?" 

"Know  you  not?  "  said  Bolingbroke;  "tell  it  not  in  Gath! 
—  'tis  a  rising  sun,  whom  I  have  already  learned  to  wor- 
ship,—  the  young  author  of  the  'Essay  on  Criticism,'  and 
1  The  Rape  of  the  Lock. '  Egad,  the  little  poet  seems  to 
eclipse  us  with  the  women  as  much  as  with  the  men.  Do 
you  mark  how  eagerly  Lady  Mary  listens  to  him,  even  though 
the  tall  gentleman  in  black,  who  in  vain  endeavours  to  win 
her  attentions,  is  thought  the  handsomest  gallant  in  London? 
Ah,  Genius  is  paid  by  smiles  from  all  females  but  Fortune ; 
little,  methinks,  does  that  young  poet,  in  his  first  intoxica- 
tion of  flattery  and  fame,  guess  what  a  lot  of  contest  and 
strife  is  in  store  for  him.  The  very  breath  which  a  literary 
man  respires  is  hot  with  hatred,  and  the  youthful  proselyte 
enters  that  career  which  seems  to  him  so  glittering,  even  as 
Dame  Pliant's  brother  in  the  'Alchemist'  entered  town, — 
not  to  be  fed  with  luxury,  and  diet  on  pleasure,  but  'to  learn 
to  quarrel  and  live  by  his  wits.' " 

The  play  was  now  nearly  over.  With  great  gravity  Lord 
Bolingbroke  summoned  one  of  the  principal  actors  to  his 
box,  and  bespoke  a  play  for  the  next  week;  leaning  then  on 
my  arm,  he  left  the  theatre.  We  hastened  to  his  home,  put 
on  our  disguises,  and,  without  any  adventure  worth  recount- 
ing, effected  our  escape  and  landed  safely  at  Calais. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

PARIS. A    FEMALE    POLITICIAN    AND    AN    ECCLESIASTICAL 

ONE.  —  SUNDRY    OTHER   MATTERS. 

THE  ex-minister  was  received  both  at  Calais  and  at  Paris 
with  the  most  gratifying  honours :  he  was  then  entirely  the 
man  to  captivate  the  French.  The  beauty  of  his  person, 
the  grace  of  his  manner,  his  consummate  taste  in  all  things,  the 
exceeding  variety  and  sparkling  vivacity  of  his  conversation, 
enchanted  them.  In  later  life  he  has  grown  more  reserved 
and  profound,  even  in  habitual  intercourse ;  and  attention  is 
now  fixed  to  the  solidity  of  the  diamond,  as  at  that  time  one 
was  too  dazzled  to  think  of  anything  but  its  brilliancy. 

While  Bolingbroke  was  receiving  visits  of  state,  I  busied 
myself  in  inquiring  after  a  certain  Madame  de  Balzac.  The 
reader  will  remember  that  the  envelope  of  that  letter  which 
Oswald  had  brought  to  me  at  Devereux  Court  was  signed  by 
the  letters  C.  de  B.  Now,  when  Oswald  disappeared,  after 
that  dreadful  night  to  which  even  now  I  can  scarcely  bring 
myself  to  allude,  these  initials  occurred  to  my  remembrance, 
and  Oswald  having  said  they  belonged  to  a  lady  formerly 
intimate  with  my  father,  I  inquired  of  my  mother  if  she 
could  guess  to  what  French  lady  such  initials  would  apply. 
She,  with  an  evident  pang  of  jealousy,  mentioned  a  Madame 
de  Balzac ;  and  to  this  lady  I  now  resolved  to  address  myself, 
with  the  faint  hope  of  learning  from  her  some  intelligence 
respecting  Oswald.  It  was  not  difficult  to  find  out  the  abode 
of  one  who  in  her  day  had  played  no  inconsiderable  role  in 
that  '  Comedy  of  Errors, ' —  the  Great  World.  She  was  still 
living  at  Paris :  what  Frenchwoman  would,  if  she  could  help 
it,  live  anywhere  else?  "There  are  a  hundred  gates,"  said 
the  witty  Madame  de  Choisi  to  me,  "which  lead  into  Paris, 
but  only  two  roads  out  of  it, — the  convent,  or  (odious  word!) 
the  grave." 
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I  hastened  to  Madame  Balzac's  hotel.  I  was  ushered 
through  three  magnificent  apartments  into  one  which  to  my 
eyes  seemed  to  contain  a  throne :  upon  a  nearer  inspection  I 
discovered  it  was  a  bed.  Upon  a  large  chair,  by  a  very  bad 
fire  —  it  was  in  the  month  of  March  —  sat  a  tall,  handsome 
woman,  excessively  painted,  and  dressed  in  a  manner  which 
to  my  taste,  accustomed  to  English  finery,  seemed  singu- 
larly plain.  I  had  sent  in  the  morning  to  request  permission 
to  wait  on  her,  so  that  she  was  prepared  for  my  visit.  She 
rose,  offered  me  her  cheek,  kissed  mine,  shed  several  tears, 
and  in  short  testified  a  great  deal  of  kindness  towards  me. 
Old  ladies  who  have  flirted  with  our  fathers  always  seem  to 
claim  a  sort  of  property  in  the  sons ! 

Before  she  resumed  her  seat  she  held  me  out  at  arm's  length. 

"You  have  a  family  likeness  to  your  brave  father,"  said 
she,  with  a  little  disappointment ;  "  but  —  " 

"Madame  de  Balzac  would  add,"  interrupted  I,  filling  up 
the  sentence  which  I  saw  her  bienveillance  had  made  her 
break  off,  "Madame  de  Balzac  would  add  that  I  am  not  so 
good-looking.  It  is  true :  the  likeness  is  transmitted  to  me 
within  rather  than  without;  and  if  I  have  not  my  father's 
privilege  to  be  admired,  I  have  at  least  his  capacities  to  ad- 
mire," and  I  bowed. 

Madame  de  Balzac  took  three  large  pinches  of  snuff.  "  That 
is  very  well  said,"  said  she,  gravely:  "very  well  indeed! 
not  at  all  like  your  father,  though,  who  never  paid  a 
compliment  in  his  life.  Your  clothes,  by  the  by,  are  in 
exquisite  taste :  I  had  no  idea  that  English  people  had  arrived 
at  such  perfection  in  the  fine  arts.  Your  face  is  a  little  too 
long!  You  admire  Eacine,  of  course?  How  do  you  like 
Paris?" 

All  this  was  not  said  gayly  or  quickly :  Madame  de  Balzac 
was  by  no  means  a  gay  or  a  quick  person.  She  belonged  to  a 
peculiar  school  of  Frenchwomen,  who  affected  a  little  lan- 
guor, a  great  deal  of  stiffness,  an  indifference  to  forms  when 
forms  were  to  be  used  by  themselves,  and  an  unrelaxing  de- 
mand of  forms  when  forms  were  to  be  observed  to  them  by 
others.  Added  to  this,  they  talked  plainly  upon  all  matters, 
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without  ever  entering  upon  sentiment.  This  was  the  school 
she  belonged  to ;  but  she  possessed  the  traits  of  the  individual 
as  well  as  of  the  species.  She  was  keen,  ambitious,  worldly, 
not  unaffectionate  nor  unkind;  very  proud,  a  little  of  the 
devotee, —  because  it  was  the  fashion  to  be  so, —  an  enthusi- 
astic admirer  of  military  glory,  and  a  most  prying,  search- 
ing, intriguing  schemer  of  politics  without  the  slightest 
talent  for  the  science. 

"  Like  Paris ! "  said  I,  answering  only  the  last  question, 
and  that  not  with  the  most  scrupulous  regard  to  truth.  "  Can 
Madame  de  Balzac  think  of  Paris,  and  not  conceive  the  trans- 
port which  must  inspire  a  person  entering  it  for  the  first  time? 
But  I  had  something  more  endearing  than  a  stranger's  inter- 
est to  attach  me  to  it:  I  longed  to  express  to  my  father's 
friend  my  gratitude  for  the  interest  which  I  venture  to  be- 
lieve she  on  one  occasion  manifested  towards  me." 

"  Ah !  you  mean  my  caution  to  you  against  that  terrible  De 
Montreuil.  Yes,  I  trust  I  was  of  service  to  you  there" 

And  Madame  de  Balzac  then  proceeded  to  favour  me  with 
the  whole  history  of  the  manner  in  which  she  had  obtained 
the  letter  she  had  sent  me,  accompanied  by  a  thousand  anathe- 
mas against  those  atroces  Jesuites  and  a  thousand  eulogies  on 
her  own  genius  and  virtues.  I  brought  her  from  this  subject 
so  interesting  to  herself,  as  soon  as  decorum  would  allow  me; 
and  I  then  made  inquiry  if  she  knew  aught  of  Oswald  or 
could  suggest  any  mode  of  obtaining  intelligence  respecting 
him.  Madame  de  Balzac  hated  plain,  blunt,  blank  questions, 
and  she  always  travelled  through  a  wilderness  of  parentheses 
before  she  answered  them.  But  at  last  I  did  ascertain  her 
answer,  and  found  it  utterly  unsatisfactory.  She  had  never 
seen  nor  heard  anything  of  Oswald  since  he  had  left  her 
charged  with  her  commission  to  me.  I  then  questioned  her 
respecting  the  character  of  the  man,  and  found  Mr.  Marie 
Oswald  had  little  to  plume  himself  upon  in  that  respect.  He 
seemed,  however,  from  her  account  of  him,  to  be  more  a  rogue 
than  a  villain;  and  from  two  or  three  stories  of  his  cowardice, 
which  Madame  de  Balzac  related,  he  appeared  to  me  utterly 
incapable  of  a  design  so  daring  and  systematic  as  that  of 
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which  it  pleased  all  persons  who  troubled  themselves  about 
my  affairs  to  suspect  him. 

Finding  at  last  that  no  further  information  was  to  be  gained 
on  this  point,  I  turned  the  conversation  to  Montreuil.  I 
found,  from  Madame  de  Balzac's  very  abuse  of  him,  that  he 
enjoyed  a  great  reputation  in  the  country  and  a  great  favour 
at  court.  He  had  been  early  befriended  by  Father  la  Chaise, 
and  he  was  now  especially  trusted  and  esteemed  by  the  suc- 
cessor of  that  Jesuit  Le  Tellier, —  Le  Tellier,  that  rigid  and 
bigoted  servant  of  Loyola,  the  sovereign  of  the  king  himself, 
the  destroyer  of  the  Port  Koyal,  and  the  mock  and  terror  of 
the  bedevilled  and  persecuted  Jansenists.  Besides  this,  I 
learned  what  has  been  before  pretty  clearly  evident;  namely, 
that  Montreuil  was  greatly  in  the  confidence  of  the  Chevalier, 
and  that  he  was  supposed  already  to  have  rendered  essential 
service  to  the  Stuart  cause.  His  reputation  had  increased 
with  every  year,  and  was  as  great  for  private  sanctity  as  for 
political  talent. 

When  this  information,  given  in  a  very  different  spirit  from 
that  in  which  I  retail  it,  was  over,  Madame  de  Balzac  ob- 
served, "Doubtless  you  will  obtain  a  private  audience  with 
the  king?" 

"Is  it  possible,  in  his  present  age  and  infirmities?" 

"  It  ought  to  be,  to  the  son  of  the  brave  Marshal  Devereux. " 

"I  shall  be  happy  to  receive  Madame's  instructions  how  to 
obtain  the  honour:  her  name  would,  I  feel,  be  a  greater  pass- 
port to  the  royal  presence  than  that  of  a  deceased  soldier; 
and'Venus's  cestus  may  obtain  that  grace  which  would  never 
be  accorded  to  the  truncheon  of  Mars !  " 

Was  there  ever  so  natural  and  so  easy  a  compliment?  My 
Venus  of  fifty  smiled. 

"  You  are  mistaken,  Count, "  said  she ;  "  I  have  no  interest 
at  court:  the  Jesuits  forbid  that  to  a  Jansenist;  but  I  will 
speak  this  very  day  to  the  Bishop  of  Frejus;  he  is  related  to 
me,  and  will  obtain  so  slight  a  boon  for  you  with  ease.  He 
has  just  left  his  bishopric ;  you  know  how  he  hated  it.  Noth- 
ing could  be  pleasanter  than  his  signing  himself,  in  a  letter 
to  Cardinal  Quirini,  'Fleuri,  Eveque  de  Frejus  par  1'indigna- 
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tion  divine.'  The  King  does  not  like  him  much;  but  he  is  a 
good  man  on  the  whole,  though  Jesuitical;  he  shall  introduce 
you." 

I  expressed  my  gratitude  for  the  favour,  and  hinted  that 
possibly  the  relations  of  my  father's  first  wife,  the  haughty 
and  ancient  house  of  La  Tremouille,  might  save  the  Bishop 
of  Frejus  from  the  pain  of  exerting  himself  on  my  behalf. 

"  You  are  very  much  mistaken, "  answered  Madame  de  Bal- 
zac :  "  priests  point  the  road  to  court  as  well  as  to  Heaven ; 
and  warriors  and  nobles  have  as  little  to  do  with  the  former 
as  they  have  with  the  latter,  the  unlucky  Due  de  Villars  only 
excepted, — a  man  whose  ill  fortune  is  enough  to  destroy  all 
the  laurels  of  France.  Ma  foi !  I  believe  the  poor  Duke 
might  rival  in  luck  that  Italian  poet  who  said,  in  a  fit  of  de- 
spair, that  if  he  had  been  bred  a  hatter,  men  would  have  been 
born  without  heads." 

And  Madame  de  Balzac  chuckled  over  this  joke,  till,  seeing 
that  no  further  news  was  to  be  gleaned  from  her,  I  made  my 
adieu  and  my  departure. 

Nothing  could  exceed  the  kindness  manifested  towards  me 
by  my  father's  early  connections.  The  circumstance  of  my 
accompanying  Bolingbroke,  joined  to  my  age,  and  an  address 
which,  if  not  animated  nor  gay,  had  not  been  acquired  with- 
out some  youthful  cultivation  of  the  graces,  gave  me  a  sort  of 
eclat  as  well  as  consideration.  And  Bolingbroke,  who  was 
only  jealous  of  superiors  in  power,  and  who  had  no  equals 
in  anything  else,  added  greatly  to  my  reputation  by  his 
panegyrics. 

Every  one  sought  me ;  and  the  attention  of  society  at  Paris 
would,  to  most,  be  worth  a  little  trouble  to  repay.  Perhaps, 
if  I  had  liked  it,  I  might  have  been  the  rage ;  but  that  vanity 
was  over.  I  contented  myself  with  being  admitted  into  soci- 
ety as  an  observer,  without  a  single  wish  to  become  the  ob- 
served. When  one  has  once  outlived  the  ambition  of  fashion 
I  know  not  a  greater  affliction  than  an  over-attention;  and 
the  Spectator  did  just  what  I  should  have  done  in  a  similar 
case,  when  he  left  his  lodgings  "because  he  was  asked  every 
morning  how  he  had  slept."  In  the  immediate  vicinity  of 
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the  court,  the  King's  devotion,  age,  and  misfortunes  threw  a 
damp  over  society;  but  there  were  still  some  sparkling  cir- 
cles, who  put  the  King  out  of  the  mode,  and  declared  that  the 
defeats  of  his  generals  made  capital  subjects  for  epigrams. 
What  a  delicate  and  subtle  air  did  hang  over  those  soirees, 
where  all  that  were  bright  and  lovely,  and  noble  and  gay,  and 
witty  and  wise,  were  assembled  in  one  brilliant  cluster !  Im- 
perfect as  my  rehearsals  must  be,  I  think  the  few  pages  I 
shall  devote  to  a  description  of  these  glittering  conversations 
must  still  retain  something  of  that  original  piquancy  which 
the  soirees  of  no  other  capital  could  rival  or  appreciate. 

One  morning,  about  a  week  after  my  interview  with 
Madame  de  Balzac,  I  received  a  note  from  her  requesting  me 
to  visit  her  that  day,  and  appointing,  the  hour. 

Accordingly  I  repaired  to  the  house  of  the  fair  politician. 
I  found  her  with  a  man  in  a  clerical  garb,  and  of  a  benevolent 
and  prepossessing  countenance.  She  introduced  iiim  to  me 
as  the  Bishop  of  Frejus ;  and  he  received  me  with  an  air  very 
uncommon  to  his  countrymen,  namely,  with  an  ease  that 
seemed  to  result  from  real  good-nature,  rather  than  artificial 
grace. 

"I  shall  feel,"  said  he,  quietly,  and  without  the  least  ap- 
pearance of  paying  a  compliment,  "  very  glad  to  mention  your 
wish  to  his  Majesty;  and  I  have  not  the  least  doubt  but  that 
he  will  admit  to  his  presence  one  who  has  such  hereditary 
claims  on  his  notice.  Madame  de  Maintenon,  by  the  way, 
has  charged  me  to  present  you  to  her  whenever  you  will  give 
me  the  opportunity.  She  knew  your  admirable  mother  well, 
and  for  her  sake  wishes  once  to  see  you.  You  know  perhaps, 
Monsieur,  that  the  extreme  retirement  of  her  life  renders 
this  message  from  Madame  de  Maintenon  an  unusual  and  rare 
honour." 

I  expressed  my  thanks;  the  Bishop  received  them  with  a 
paternal  rather  than  a  courtier-like  air,  and  appointed  a  day 
for  me  to  attend  him  to  the  palace.  We  then  conversed  a 
short  time  upon  indifferent  matters,  which  I  observed  the  good 
Bishop  took  especial  pains  to  preserve  clear  from  French  poli- 
tics. He  asked  me,  however,  two  or  three  questions  about 
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the  state  of  parties  in  England, —  about  finance  and  the  na- 
tional debt,  about  Ormond  and  Oxford;  and  appeared  to  give 
the  most  close  attention  to  my  replies.  He  smiled  once  or 
twice,  when  his  relation,  Madame  de  Balzac,  broke  out  into 
sarcasms  against  the  Jesuits,  which  had  nothing  to  do  with 
the  subjects  in  question. 

"  Ah,  ma  chere  cousine, "  said  he :  "  you  flatter  me  by  show- 
ing that  you  like  me  not  as  the  politician,  but  the  private  re- 
lation,—  not  as  the  Bishop  of  Frejus,  but  as  Andre  de  Fleuri." 

Madame  de  Balzac  smiled,  and  answered  by  a  compliment. 
She  was  a  politician  for  the  kingdom,  it  is  true,  but  she  was 
also  a  politician  for  herself.  She  was  far  from  exclaiming, 
with  Pindar,  "  Thy  business,  O  my  city,  I  prefer  willingly  to 
my  own."  Ah,  there  is  a  nice  distinction  between  politics 
and  policy,  and  Madame  de  Balzac  knew  it.  The  distinction 
is  this.  Politics  is  the  art  of  being  wise  for  others :  policy 
is  the  art  of  being  wise  for  one's  self. 

From  Madame  de  Balzac's  I  went  to  Bolingbroke.  "I  have 
just  been  offered  the  place  of  Secretary  of  State  by  the  Eng- 
lish king  on  this  side  of  the  water,"  said  he;  "I  do  not,  how- 
ever, yet  like  to  commit  myself  so  fully.  And,  indeed,  I  am 
not  unwilling  to  have  a  little  relaxation  of  pleasure,  after  all 
these  dull  and  dusty  travails  of  state.  What  say  you  to 
Boulainvilliers  to-night?  you  are  asked?" 

"Yes!  all  the  wits  are  to  be  there, —  Anthony  Hamilton, 
and  Fontenelle,  young  Arouet,  Chaulieu,  that  charming  old 
man.  Let  us  go,  and  polish  away  the  wrinkles  of  our  hearts. 
What  cosmetics  are  to  the  face  wit  is  to  the  temper;  and, 
after  all,  there  is  no  wisdom  like  that  which  teaches  us  to 
forget." 

"Come  then,"  said  Bolingbroke,  rising,  "we  will  lock  up 
these  papers,  and  take  a  melancholy  drive,  in  order  that  we 
may  enjoy  mirth  the  better  by  and  by." 
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CHAPTER  V. 

A   MEETING   OF   WITS. CONVERSATION     GONE    OUT    TO    SUPPER 

IN    HER   DRESS    OF    VELVET   AND    JEWELS. 

BOULAINVILLIERS  !  Comte  de  St.  Saire!  What  will  our 
great-grandchildren  think  of  that  name?  Fame  is  indeed  a 
riddle!  At  the  time  I  refer  to,  wit,  learning,  grace  —  all 
things  that  charm  and  enlighten  —  were  supposed  to  centre  in 
one  word, — Boulainvilliers  !  The  good  Count  had  many  ri- 
vals, it  is  true,  but  he  had  that  exquisite  tact  peculiar  to  his 
countrymen,  of  making  the  very  reputations  of  those  rivals 
contribute  to  his  own.  And  while  he  assembled  them  around 
him,  the  lustre  of  their  bons  mots,  though  it  emanated  from 
themselves,  was  reflected  upon  him. 

It  was  a  pleasant  though  not  a  costly  apartment  in  which 
we  found  our  host.  The  room  was  sufficiently  full  of  people 
to  allow  scope  and  variety  to  one  group  of  talkers,  without 
being  full  enough  to  permit  those  little  knots  and  coteries 
which  are  the  destruction  of  literary  society.  An  old  man 
of  about  seventy,  of  a  sharp,  shrewd,  yet  polished  and  courtly 
expression  of  countenance,  of  a  great  gayety  of  manner,  which 
was  now  and  then  rather  displeasingly  contrasted  by  an 
abrupt  affectation  of  dignity,  that,  however,  rarely  lasted 
above  a  minute,  and  never  withstood  the  shock  of  a  bon  mot, 
was  the  first  person  who  accosted  us.  This  old  man  was  the 
wreck  of  the  once  celebrated  Anthony  Count  Hamilton ! 

"Well,  my  Lord,"  said  he  to  Bolingbroke,  "how  do  you 
like  the  weather  at  Paris?  It  is  a  little  better  than  the  merci- 
less air  of  London;  is  it  not?  'Slife!  —  even  in  June  one 
could  not  go  open  breasted  in  those  regions  of  cold  and  ca- 
tarrh,—  a  very  great  misfortune,  let  me  tell  you,  my  Lord,  if 
one's  cambric  happened  to  be  of  a  very  delicate  and  brilliant 
texture,  and  one  wished  to  penetrate  the  inward  folds  of  a 
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lady's  heart,  by  developing  to  the  best  advantage  the  exterior 
folds  that  covered  his  own." 

"  It  is  the  first  time, "  answered  Bolingbroke,  "  that  I  ever 
heard  so  accomplished  a  courtier  as  Count  Hamilton  repine, 
with  sincerity,  that  he  could  not  bare  his  bosom  to  inspection." 

"Ah!"  cried  Boulainvilliers,  "but  vanity  makes  a  man 
show  much  that  discretion  would  conceal." 

"  Au  diable  with  your  discretion !  "  said  Hamilton,  "  't  is  a 
vulgar  virtue.  Vanity  is  a  truly  aristocratic  quality,  and 
every  way  fitted  to  a  gentleman.  Should  I  ever  have  been 
renowned  for  my  exquisite  lace  and  web-like  cambric,  if  I 
had  not  been  vain?  Never,  mon  cherf  I  should  have  gone 
into  a  convent  and  worn  sackcloth,  and  from  Count  Antoine  I 
should  have  thickened  into  Saint  Anthony." 

"Nay,"  cried  Lord  Bolingbroke,  "there  is  as  much  scope 
for  vanity  in  sackcloth  as  there  is  in  cambric;  for  vanity  is 
like  the  Irish  ogling  master  in  the-  "Spectator,"  and  if  it 
teaches  the  play-house  to  ogle  by  candle-light,  it  also  teaches 
the  church  to  ogle  by  day!  But,  pardon  me,  Monsieur  Chau- 
lieu,  how  well  you  look!  I  see  that  the  myrtle  sheds  its 
verdure,  not  only  over  your  poetry,  but  the  poet.  And  it  is 
right  that,  to  the  modern  Anacreon,  who  has  bequeathed  to 
Time  a  treasure  it  will  never  forego,  Time  itself  should  be 
gentle  in  return." 

"  Milord, "  answered  Chaulieu,  an  old  man  who,  though  con- 
siderably past  seventy,  was  animated,  in  appearance  and 
manner,  with  a  vivacity  and  life  that  would  have  done  honour 
to  a  youth, —  "  Milord,  it  was  beautifully  said  by  the  Emperor 
Julian  that  Justice  retained  the  Graces  in  her  vestibule.  I 
see,  now,  that  he  should  have  substituted  the  word  Wisdom 
for  that  of  Justice." 

"  Come, "  cried  Anthony  Hamilton,  "  this  will  never  do :  com- 
pliments are  the  dullest  things  imaginable.  For  Heaven's 
sake,  let  us  leave  panegyric  to  blockheads,  and  say  something 
bitter  to  one  another,  or  we  shall  die  of  ennui. " 

"Right,"  said  Boulainvilliers;  "let  us  pick  out  some  poor 
devil  to  begin  with.  Absent  or  present?  —  Decide  which." 

"Oh,  absent,"  cried  Chaulieu,  "'t  is  a  thousand  times  more 
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piquant  to  slander  than  to  rally !  Let  us  commence  with  his 
Majesty :  Count  Devereux,  have  you  seen  Madame  Maintenon 
and  her  devout  infant  since  your  arrival?" 

"No!  the  priest  must  be  petitioned  before  the  miracle  is 
made  public." 

"  What ! "  cried  Chaulieu,  "  would  you  insinuate  that  his 
Majesty's  piety  is  really  nothing  less  than  a  miracle?" 

"Impossible!"  said  Boulainvilliers,  gravely, —  "piety  is  as 
natural  to  kings  as  flattery  to  their  courtiers :  are  we  not  told 
that  they  are  made  in  God's  own  image?" 

"  If  that  were  true, "  said  Count  Hamilton,  somewhat  pro- 
fanely,—  "if  that  were  true,  I  should  no  longer  deny  the 
impossibility  of  Atheism!" 

"Fie,  Count  Hamilton,"  said  an  old  gentleman,  in  whom  I 
recognized  the  great  Huet,  "fie:  wit  should  beware  how  it 
uses  wings;  its  province  is  earth,  not  Heaven." 

"  Nobody  can  better  tell  what  wit  is  not  than  the  learned 
Abbe  Huet!  "  answered  Hamilton,  with  a  mock  air  of  respect. 

"  Pshaw ! "  cried  Chaulieu,  "  I  thought  when  we  once  gave 
the  rein  to  satire  it  would  carry  us  pele-mele  against  one  an- 
other. But,  in  order  to  sweeten  that  drop  of  lemon-juice  for 
you,  my  dear  Huet,  let  me  turn  to  Milord  Bolingbroke,  and 
ask  him  whether  England  can  produce  a  scholar  equal  to 
Peter  Huet,  who  in  twenty  years  wrote  notes  to  sixty-two 
volumes  of  Classics,1  for  the  sake  of  a  prince  who  never  read 
a  line  in  one  of  them?  " 

"  We  have  some  scholars, "  answered  Bolingbroke ;  "  but  we 
certainly  have  no  Huet.  It  is  strange  enough,  but  learning 
seems  to  me  like  a  circle :  it  grows  weaker  the  more  it  spreads. 
We  now  see  many  people  capable  of  reading  commentaries, 
but  very  few  indeed  capable  of  writing  them." 

"True,"  answered  Huet;  and  in  his  reply  he  introduced 
the  celebrated  illustration  which  is  at  this  day  mentioned 
among  his  most  felicitous  bons  mots.  "  Scholarship,  formerly 
the  most  difficult  and  unaided  enterprise  of  Genius,  has  now 
been  made,  by  the  very  toils  of  the  first  mariners,  but  an  easy 
and  commonplace  voyage  of  leisure.  But  who  would  compare 
1  The  Delphin  Classics. 
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the  great  men,  whose  very  difficulties  not  only  proved  their 
ardour,  but  brought  them  the  patience  and  the  courage  which 
alone  are  the  parents  of  a  genuine  triumph,  to  the  indolent 
loiterers  of  the  present  day,  who,  having  little  of  difficulty  to 
conquer,  have  nothing  of  glory  to  attain?  For  my  part,  there 
seems  to  me  the  same  difference  between  a  scholar  of  our  days 
and  one  of  the  past  as  there  is  between  Christopher  Colum- 
bus and  the  master  of  a  packet-boat  from  Calais  to  Dover ! " 

"But,"  cried  Anthony  Hamilton,  taking  a  pinch  of  snuff 
with  the  air  of  a  man  about  to  utter  a  witty  thing,  "but  what 
have  we  —  we  spirits  of  the  world,  not  imps  of  the  closet, " 
and  he  glanced  at  Huet —  "to  do  with  scholarship?  All  the 
waters  of  Castaly,  which  we  want  to  pour  into  our  brain,  are 
such  as  will  flow  the  readiest  to  our  tongue." 

"In  short,  then,"  said  I,  "you  would  assert  that  all  a 
friend  cares  for  in  one's  head  is  the  quantity  of  talk  in  it?  " 

"Precisely,  my  dear  Count,"  said  Hamilton,  seriously; 
"  and  to  that  maxim  I  will  add  another  applicable  to  the  op- 
posite sex.  All  that  a  mistress  cares  for  in  one's  heart  is  the 
quantity  of  love  in  it." 

"What!  are  generosity,  courage,  honour,  to  go  for  nothing 
with  our  mistress,  then?  "  cried  Chaulieu. 

"ISTo:  for  she  will  believe,  if  you  are  a  passionate  lover, 
that  you  have  all  those  virtues;  and  if  not,  she  will  never 
believe  that  you  have  one." 

"  Ah !  it  was  a  pretty  court  of  love  in  which  the  friend  and 
biographer  of  Count  Grammont  learned  the  art ! "  said 
Bolingbroke. 

"We  believed  so  at  the  time,  my  Lord;  but  there  are  as 
many  changes  in  the  fashion  of  making  love- as  there  are  in 
that  of  making  dresses.  Honour  me,  Count  Devereux,  by 
using  my  snuff-box  and  then  looking  at  the  lid." 

"It  is  the  picture  of  Charles  the  Second  which  adorns  it; 
is  it  not?  " 

"No,  Count  Devereux,  it  is  the  diamonds  which  adorn  it. 
His  Majesty's  face  I  thought  very  beautiful  while  he  was 
living;  but  now,  on  my  conscience,  I  consider  it  the  ugliest 
phiz  I  ever  beheld.  But  I  directed  your  notice  to  the  picture 
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because  we  were  talking  of  love;  and  Old  Kowley  believed 
that  he  could  make  it  better  than  any  one  else.  All  his  cour- 
tiers had  the  same  opinion  of  themselves ;  and  I  dare  say  the 
beaux  gar$ons  of  Queen  Anne's  reign  would  say  that  not  one 
of  King  Charley's  gang  knew  what  love  was.  Oh!  'tis  a 
strange  circle  of  revolutions,  that  love!  Like  the  earth,  it 
always  changes,  and  yet  always  has  the  same  materials." 

"  L'' 'amour,  I' amour,  toujours  V amour,  with  Count  Anthony 
Hamilton !  "  said  Boulainvilliers.  "  He  is  always  on  that 
subject ;  and,  sacre  bleu  !  when  he  was  younger,  I  am  told  he 
was  like  Cacus,  the  son  of  Vulcan,  and  breathed  nothing  but 
flames." 

"  You  flatter  me, "  said  Hamilton.  "  Solve  me  now  a  knotty 
riddle,  my  Lord  Bolingbroke.  Why  does  a  young  man  think 
it  the  greatest  compliment  to  be  thought  wise,  while  an  old 
man  thinks  it  the  greatest  compliment  to  be  told  he  has  been 
foolish?" 

"Is  love  foolish  then?"  said  Lord  Bolingbroke. 

"Can  you  doubt  it?"  answered  Hamilton ;  "it  makes  a  man 
think  more  of  another  than  himself  1  I  know  not  a  greater 
proof  of  folly !  " 

"Ah!  mon  aimable  ami,"  cried  Chaulieu;  "you  are  the 
wickedest  witty  person  I  know.  I  cannot  help  loving  your 
language,  while  I  hate  your  sentiments." 

"  My  language  is  my  own ;  my  sentiments  are  those  of  all 
men,"  answered  Hamilton:  "but  are  we  not,  by  the  by,  to 
have  young  Arouet  here  to-night?  What  a  charming  person 
he  is!" 

"Yes,"  said  Boulainvilliers.  "He  said  he  should  be  late; 
and  I  expect  Fontenelle,  too,  but  he  will  not  come  before  sup- 
per. I  found  Fontenelle  this  morning  conversing  with  my 
cook  on  the  best  manner  of  dressing  asparagus.  I  asked  him 
the  other  day  what  writer,  ancient  or  modern,  had  ever  given 
him  the  most  sensible  pleasure?  After  a  little  pause,  the  ex- 
cellent old  man  said,  'Daphnus.'  'Daphnus! '  repeated  I,  'who 
the  devil  is  he?'  'Why,'  answered  Fontenelle,  with  tears  of 
gratitude  in  his  benevolent  eyes,  'I  had  some  hypochondriacal 
ideas  that  suppers  were  unwholesome ;  and  Daphnus  is  an  an- 
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cient  physician,  who  asserts  the  contrary;  and  declares, — 
think,  my  friend,  what  a  charming  theory !  —  that  the  moon 
is  a  great  assistant  of  the  digestion! '  " 

"  Ha !  ha !  ha !  "  laughed  the  Abbe"  de  Chaulieu.  "  How  like 
Fontenelle!  what  an  anomalous  creature  'tis!  He  has  the 
most  kindness  and  the  least  feeling  of  any  man  I  ever  knew. 
Let  Hamilton  find  a  pithier  description  for  him  if  he  can !  " 

Whatever  reply  the  friend  of  the  preux  Grammont  might 
have  made  was  prevented  by  the  entrance  of  a  young  man  of 
about  twenty -one. 

In  person  he  was  tall,  slight,  and  very  thin.  There  was  a 
certain  affectation  of  polite  address  in  his  manner  and  mien 
which  did  not  quite  become  him ;  and  though  he  was  received 
by  the  old  wits  with  great  cordiality,  and  on  a  footing  of  per- 
fect equality,  yet  the  inexpressible  air  which  denotes  birth 
was  both  pretended  to  and  wanting.  This,  perhaps,  was 
however  owing  to  the  ordinary  inexperience  of  youth;  which, 
if  not  awkwardly  bashful,  is  generally  awkward  in  its  assur- 
ance. Whatever  its  cause,  the  impression  vanished  directly 
he  entered  into  conversation.  I  do  not  think  I  ever  encoun- 
tered a  man  so  brilliantly,  yet  so  easily,  witty.  He  had  but 
little  of  the  studied  allusion,  the  antithetical  point,  the  classic 
metaphor,  which  chiefly  characterize  the  wits  of  my  day.  On 
the  contrary,  it  was  an  exceeding  and  naive  simplicity,  which 
gave  such  unrivalled  charm  and  piquancy  to  his  conversation. 
And  while  I  have  not  scrupled  to  stamp  on  my  pages  some 
faint  imitation  of  the  peculiar  dialogue  of  other  eminent  char- 
acters, I  must  confess  myself  utterly  unable  to  convey  the 
smallest  idea  of  his  method  of  making  words  irresistible. 
Contenting  my  efforts,  therefore,  with  describing  his  personal 
appearance, —  interesting,  because  that  of  the  most  striking 
literary  character  it  has  been  my  lot  to  meet, — I  shall  omit 
his  share  in  the  remainder  of  the  conversation  I  am  rehears- 
ing, and  beg  the  reader  to  recall  that  passage  in  Tacitus  in 
which  the  great  historian  says  that,  in  the  funeral  of  Junia, 
"the  images  of  Brutus  and  Cassius  outshone  all  the  rest,  from 
the  very  circumstance  of  their  being  the  sole  ones  excluded 
from  the  rite." 
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The  countenance,  then,  of  Marie  Fra^ois  Arouet  (since  so 
celebrated  under  the  name  of  Voltaire)  was  plain  in  feature, 
but  singularly  Striking  in  effect;  its  vivacity  was  the  very 
perfection  of  what  Steele  once  happily  called  "  physiognomi- 
cal eloquence."  His  eyes  were  blue,  fiery  rather  than 
bright,  and  so  restless  that  they  never  dwelt  in  the  same 
place  for  a  moment : l  his  mouth  was  at  once  the  worst  and 
the  most  peculiar  feature  of  his  face;  it  betokened  humour, 
it  is  true ;  but  it  also  betrayed  malignancy,  nor  did  it  ever 
smile  without  sarcasm.  Though  flattering  to  those  present, 
his  words  against  the  absent,  uttered  by  that  bitter  and  curl- 
ing lip,  mingled  with  your  pleasure  at  their  wit  a  little  fear 
at  their  causticity.  I  believe  no  one,  be  he  as  bold,  as  cal- 
lous, or  as  faultless  as  human  nature  can  be,  could  be  one 
hour  with  that  man  and  not  feel  apprehension.  Kidicule,  so 
lavish,  yet  so  true  to  the  mark ;  so  wanton,  yet  so  seemingly 
just;  so  bright,  that  while  it  wandered  round  its  target,  in 
apparent  though  terrible  playfulness,  it  burned  into  the  spot, 
and  engraved  there  a  brand,  and  a  token  indelible  and  per- 
petual,—  this  no  man  could  witness,  when  darted  towards  an- 
other, and  feel  safe  for  himself.  The  very  caprice  and  levity 
of  the  jester  seemed  more  perilous,  because  less  to  be  calcu- 
lated upon,  than  a  systematic  principle  of  bitterness  or  satire. 
Bolingbroke  compared  him,  not  unaptly,  to  a  child  who  has 
possessed  himself  of  Jupiter's  bolts,  and  who  makes  use  of 
those  bolts  in  sport  which  a  god  would  only  have  used  in 
wrath. 

Arouet's  forehead  was  not  remarkable  for  height,  but  it  was 
nobly  and  grandly  formed,  and,  contradicting  that  of  the 
mouth,  wore  a  benevolent  expression.  Though  so  young, 
there  was  already  a  wrinkle  on  the  surface  of  the  front,  and 
a  prominence  on  the  eyebrow,  which  showed  that  the  wit  and 

1  The  reader  will  remember  that  this  is  a  description  of  Voltaire  as  a 
very  young  man.  I  do  not  know  anywhere  a  more  impressive,  almost  a 
more  ghastly,  contrast  than  that  which  the  pictures  of  Voltaire,  grown  old, 
present  to  Largillicre's  picture  of  him  at  the  age  of  twenty-four;  and  he 
was  somewhat  younger  than  twenty-four  at  the  time  of  which  the  Count 
now  speaks.  —  ED. 
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the  fancy  of  his  conversation  were,  if  not  regulated,  at  least 
contrasted,  by  more  thoughtful  and  lofty  characteristics  of 
mind.  At  the  time  I  write,  this  man  has  obtained  a  high 
throne  among  the  powers  of  the  lettered  world.  What  he 
may  yet  be,  it  is  in  vain  to  guess :  he  may  be  all  that  is  great 
and  good,  or  —  the  reverse;  but  I  cannot  but  believe  that  his 
career  is  only  begun.  Such  men  are  born  monarchs  of  the 
mind;  they  may  be  benefactors  or  tyrants:  in  either  case, 
they  are  greater  than  the  kings  of  the  physical  empire,  be- 
cause they  defy  armies  and  laugh  at  the  intrigues  of  state. 
From  themselves  only  come  the  balance  of  their  power,  the 
laws  of  their  government,  and  the  boundaries  of  their  realm. 

We  sat  down  to  supper.  "Count  Hamilton,"  said  Boulain- 
villiers,  "are  we  not  a  merry  set  for  such  old  fellows?  Why, 
excepting  Arouet,  Milord  Bolingbroke,  and  Count  Devereux, 
there  is  scarcely  one  of  us  under  seventy.  Where  but  at 
Paris  would  you  see  bans  vivans  of  our  age?  Vivent  lajoie, 
la  bagatelle,  V amour  !  " 

"  Et  le  vin  de  Champagne  !  "  cried  Chaulieu,  filling  his  glass ; 
"but  what  is  there  strange  in  our  merriment?  Philemon,  the 
comic  poet,  laughed  at  ninety-seven.  May  we  all  do  the 
same ! " 

"You  forget,"  cried  Bolingbroke,  "that  Philemon  died  of 
the  laughing." 

"  Yes, "  said  Hamilton ;  "  but  if  I  remember  right,  it  was  at 
seeing  an  ass  eat  figs.  Let  us  vow,  therefore,  never  to  keep 
company  with  asses !  " 

"Bravo,  Count,"  said  Boulainvilliers,  "you  have  put  the 
true  moral  on  the  story.  Let  us  swear  by  the  ghost  of  Phile- 
mon that  we  will  never  laugh  at  an  ass's  jokes,  —  practical  or 
verbal." 

"  Then  we  must  always  be  serious,  except  when  we  are  with 
each  other,"  cried  Chaulieu.  "Oh,  I  would  sooner  take  my 
chance  of  dying  prematurely  at  ninety-seven  than  consent  to 
such  a  vow !  " 

"Fontenelle,"  cried  our  host,  "you  are  melancholy.  What 
is  the  matter?  " 

"I  mourn  for  the  weakness  of  human  nature,"  answered 
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Fontenelle,  with  an  air  of  patriarchal  philanthropy.  "  I  told 
your  cook  three  times  about  the  asparagus ;  and  now  —  taste 
it.  I  told  him  not  to  put  too  much  sugar,  and  he  has  put 
none.  Thus  it  is  with  mankind,  —  ever  in  extremes,  and  con-; 
sequently  ever  in  error.  Thus  it  was  that  Luther  said,  so 
felicitously  and  so  truly,  that  the  human  mind  was  like  a 
drunken  peasant  on  horseback:  prop  it  on  one  side,  and  it 
falls  on  the  other." 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!"  cried  Chaulieu.  "  Who  would  have  thought 
one  could  have  found  so  much  morality  in  a  plate  of  aspara- 
gus! Taste  this  salsifis." 

"Pray,  Hamilton,"  said  Huet,  "what^'ew  de  mot  was  that 
you  made  yesterday  at  Madame  d'Epernonville's  which  gained 
you  such  applause?" 

"Ah,  repeat  it,  Count,"  cried  Boulainvilliers ;  "'twas  the 
most  classical  thing  I  have  heard  for  a  long  time." 

"Why,"  said  Hamilton,  laying  down  his  knife  and  fork, 
and  preparing  himself  by  a  large  draught  of  the  champagne, 
"why,  Madame  d'Epernonville  appeared  without  her  tour ; 
you  know,  Lord  Bolingbroke,  that  tour  is  the  polite  name  for 
false  hair.  'Ah,  sacre!'  cried  her  brother,  courteously,  'ma 
soeur,  que  vous  etes  laide  aujourd'hui :  vous  n'avez  pas  votre 
tour!'  'Voila  pourquoi  elle  n'est  pas  si-belle  (Cybele),7 
answered  I." 

"Excellent!  famous!"  cried  we  all,  except  Huet,  who 
seemed  to  regard  the  punster  with  a  very  disrespectful  eye. 
Hamilton  saw  it.  "  You  do  not  think,  Monsieur  Huet,  that 
there  is  wit  in  these  jeux  de  mots :  perhaps  you  do  not  admire 
wit  at  all?" 

"  Yes,  I  admire  wit  as  I  do  the  wind.  When  it  shakes  the 
trees  it  is  fine;  when  it  cools  the  wave  it  is  refreshing;  when 
it  steals  over  flowers  it  is  enchanting:  but  when,  Monsieur 
Hamilton,  it  whistles  through  the  key -hole  it  is  unpleasant." 

"  The  very  worst  illustration  I  ever  heard, "  said  Hamilton, 
coolly.  "  Keep  to  your  classics,  my  dear  Abbe.  When  Jupi- 
ter edited  the  work  of  Peter  Huet,  he  did  with  wit  as  Peter 
Huet  did  with  Lucan  when  he  edited  the  classics:  he  was 
afraid  it  might  do  mischief,  and  so  left  it  out  altogether. " 
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"  Let  us  drink !  "  cried  Chaulieu ;  "  let  us  drink !  "  and  the 
conversation  was  turned  again. 

"What  is  that  you  say  of  Tacitus,  Huet?"  said  Boulain- 
villiers. 

"That  his  wisdom  arose  from  his  malignancy,"  answered 
Huet.  "He  is  a  perfect  penetrator1  into  human  vices,  but 
knows  nothing  of  human  virtues.  Do  you  think  that  a  good 
man  would  dwell  so  constantly  on  what  is  evil?  Believe  me 
—  no.  A  man  cannot  write  much  and  well  upon  virtue  with- 
out being  virtuous,  nor  enter  minutely  and  profoundly  into 
the  causes  of  vice  without  being  vicious  himself. " 

"  It  is  true, "  said  Hamilton ;  "  and  your  remark,  which  af- 
fects to  be  so  deep,  is  but  a  natural  corollary  from  the  hack- 
neyed maxim  that  from  experience  comes  wisdom." 

"  But,  for  my  part, "  said  Boulainvilliers,  "  I  think  Tacitus 
is  not  so  invariably  the  analyzer  of  vice  as  you  would  make 
him.  Look  at  the  'Agricola '  and  the  'Germania." 

"  Ah !  the  '  Germany, '  above  all  things !  "  cried  Hamilton, 
dropping  a  delicious  morsel  of  sanglier  in  its  way  from  hand 
to  mouth,  in  his  hurry  to  speak.  "  Of  course,  the  historian, 
Boulainvilliers,  advocates  the  'Germany,'  from  its  mention 
of  the  origin  of  the  feudal  system, — that  incomparable  bundle 
of  excellences,  which  Le  Comte  de  Boulainvilliers  has  de- 
clared to  be  le  chef  d'oeuvre  de  I' esprit  humain;  and  which  the 
same  gentleman  regrets,  in  the  most  pathetic  terms,  no  longer 
exists  in  order  that  the  seigneur  may  feed  upon  des  gros  mor~ 
ceaux  de  bosuf  demi-cru,  may  hang  up  half  his  peasants  pour 
encourager  les  autres,  and  ravish  the  daughters  of  the  defunct 
pour  leur  donner  quelque  consolation.'' 

"Seriously  though,"  said  the  old  Abbe"  de  Chaulieu,  with  a 
twinkling  eye,  "  the  last  mentioned  evil,  my  dear  Hamilton, 
was  not  without  a  little  alloy  of  good." 

"Yes,"  said  Hamilton,  "if  it  was  only  the  daughters;  but 
perhaps  the  seigneur  was  not  too  scrupulous  with  regard  to 
the  wives." 

1  A  remark  similar  to  this  the  reader  will  probably  remember  in  the 
"Huetiana,"  and  will,  I  hope,  agree  with  me  in  thinking  it  showy  and 
untrue.  —  ED. 
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"Ah!  shocking,  shocking!"  cried  Chaulieu,  solemnly. 
"Adultery  is,  indeed,  an  atrocious  crime.  I  am  sure  I  would 
most  conscientiously  cry  out  with  the  honest  preacher,  'Adul- 
tery, my  children,  is  the  blackest  of  sins.  I  do  declare  that 
I  would  rather  have  ten  virgins  in  love  with  me  than  one 
married  woman ! ' ; 

We  all  laughed  at  this  enthusiastic  burst  of  virtue  from  the 
chaste  Chaulieu.  And  Arouet  turned  our  conversation  to- 
wards the  ecclesiastical  dissensions  between  Jesuits  and  Jan- 
senists  that  then  agitated  the  kingdom.  "Those  priests," 
said  Bolingbroke,  "  remind  me  of  the  nurses  of  Jupiter :  they 
make  a  great  clamour  in  order  to  drown  the  voice  of  their 
God." 

" Bravissimo ! "  cried  Hamilton.  "Is  it  not  a  pity,  Mes- 
sieurs, that  my  Lord  Bolingbroke  was  not  a  Frenchman? 
He  is  almost  clever  enough  to  be  one." 

"If  he  would  drink  a  little  more,  he  would  be,"  cried  Chau- 
lieu, who  was  now  setting  us  all  a  glorious  example. 

"What  say  you,  Morton?"  exclaimed  Bolingbroke;  "must 
we  not  drink  these  gentlemen  under  the  table  for  the  honour 
of  our  country?" 

"  A  challenge !  a  challenge !  "  cried  Chaulieu.  "  I  march 
first  to  the  field!" 

"Conquest  or  death!  "  shouted  Bolingbroke.  And  the  rites 
of  Minerva  were  forsaken  for  those  of  Bacchus. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

A  COURT,    COURTIERS,    AND   A   KING. 

I  THINK  it  was  the  second  day  after  this  "  feast  of  reason  " 
that  Lord  Bolingbroke  deemed  it  advisable  to  retire  to  Lyons 
till  his  plans  of  conduct  were  ripened  into  decision.  We  took 
an  affectionate  leave  of  each  other  j  but  before  we  parted,  and 
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after  lie  had  discussed  his  own  projects  of  ambition,  we  talked 
a  little  upon  mine.  Although  I  was  a  Catholic  and  a  pupil 
of  Montreuil,  although  I  had  fled  from  England  and  had  noth- 
ing to  expect  from  the  House  of  Hanover,  I  was  by  no  means 
favourably  disposed  towards  the  Chevalier  and  his  cause.  I 
wonder  if  this  avowal  will  seem  odd  to  Englishmen  of  the 
next  century !  To  Englishmen  of  the  present  one,  a  Roman 
Catholic  and  a  lover  of  priestcraft  and  tyranny  are  two  words 
for  the  same  thing;  as  if  we  could  not  murmur  at  tithes  and 
taxes,  insecurity  of  property  or  arbitrary  legislation,  just  as 
sourly  as  any  other  Christian  community.  No!  I  never 
loved  the  cause  of  the  Stuarts,  —  unfortunate,  and  therefore 
interesting,  as  the  Stuarts  were;  by  a  very  stupid  and  yet 
uneffaceable  confusion  of  ideas,  I  confounded  it  with  the 
cause  of  Montreuil,  and  I  hated  the  latter  enough  to  dislike 
the  former :  I  fancy  all  party  principles  are  formed  much  in 
the  same  manner.  I  frankly  told  Bolingbroke  my  disinclina- 
tion to  the  Chevalier. 

"  Between  ourselves  be  it  spoken, "  said  he,  "  there  is  but 
little  to  induce  a  wise  man  in  your  circumstances  to  join 
James  the  Third.  I  would  advise  you  rather  to  take  advan- 
tage of  your  father's  reputation  at  the  French  court,  and  enter 
into  the  same  service  he  did.  Things  wear  a  dark  face  in 
England  for  you,  and  a  bright  one  everywhere  else." 

"I  have  already,"  said  I,  "in  my  own  mind,  perceived  and 
weighed  the  advantages  of  entering  into  the  service  of  Louis. 
But  he  is  old :  he  cannot  live  long.  People  now  pay  court  to 
parties,  not  to  the  king.  Which  party,  think  you,  is  the 
best,  —  that  of  Madame  de  Maintenon?" 

"  Nay,  I  think  not ;  she  is  a  cold  friend,  and  never  asks  fa- 
vours of  Louis  for  any  of  her  family.  A  bold  game  might  be 
played  by  attaching  yourself  to  the  Duchesse  d'Orleans  (the 
Duke's  mother).  She  is  at  daggers-drawn  with  Maintenon, 
it  is  true,  and  she  is  a  violent,  haughty,  and  coarse  woman ; 
but  she  has  wit,  talent,  strength  of  mind,  and  will  zealously 
serve"  any  person  of  high  birth  who  pays  her  respect.  But 
she  can  do  nothing  for  you  till  the  king's  death,  and  then  only 
on  the  chance  of  her  son's  power.  But  —  let  me  see  —  you 

18 
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say  Fleuri,  the  Bishop  of  Fre"jus,  is  to  introduce  you  to 
Madame  de  Maintenon?" 

"  Yes ;  and  has  appointed  the  day  after  to-morrow  for  that 
purpose." 

"Well,  then,  make  close  friends  with  him:  you  will  not 
find  it  difficult;  he  has  a  delightful  address,  and  if  you  get 
hold  of  his  weak  points  you  may  win  his  confidence.  Mark 
me :  Fleuri  has  no  faux-brillant,  no  genius,  indeed,  of  very 
prominent  order;  but  he  is  one  of  those  soft  and  smooth 
minds  which,  in  a  crisis  like  the  present,  when  parties  are 
contending  and  princes  wrangling,  always  slip  silently  and 
unobtrusively  into  one,  of  the  best  places.  Keep  in  with 
Fre jus :  you  cannot  do  wrong  by  it ;  although  you  must  re- 
member that  at  present  he  is  in  ill  odour  with  the  king,  and 
you  need  not  go  with  him  twice  to  Versailles.  But,  above  all, 
when  you  are  introduced  to  Louis,  do  not  forget  that  you 
cannob  please  him  better  than  by  appearing  awe-stricken." 

Such  was  Bolingbroke's  parting  advice.  The  Bishop  of 
Fn'jus  carried  me  with  him  (on  the  morning  we  had  ap- 
pointed) to  Versailles.  What  a  magnificent  work  of  royal 
imagination  is  that  palace !  I  know  not  in  any  epic  a  grander 
idea  than  terming  the  avenues  which  lead  to  it  the  roads  "  to 
Spain,  to  Holland,"  etc.  In  London,  they  would  have  been 
the  roads  to  Chelsea  and  Pentonville ! 

As  we  were  driving  slowly  along  in  the  Bishop's  carriage, 
I  had  ample  time  for  conversation  with  that  personage,  who 
has  since,  as  the  Cardinal  de  Fleuri,  risen  to  so  high  a  pitch 
of  power.  He  certainly  has  in  him  very  little  of  the  great 
man ;  nor  do  I  know  anywhere  so  striking  an  instance  of  this 
truth, —  that  in  that  game  of  honours  which  is  played  at  courts, 
we  obtain  success  less  by  our  talents  than  our  tempers.  He 
laughed,  with  a  graceful  turn  of  badinage,  at  the  political 
peculiarities  of  Madame  de  Balzac ;  and  said  that  it  was  not 
for  the  uppermost  party  to  feel  resentment  at  the  chafings  of 
the  under  one.  Sliding  from  this  topic,  he  then  questioned 
me  as  to  the  gayeties  I  had  witnessed.  I  gave  him  a  descrip- 
tion of  the  party  at  Boulainvilliers'.  He  seemed  much  inter- 
ested in  this,  and  showed  more  shrewdness  than  I  should 
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have  given  him  credit  for  in  discussing  the  various  characters 
of  the  literati  of  the  day.  After  some  general  conversation 
on  works  of  fiction,  he  artfully  glided  into  treating  on  those 
of  statistics  and  politics,  and  I  then  caught  a  sudden  but 
thorough  insight  into  the  depths  of  his  policy.  I  saw  that, 
while  he  affected  to  be  indifferent  to  the  difficulties  and  puz- 
zles of  state,  he  lost  no  opportunity  of  gaining  every  particle 
of  information  respecting  them;  and  that  he  made  conversa- 
tion, in  which  he  was  skilled,  a  vehicle  for  acquiring  that 
knowledge  which  he  had  not  the  force  of  mind  to  create  from 
his  own  intellect,  or  to  work  out  from  the  written  labours  of 
others.  If  this  made  him  a  superficial  statesman,  it  made 
him  a  prompt  one ;  and  there  was  never  so  lucky  a  minister 
with  so  little  trouble  to  himself.1 

As  we  approached  the  end  of  our  destination,  we  talked  of 
the  King.  On  this  subject  he  was  jealously  cautious.  But  I 
gleaned  from  him,  despite  of  his  sagacity,  that  it  was  high 
time  to  make  all  use  of  one's  acquaintance  with  Madame  de 
Maintenon  that  one  could  be  enabled  to  do;  and  that  it  was 
so  difficult  to  guess  the  exact  places  in  which  power  would 
rest  after  the  death  of  the  old  King  that  supineness  and  si- 
lence made  at  present  the  most  profound  policy. 

As  we  alighted  from  the  carriage  and  I  first  set  my  foot 
within  the  palace,  I  could  not  but  feel  involuntarily  yet  pow- 
erfully impressed  with  the  sense  of  the  spirit  of  the  place.  I 
was  in  the  precincts  of  that  mighty  court  which  had  gathered 
into  one  dazzling  focus  all  the  rays  of  genius  which  half  a 
century  had  emitted,  —  the  court  at  which  time  had  passed  at 
once  from  the  morn  of  civilization  into  its  full  noon  and  glory, 
—  the  court  of  Conde  and  Turenne,  of  Villars  and  of  Tour- 
ville, — the  court  where,  over  the  wit  of  Grammont,  the  pro- 
fusion of  Fouquet,  the  fatal  genius  of  Louvois  (fatal  to 
humanity  and  to  France),  Love,  real  Love,  had  not  disdained 
to  shed  its  pathos  and  its  truth,  and  to  consecrate  the  hollow 

1  At  his  death  appeared  the  following  punning  epigram :  — 
"  Floruit  sine  fructu ; 

Defloruit  sine  luctu." 
"He  flowered  without  fruit,  and  faded  without  regret." — ED. 


276  DEVEREUX. 

pageantries  of  royal  pomp,  with  the  tenderness,  the  beauty, 
and  the  repentance  of  La  Valliere.  Still  over  that  scene 
hung  the  spells  of  a  genius  which,  if  artificial  and  cold, 
was  also  vast,  stately,  and  magnificent, —  a  genius  which  had 
swelled  in  the  rich  music  of  Racine,  which  had  raised  the 
nobler  spirit  and  the  freer  thought  of  Pierre  Corneille,1  which 
had  given  edge  to  the  polished  weapon  of  Boileau,  which 
had  lavished  over  the  bright  page  of  Moliere, —  Moliere,  more 
wonderful  than  all  —  a  knowledge  of  the  humours  and  the 
hearts  of  men,  which  no  dramatist,  save  Shakspeare,  has  sur- 
passed. Within  those  walls  still  glowed,  though  now  waxing 
faint  and  dim,  the  fame  of  that  monarch  who  had  enjoyed, 
at  least  till  his  later  day,  the  fortune  of  Augustus  unsullied 
by  the  crimes  of  Octavius.  Nine  times,  since  the  sun  of  that 
monarch  rose,  had  the  Papal  Chair  received  a  new  occupant! 
Six  sovereigns  had  reigned  over  the  Ottoman  hordes!  The 
fourth  emperor  since  the  birth  of  the  same  era  bore  sway 
over  Germany!  Five  czars,  from  Michael  Romanoff  to  the 
Great  Peter,  had  held,  over  their  enormous  territory,  the  pre- 
carious tenure  of  their  iron  power!  Six  kings  had  borne  the 
painful  cincture  of  the  English  crown;2  two  of  those  kings 
had  been  fugitives  to  that  court;  to  the  son  of  the  last  it  was 
an  asylum  at  that  moment. 

What  wonderful  changes  had  passed  over  the  face  of  Eu- 
rope during  that  single  reign !  In  England  only,  what  a  vast 
leap  in  the  waste  of  events,  from  the  reign  of  the  first  Charles 
to  that  of  George  the  First !  I  still  lingered,  I  still  gazed,  as 
these  thoughts,  linked  to  one  another  in  an  electric  chain, 
flashed  over  me!  I  still  paused  on  the  threshold  of  those 
stately  halls  which  Nature  herself  had  been  conquered  to 
rear!  Where,  through  the  whole  earth,  could  I  find  so  meet 
a  symbol  for  the  character  and  the  name  which  that  sovereign 
would  leave  to  posterity  as  this  palace  itself  afforded?  A 
gorgeous  monument  of  regal  state  raised  from  a  desert; 

1  Rigidly  speaking,  Corneille  belongs  to  a  period  later  than  that  of  Louis 
XIV.,  though  he  has  been  included  in  the  era  formed  by  that  reign.  —  ED. 

9  Besides  Cromwell ;  namely,  Charles  I.,  Charles  II.,  James  II.,  William 
and  Mary,  Anne,  George  L 
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crowded  alike  with  empty  pageantries  and  illustrious  names ; 
a  prodigy  of  elaborate  artifice,  grand  in  its  whole  effect,  petty 
in  its  small  details ;  a  solitary  oblation  to  a  splendid  selfish- 
ness, and  most  remarkable  for  the  revenues  which  it  exhausted 
and  the  poverty  by  which  it  is  surrounded! 

Fleuri,  with  his  usual  urbanity  —  an  urbanity  that,  on  a 
great  scale,  would  have  been  benevolence  —  had  hitherto  in- 
dulged me  in  my  emotions :  he  now  laid  his  hand  upon  my 
arm,  and  recalled  me  to  myself.  Before  I  could  apologize  for 
my  abstraction,  the  Bishop  was  accosted  by  an  old  man  of 
evident  rank,  but  of  a  countenance  more  strikingly  demon- 
strative of  the  little  cares  of  a  mere  courtier  than  any  I  ever 
beheld.  "What  news,  Monsieur  le  Marquis?"  said  Fleuri, 
smiling. 

"Oh!  the  greatest  imaginable!  the  King  talks  of  receiving 
the  Danish  minister  on  Thursday,  which,  you  know,  is  his 
day  of  domestic  business!  What  can  this  portend?  Be- 
sides," and  here  the  speaker's  voice  lowered  into  a  whisper, 
"  I  am  told  by  the  Due  de  la  Kochefoucauld  that  the  king  in- 
tends, out  of  all  ordinary  rule  and  practice,  to  take  physic 
to-morrow:  I  can't  believe  it;  no,  I  positively  can't;  but 
don't  let  this  go  further!" 

"  Heaven  forbid !  "  answered  Fleuri,  bowing,  and  the  cour- 
tier passed  on  to  whisper  his  intelligence  to  others.  "Who  's 
that  gentleman?"  Tasked. 

"The  Marquis  de  Dangeau,"  answered  Fleuri;  "a  noble- 
man of  great  quality,  who  keeps  a  diary  of  all  the  king  says 
and  does.  It  will  perhaps  be  a  posthumous  publication,  and 
will  show  the  world  of  what  importance  nothings  can  be 
made.  I  dare  say,  Count,  you  have  already,  in  England, 
seen  enough  of  a  court  to  know  that  there  .are  some  people 
who  are  as  human  echoes,  and  have  no  existence  except  in 
the  noise  occasioned  by  another." 

I  took  care  that  my  answer  should  not  be  a  witticism,  lest 
Fleuri  should  think  I  was  attempting  to  rival  him;  and  so  we 
passed  on  in  an  excellent  humour  with  each  other. 

We  mounted  the  grand  staircase,  and  came  to  an  ante-cham- 
ber, which,  though  costly  and  rich,  was  not  remarkably  con- 
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spicuous  for  splendour.  Here  the  Bishop  requested  me  to 
wait  for  a  moment.  Accordingly,  I  amused  myself  with 
looking  over  some  engravings  of  different  saints.  Meanwhile, 
my  companion  passed  through  another  door,  and  I  was  alone. 

After  an  absence  of  nearly  ten  minutes,  he  returned. 
"  Madame  de  Maintenon, "  said  he  in  a  whisper,  "  is  but  poorly 
to-day.  However,  she  has  eagerly  consented  to  see  you; 
follow  me!" 

So  saying,  the  ecclesiastical  courtier  passed  on,  with  myself 
at  his  heels.  We  came  to  the  door  of  a  second  chamber,  at 
which  Fleuri  scraped  gently.  We  were  admitted,  and  found 
therein  three  ladies,  'one  of  whom  was  reading,  a  second 
laughing,  and  a  third  yawning,  and  entered  into  another 
chamber,  where,  alone  and  seated  by  the  window  in  a  large 
chair,  with  one  foot  on  a  stool,  in  an  attitude  that  rather  re- 
minded me  of  my  mother,  and  which  seems  to  me  a  favourite 
position  with  all  devotees,  we  found  an  old  woman  without 
rouye,  plainly  dressed,  with  spectacles  on  her  nose  and  a  large 
book  on  a  little  table  before  her.  With  a  most  profound 
salutation,  Frejus  approached,  and  taking  me  by  the  hand, 
said, — 

"Will  Madame  suffer  me  to  present  to  her  the  Count 
Devereux?  " 

Madame  de  Maintenon,  with  an  air  of  great  meekness  and 
humility,  bowed  a  return  to  the  salutation.  "The  son  of 
Madame  la  Marechale  de  Devereux  will  always  be  most  wel- 
come to  me !  "  Then,  turning  towards  us,  she  pointed  to  two 
stools,  and,  while  we  were  seating  ourselves,  said, — 

"And  how  did  you  leave  my  excellent  friend?" 

"When,  Madame,  I  last  saw  my  mother,  which  is  now 
nearly  a  year  ago,  she  was  in  health,  and  consoling  herself 
for  the  advance  of  years  by  that  tendency  to  wean  the  thoughts 
from  this  world  which  (in  her  own  language)  is  the  divinest 
comfort  of  old  age ! " 

"  Admirable  woman !  "  said  Madame  de  Maintenon,  casting 
down  her  eyes;  "such  are  indeed  the  sentiments  in  which  I 
recognize  the  Marechale.  And  how  does  her  beauty  wear? 
Those  golden  locks,  and  blue  eyes,  and  that  snowy  skin,  are 
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not  yet,  I  suppose,  wholly  changed  for  an  adequate  compensa- 
tion of  the  beauties  within?  " 

"Time,  Madame,  has  been  gentle  with  her;  and  I  have  often 
thought,  though  never  perhaps  more  strongly  than  at  this 
moment,  that  there  is  in  those  divine  studies,  which  bring 
calm  and  light  to  the  mind,  something  which  preserves  and 
embalms,  as  it  were,  the  beauty  of  the  body." 

A  faint  blush  passed  over  the  face  of  the  devotee.  No,  no, 
— not  even  at  eighty  years  of  age  is  a  compliment  to  a  woman's 
beauty  misplaced !  There  was  a  slight  pause.  I  thought  that 
respect  forbade  me  to  break  it. 

"  His  Majesty, "  said  the  Bishop,  in  the  tone  of  one  who  is 
sensible  that  he  encroaches  a  little,  and  does  it  with  conse- 
quent reverence,  "his  Majesty,  I  hope,  is  well?" 

"  God  be  thanked,  yes,  as  well  as  we  can  expect.  It  is  now 
nearly  the  hour  in  which  his  Majesty  awaits  your  personal 
inquiries." 

Fleuri  bowed  as  he  answered, — 

"The  King,  then,  will  receive  us  to-day?  My  young  com- 
panion is  very  desirous  to  see  the  greatest  monarch,  and,  con- 
sequently, the  greatest  man,  of  the  age." 

"The  desire  is  natural,"  said  Madame  de  Maintenon;  and 
then,  turning  to  me,  she  asked  if  I  had  yet  seen  King  James 
the  Third. 

I  took  care,  in  my  answer,  to  express  that  even  if  I  had  re- 
solved to  make  that  stay  in  Paris  which  allowed  me  to  pay 
my  respects  to  him  at  all,  I  should  have  deemed  that  both 
duty  and  inclination  led  me,  in  the  first  instance,  to  offer  my 
homage  to  one  who  was  both  the  benefactor  of  my  father  and 
the  monarch  whose  realms  afforded  me  protection. 

"You  have  not,  then,  "said  Madame  de  Maintenon,  "decided 
on  the  length  of  your  stay  in  France?" 

"No,"  said  I, —  and  my  answer  was  regulated  by  my  desire 
to  see  how  far  I  might  rely  on  the  services  of  one  who  ex- 
pressed herself  so  warm  a  friend  of  that  excellent  woman, 
Madame  la  Marechale, —  "  no,  Madame.  France  is  the  country 
of  my  birth,  if  England  is  that  of  my  parentage;  and  could  I 
hope  for  some  portion  of  that  royal  favour  which  my  father 


280  DEVEREUX. 

enjoyed,  I  would  rather  claim  it  as  the  home  'of  my  hopes 
than  the  refuge  of  my  exile.  But"  —  and  I  stopped  short 
purposely. 

The  old  lady  looked  at  me  very  earnestly  through  her  spec- 
tacles for  one  moment,  and  then,  hemming  twice  with  a  little 
embarrassment,  again  remarked  to  the  Bishop  that  the  time 
for  seeing  the  King  was  nearly  arrived.  Fleuri,  whose  policy 
at  that  period  was  very  like  that  of  the  concealed  Queen,  and 
who  was,  besides,  far  from  desirous  of  introducing  any  new 
claimants  on  Madame  de  Maintenon's  official  favour,  though 
he  might  not  object  to  introduce  them  to  a  private  friend,  was 
not  slow  in  taking  the  hint.  He  rose,  and  I  was  forced  to 
follow  his  example. 

Madame  de  Maintenon  thought  she  might  safely  indulge  in 
a  little  cordiality  when  I  was  just  on  the  p'oint  of  leaving  her, 
and  accordingly  blessed  me,  and  gave  me  her  hand,  which  I 
kissed  very  devoutly.  An  extremely  pretty  hand  it  was,  too, 
notwithstanding  the  good  Queen's  age.  We  then  retired,  and, 
repassing  the  three  ladies,  who  were  now  all  yawning,  re- 
paired to  the  King's  apartments. 

"What  think  you  of  Madame?"  asked  Fleuri. 

"What  can  I  think  of  her,"  said  I,  cautiously,  "but  that 
greatness  seems  in  her  to  take  its  noblest  form, —  that  of 
simplicity?" 

"True,"  rejoined  Fleuri;  "never  was  there  so  meek  a  mind 
joined  to  so  lowly  a  carriage !  Do  you  remark  any  trace  of 
former  beauty?  " 

"  Yes,  indeed,  there  is  much  that  is  soft  in  her  countenance, 
and  much  that  is  still  regular  in  her  features ;  but  what  struck 
me  most  was  the  pensive  and  even  sad  tranquillity  that  rests 
upon  her  face  when  she  is  silent." 

"The  expression  betrays  the  mind,"  answered  Fleuri;  "and 
the  curse  of  the  great  is  ennui." 

"Of  the  great  in  station,"  said  I,  "but  not  necessarily  of 
the  great  in  mind.  I  have  heard  that  the  Bishop  of  Frejus, 
notwithstanding  his  rank  and  celebrity,  employs  every  hour 
to  the  advantage  of  others,  and  consequently  without  tedium 
to  himself." 
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"  Aha !  "  said  Fleuri,  smiling  gently  and  patting  my  cheek : 
"  see  now  if  the  air  of  palaces  is  not  absolutely  prolific  of 
pretty  speeches."  And,  before  I  could  answer,  we  were  in 
the  apartments  of  the  King. 

Leaving  me  a  while  to  cool  my  heels  in  a  gallery,  filled 
with  the  butterflies  who  bask  in  the  royal  sunshine,  Frejus 
then  disappeared  among  the  crowd;  he  was  scarcely  gone 
when  I  was  agreeably  surprised  by  seeing  Count  Hamilton 
approach  towards  me. 

"  Mort  diable !  "  said  he,  shaking  me  by  the  hand  a  VAn- 
glaise;  "  I  am  really  delighted  to  see  any  one  here  who  does 
not  insult  my  sins  with  his  superior  excellence.  Eh,  now, 
look  round  this  apartment  for  a  moment!  Whether  would 
you  believe  yourself  at  the  court  of  a  great  king  or  the  levee 
of  a  Roman  cardinal !  Whom  see  you  chiefly?  Gallant  sol- 
diers, with  worn  brows  and  glittering  weeds?  wise  statesmen 
with  ruin  to  Austria  and  defiance  to  Rome  in  every  wrinkle? 
gay  nobles  in  costly  robes,  and  with  the  bearing  that  so  nicely 
teaches  mirth  to  be  dignified  and  dignity  to  be  merry?  No! 
cassock  and  hat,  rosary  and  gown,  decking  sly,  demure,  hy- 
pocritical faces,  flit,  and  stalk,  and  sadden  round  us.  It 
seems  to  me,"  continued  the  witty  Count,  in  a  lower  whisper, 
"  as  if  the  old  king,  having  fairly  buried  his  glory  at  Ramilies 
and  Blenheim,  had  summoned  all  these  good  gentry  to  sing 
psalms  over  it!  But  are  you  waiting  for  a  private  audience?" 

"Yes,  under  the  auspices  of  the  Bishop  of  Frejus." 

"  You  might  have  chosen  a  better  guide :  the  King  has  been 
too  much  teased  about  him,"  rejoined  Hamilton;  "and  now 
that  we  are  talking  of  him,  I  will  show  you  a  singular  in- 
stance of  what  good  manners  can  do  at  court  in  preference  to 
good  abilities.  You  observe  yon  quiet,  modest-looking  man, 
with  a  sensible  countenance  and  a  clerical  garb;  you  observe 
how  he  edges  away  when  any  one  approaches  to  accost  him ; 
and  how,  from  his  extreme  disesteem  of  himself,  he  seems  to 
inspire  every  one  with  the  same  sentiment.  Well,  that  man 
is  a  namesake  of  Fleuri,  the  Prior  of  Argenteuil;  he  has 
come  here,  I  suppose,  for  some  particular  and  temporary  pur* 
pose,  since,  in  reality,  he  has  left  the  court.  Well,  that 
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worthy  priest  —  do  remark  his  bow;  did  you  ever  see  any- 
thing so  awkward?  —  is  one  of  the  most  learned  divines  that 
the  Church  can  boast  of;  he  is  as  immeasurably  superior  to 
the  smooth-faced  Bishop  of  Frejus  as  Louis  the  Fourteenth 
is  to  my  old  friend  Charles  the  Second.  He  has  had  equal 
opportunities  with  the  said  Bishop;  been  preceptor  to  the 
princes  of  Conti  and  the  Count  de  Vermandois ;  and  yet  I  will 
wager  that  he  lives  and  dies  a  tutor,  a  bookworm  —  and  a 
prior ;  while  t'  other  Fleuri,  without  a  particle  of  merit  but 
of  the  most  superficial  order,  governs  already  kings  through 
their  mistresses,  kingdoms  through  the  kings,  and  may,  for 
aught  I  know,  expand  into  a  prime  minister  and  ripen  into  a 
cardinal." 

"Nay,"  said  I,  smiling,  "there  is  little  chance  of  so  exalted 
a  lot  for  the  worthy  Bishop." 

"Pardon  me,"  interrupted  Hamilton,  "I  am  an  old  courtier, 
and  look  steadily  on  the  game  I  no  longer  play.  Suppleness, 
united  with  art,  may  do  anything  in  a  court  like  this;  and 
the  smooth  and  unelevated  craft  of  a  Fleuri  may  win  even  to 
the  same  height  as  the  deep  wiles  of  the  glittering  Mazarin, 
or  the  superb  genius  of  the  imperious  Richelieu." 

"Hist!  "  said  I,  "the  Bishop  has  reappeared.  Who  is  that 
old  priest  with  a  fine  countenance  and  an  address  that  will, 
at  least,  please  you  better  than  that  of  the  Prior  of  Argen- 
teuil,  who  has  just  stopped  our  episcopal  courtier?" 

"What!  do  you  not  know?  It  is  the  most  celebrated 
preacher  of  the  day, —  the  great  Massillon.  It  is  said  that 
that  handsome  person  goes  a  great  way  towards  winning  con- 
verts among  the  court  ladies;  it  is  certain,  at  least,  that 
when  Massillon  first  entered  the  profession  he  was  to  the  soul 
something  like  the  spear  of  Achilles  to  the  body ;  and,  though 
very  efficacious  in  healing  the  wounds  of  conscience,  was 
equally  ready  in  the  first  instance  to  inflict  them." 

"Ah,"  said  I,  "see  the  malice  of  wit;  and  see,  above  all, 
how  much  more  ready  one  is  to  mention  a  man's  frailties  than 
to  enlarge  upon  his  virtues." 

"  To  be  sure, "  answered  Hamilton,  coolly,  and  patting  his 
snnff-box,  "to  be  eure,  we  old  people  like  history  better 
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than  fiction;  and  frailty  is  certain,  wh'n«  virtue  is  always 
doubtful." 

"Don't  judge  of  all  people,"  said  I,  "by  your  experience 
among  the  courtiers  of  Charles  the  Second." 

"Right,"  said  Hamilton.  "Providence  never  assembled 
so  many  rascals  together  before  without  hanging  them.  And 
he  would  indeed  be  a  bad  judge  of  human  nature  who  esti- 
mated the  characters  of  men  in  general  by  the  heroes  of  New- 
gate and  the  victims  of  Tyburn.  But  your  Bishop  approaches. 
Adieu!" 

"  What ! "  said  Fleuri,  joining  me  and  saluting  Hamilton, 
who  had  just  turned  to  depart,  "  what,  Count  Antoine !  Does 
anything  but  whim  bring  you  here  to-day?" 

"No,"  answered  Hamilton;  "I  am  only  here  for  the  same 
purpose  as  the  poor  go  to  the  temples  of  Caitan,  —  to  inhale 
the  steam  of  those  good  things  which  I  see  the  priests  devour." 

"  Ha !  ha !  ha !  "  laughed  the  good-natured  Bishop,  not  in  the 
least  disconcerted ;  and  Count  Hamilton,  congratulating  him- 
self on  his  bon  -mot,  turned  away. 

"I  have  spoken  to  his  Most  Christian  Majesty,"  said  the 
Bishop ;  "  he  is  willing,  as  he  before  ordained,  to  admit  you  to 
his  presence.  The  Due  de  Maine  is  with  the  King,  as  also 
some  other  members  of  the  royal  family;  but  you  will 
consider  this  a  private  audience." 

I  expressed  my  gratitude:  we  moved  on;  the  doors  of  an 
apartment  were  thrown  open;  and  I  saw  myself  in  the 
presence  of  Louis  XIV. 

The  room  was  partially  darkened.  In  the  centre  of  it,  on 
a  large  sofa,  reclined  the  King;  he  was  dressed  (though  this, 
if  I  may  so  speak,  I  rather  remembered  than  noted)  in  a  coat 
of  black  velvet,  slightly  embroidered;  his  vest  was  of  white 
satin ;  he  wore  no  jewels  nor  orders,  for  it  was  only  on  grand 
or  gala  days  that  he  displayed  personal  pomp.  At  some  little 
distance  from  him  stood  three  members  of  the  royal  family; 
them  I  never  regarded:  all  my  attention  was  bent  upon  the 
King.  My  temperament  is  not  that  on  which  greatness,  or 
indeed  any  external  circumstances,  make  much  impression; 
but  as,  following  at  a  little  distance  the  Bishop  of  Frejus,  I 
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approached  the  royal  person,  I  must  confess  that  Bolingbroke 
had  scarcely  need  to  have  cautioned  me  not  to  appear  too  self- 
possessed.  Perhaps,  had  I  seen  that  great  monarch  in  his 
beaux  jours ;  in  the  plenitude  of  his  power,  his  glory,  the 
dazzling  and  meridian  splendour  of  his  person,  his  court,  and 
his  renown, — pride  might  have  made  me  more  on  my  guard 
against  too  deep,  or  at  least  too  apparent,  an  impression;  but 
the  many  reverses  of  that  magnificent  sovereign, — reverses  in 
which  he  had  shown  himself  more  great  than  in  all  his  pre- 
vious triumphs  and  early  successes;  his  age,  his  infirmities, 
the  very  clouds  round  the  setting  sun,  the  very  howls  of  joy 
at  the  expiring  lion, —  all  were  calculated,  in  my  mind,  to 
deepen  respect  into  reverence,  and  tincture  reverence  itself 
with  awe.  I  saw  before  me  not  only  the  majesty  of  Louis  le 
Grand,  but  that  of  misfortune,  of  weakness,  of  infirmity,  and 
of  age ;  and  I  forgot  at  once,  in  that  reflection,  what  otherwise 
would  have  blunted  my  sentiments  of  deference,  namely,  the 
crimes  of  his  ministers  and  the  exactions  of  his  reign.  En- 
deavouring to  collect  my  mind  from  an  embarrassment  which 
surprised  myself,  I  lifted  my  eyes  towards  the  King,  and  saw 
a  countenance  where  the  trace  of  the  superb  beauty  for  which 
his  manhood  had  been  celebrated  still  lingered,  broken,  not 
destroyed,  and  borrowing  a  dignity  even  more  imposing  from 
the  marks  of  encroaching  years  and  from  the  evident  exhaus- 
tion of  suffering  and  disease. 

Fleuri  said,  in  a  low  tone,  something  which  my  ear  did  not 
catch.  There  was  a  pause, —  only  a  moment's  pause;  and 
then,  in  a  voice,  the  music  of  which  I  had  hitherto  deemed 
exaggerated,  the  King  spoke;  and  in  that  voice  there  was 
something  so  kind  and  encouraging  that  I  felt  reassured  at 
once.  Perhaps  its  tone  was  not  the  less  conciliating  from  the 
evident  effect  which  the  royal  presence  had  produced  upon 
me. 

"You  have  given  us,  Count  Devereux,"  said  the  King,  "a 
pleasure  which  we  are  glad,  in  person,  to  acknowledge  to  you. 
A.nd  it  has  seemed  to  us  fitting  that  the  country  in  which  your 
brave  father  acquired  his  fame  should  also  be  the  asylum  of 
his  son." 
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"Sire,"  answered  I,  "Sire,  it  shall  not  be  my  fault  if  that 
country  is  not  henceforth  my  own;  and  in  inheriting  my 
father's  name,  I  inherit  also  his  gratitude  and  his  ambition." 

"  It  is  well  said,  Sir,"  said  the  King;  and  I  once  more  raised 
my  eyes,  and  perceived  that  his  were  bent  upon  me.  "  It  is 
well  said,"  he  repeated  after  a  short  pause;  "and  in  granting 
to  you  this  audience,  we  were  not  unwilling  to  hope  that  you 
were  desirous  to  attach  yourself  to  our  court.  The  times  do 
not  require  "  (here  I  thought  the  old  King's  voice  was  not  so 
firm  as  before)  "the  manifestation  of  your  zeal  in  the  same 
career  as  that  in  which  your  father  gained  laurels  to  France 
and  to  himself.  But  we  will  not  neglect  to  find  employment 
for  your  abilities,  if  not  for  your  sword." 

"That  sword  which  was  given  to  me,  Sire,"  said  I,  "by 
your  Majesty,  shall  be  ever  drawn  (against  all  nations  but 
one)  at  your  command;  and,  in  being  your  Majesty's  peti- 
tioner for  future  favours,  I  only  seek  some  channel  through 
which  to  evince  my  gratitude  for  the  past." 

"We  do  not  doubt,"  said  Louis,  "that  whatever  be  the 
number  of  the  ungrateful  we  may  make  by  testifying  our  good 
pleasure  on  your  behalf,  you  will  not  be  among  the  number." 
The  King  here  made  a  slight  but  courteous  inclination  and 
turned  round.  The  observant  Bishop  of  Frejus,  who  had 
retired  to  a  little  distance  and  who  knew  that  the  King  never 
liked  talking  more  than  he  could  help  it,  gave  me  a  signal. 
I  obeyed,  and  backed,  with  all  due  deference,  out  of  the  royal 
presence. 

So  closed  my  interview  with  Louis  XIV.  Although  his 
Majesty  did  not  indulge  in  prolixity,  I  spoke  of  him  for  a 
long  time  afterwards  as  the  most  eloquent  of  men.  Believe 
me,  there  is  no  orator  like  a  king;  one  word  from  a  royal 
mouth  stirs  the  heart  more  than  Demosthenes  could  have 
done.  There  was  a  deep  moral  in  that  custom  of  the  ancients, 
by  which  the  Goddess  of  Persuasion  was  always  represented 
with  a  diadem  on  her  head. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

REFLECTIONS. A   SOIREE. THE    APPEARANCE  OF  ONE  IMPOR- 
TANT   IN    THE    HISTORY. A    CONVERSATION    WITH    MADAM  I, 

DB  BALZAC    HIGHLY  SATISFACTORY  AND  CHEERING. A   RKN- 

CONTRE   WITH    A   CURIOUS    OLD    SOLDIER. — THE    EXTINCTION 
OF   A   ONCE   GREAT   LUMINARY. 

I  HAD  now  been  several  weeks  at  Paris;  I  had  neither 
eagerly  sought  nor  sedulously  avoided  its  gayeties.  It  is  not 
that  one  violent  sorrow  leaves  us  without  power  of  enjoy- 
ment; it  only  lessens  the  power,  and  deadens  the  enjoyment: 
it  does  not  take  away  from  us  the  objects  of  life;  it  only 
forestalls  the  more  indifferent  calmness  of  age.  The  blood 
no  longer  flows  in  an  irregular  but  delicious  course  of  vivid 
and  wild  emotion ;  the  step  no  longer  spurns  the  earth ;  nor 
does  the  ambition  wander,  insatiable,  yet  undefined,  over  the 
million  paths  of  existence :  but  we  lose  not  our  old  capacities ; 
they  are  quieted,  not  extinct.  The  heart  can  never  utterly 
and  long  be  dormant :  trifles  may  not  charm  it  any  more,  nor 
levities  delight;  but  its  pulse  has  not  yet  ceased  to  beat.  We 
survey  the  scene  that  moves  around,  with  a  gaze  no  longer 
distracted  by  every  hope  that  flutters  by;  and  it  is  therefore 
that  we  find  ourselves  more  calculated  than  before  for  the 
graver  occupations  of  our  race.  The  overflowing  tempera- 
ment is  checked  to  its  proper  level,  the  ambition  bounded  to 
its  prudent  and  lawful  goal.  The  earth  is  no  longer  so  green, 
nor  the  heaven  so  blue,  nor  the  fancy  that  stirs  within  us  so 
rich  in  its  creations;  but  we  look  more  narrowly  on  the  living 
crowd,  and  more  rationally  on  the  aims  of  men.  The  misfor- 
tune which  has  changed  us  has  only  adapted  us  the  better  to 
a  climate  in  which  misfortune  is  a  portion  of  the  air.  The 
grief  that  has  thralled  our  spirit  to  a  more  narrow  and  dark 
cell  has  also  been  a  change  that  has  linked  us  to  mankind 
with  a  strength  of  which  we  dreamed  not  in  the  day  of  a 
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wilder  freedom  and  more  luxuriant  aspirings.  In  later  life, 
a  new  spirit,  partaking  of  that  which  was  our  earliest,  returns 
to  us.  The  solitude  which  delighted  us  in  youth,  but  which, 
when  the  thoughts  that  make  solitude  a  fairy  land  are  dark- 
ened by  affliction,  becomes  a  fearful  and  sombre  void,  resumes 
its  old  spell,  as  the  more  morbid  and  urgent  memory  of  that 
affliction  crumbles  away  by  time.  Content  is  a  hermit;  but 
so  also  is  Apathy.  Youth  loves  the  solitary  couch,  which  it 
surrounds  with  dreams.  Age,  or  Experience  (which  is  the 
mind's  age),  loves  the  same  couch  for  the  rest  which  it  af- 
fords ;  but  the  wide  interval  between  is  that  of  exertion,  of 
labour,  and  of  labour  among  men.  The  woe  which  makes  our 
hearts  less  social,  often  makes  our  habits  more  so.  The 
thoughts,  which  in  calm  would  have  shunned  the  world,  are 
driven  upon  it  by  the  tempest,  even  as  the  birds  which  for- 
sake the  habitable  Lmd  can,  so  long  as  the  wind  sleeps  and 
the  thunder  rests  within  its  cloud,  become  the  constant  and 
solitary  brooders  over  the  waste  sea:  but  the  moment  the 
storm  awakes  and  the  blast  pursues  them,  they  fly,  by  an 
overpowering  instinct,  to  some  wandering  bark,  some  ves- 
tige of  human  and  social  life ;  and  exchange,  even  for  danger 
from  the  hands  of  men,  the  desert  of  an  angry  Heaven  and 
the  solitude  of  a  storm. 

I  heard  no  more  either  of  Madame  de  Maintenon  or  the  King. 
Meanwhile,  my  flight  and  friendship  with  Lord  Bolingbroke 
had  given  me  a  consequence  in  the  eyes  of  the  exiled  Prince 
which  I  should  not  otherwise  have  enjoyed;  and  I  was  hon- 
oured by  very  flattering  overtures  to  enter  actively  into  his 
service.  I  have  before  said  that  I  felt  no  enthusiasm  in  his 
cause,  and  I  was  far  from  feeling  it  for  his  person.  My  am- 
bition rather  directed  its  hope  towards  a  career  in  the  service 
of  France.  France  was  the  country  of  my  birth,  and  the 
country  of  my  father's  fame.  There  no  withering  remem- 
brances awaited  me ;  no  private  regrets  were  associated  with 
its  scenes,  and  no  public  penalties  with  its  political  institu- 
tions. And  although  I  had  not  yet  received  any  token  of 
Louis's  remembrance,  in  the  ordinary  routine  of  court  fa- 
vours expectation  as  yet  would  have  been  premature;  be- 
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sides,  his  royal  fidelity  to  his  word  was  proverbial;  and, 
sooner  or  later,  I  indulged  the  hope  to  profit  by  the  sort  of 
promise  he  had  insinuated  to  me.  I  declined,  therefore,  with 
all  due  respect,  the  offers  of  the  Chevalier,  and  continued  to 
live  the  life  of  idleness  and  expectation,  until  Lord  Boling- 
broke  returned  to  Paris,  and  accepted  the  office  of  secretary 
of  state  in  the  service  of  the  Chevalier.  As  he  has  publicly 
declared  his  reasons  in  this  step,  I  do  not  mean  to  favour  the 
world  with  his  private  conversations  on  the  same  subject. 

A  day  or  two  after  his  return,  I  went  with  him  to  a  party 
given  by  a  member  of  the  royal  family.  The  first  person  by 
whom  we  were  accosted  —  and  I  rejoiced  at  it,  for  we  could 
not  have  been  accosted  by  a  more  amusing  one  —  was  Count 
Anthony  Hamilton. 

"Ah!  my  Lord  Bolingbroke, "  said  he,  sauntering  up  to  us; 
"how  are  you?  —  delighted  to  see  you  again.  Do  look  at 
Madame  la  Duchesse  d'Orleans!  Saw  you  ever  such  a  creat- 
ure? Whither  are  you  moving,  my  Lord?  Ah!  see  him, 
Count,  see  him,  gliding  off  to  that  pretty  duchess,  of  course ; 
well,  he  has  a  beautiful  bow,  it  must  be  owned;  why,  you  are 
not  going  too?  —  what  would  the  world  say  if  Count  Anthony 
Hamilton  were  seen  left  to  himself?  No,  no,  come  and  sit 
down  by  Madame  de  Cornuel :  she  longs  to  be  introduced  to 
you,  and  is  one  of  the  wittiest  women  in  Europe." 

"With  all  my  heart!  provided  she  employs  her  wit  ill- 
naturedly,  and  uses  it  in  ridiculing  other  people,  not  prais- 
ing herself." 

"  Oh !  nobody  can  be  more  satirical ;  indeed,  what  difference 
is  there  between  wit  and  satire?  Come,  Count!  " 

And  Hamilton  introduced  me  forthwith  to  Madame  de  Cor- 
nuel. She  received  me  very  politely ;  and,  turning  to  two  or 
three  people  who  formed  the  circle  round  her,  said,  with  the 
greatest  composure,  "  Messieurs,  oblige  me  by  seeking  some 
other  object  of  attraction ;  I  wish  to  have  a  private  conference 
with  my  new  friend." 

"I  may  stay?"  said  Hamilton. 

"  Ah !  certainly ;  you  are  never  in  the  way. " 

"In  that  respect,  Madame,"  said  Hamilton,  taking  snuff, 
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and  bowing  very  low,  "in  that  respect,  I  must  strongly  re- 
mind you  of  your  excellent  husband. " 

"  Fie !  "  cried  Madame  de  Cornuel ;  then,  turning  to  me,  she 
said,  "Ah!  Monsieur,  if  you  could  have  come  to  Paris  some 
years  ago,  you  would  have  been  enchanted  with  us:  we  are 
sadly  changed.  Imagine  the  fine  old  King  thinking  it  wicked 
not  to  hear  plays,  but  to  hear  players  act  them,  and  so  mak- 
ing the  royal  family  a  company  of  comedians.  Mon  Dieu! 
how  villanously  they  perform !  but  do  you  know  why  I  wished 
to  be  introduced  to  you?" 

"  Yes !  in  order  to  have  a  new  listener :  old  listeners  must 
be  almost  as  tedious  as  old  news." 

"  Very  shrewdly  said,  and  not  far  from  the  truth.  The  fact 
is,  that  I  wanted  to  talk  about  all  these  fine  people  present 
to  some  one  for  whose  ear  my  anecdotes  would  have  the  charm 
of  novelty.  Let  us  begin  with  Louis  Armand,  Prince  of 
Conti;  you  see  him." 

"What,  that  short-sighted,  stout,  and  rather  handsome 
man,  with  a  cast  of  countenance  somewhat  like  the  pictures 
of  Henri  Quatre,  who  is  laughing  so  merrily?" 

"  0  del !  how  droll !  No !  that  handsome  man  is  no  less  a 
person  than  the  Due  d'Orleans.  You  see  a  little  ugly  thing 
like  an  anatomized  ape, — there,  see, — he  has  just  thrown 
down  a  chair,  and,  in  stooping  to  pick  it  up,  has  almost 
fallen  over  the  Dutch  ambassadress,  —  that  is  Louis  Armand, 
Prince  of  Conti.  Do  you  know  what  the  Due  d'Orle'ans  said 
to  him  the  other  day?  ''Mon  bon  ami,'  he  said,  pointing 
to  the  prince's  limbs  (did  you  ever  see  such  limbs  out  of  a 
menagerie,  by  the  by?)  'mon  bon  ami,  it  is  a  fine  thing 
for  you  that  the  Psalmist  has  assured  us  "that  the  Lord 
delighteth  not  in  any  man's  legs." '  Nay,  don't  laugh,  it  is 
quite  true ! " 

It  was  now  for  Count  Hamilton  to  take  up  the  ball  of 
satire ;  he  was  not  a  whit  more  merciful  than  the  kind  Madame 
de  Cornuel.  "The  Prince,"  said  he,  "has  so  exquisite  an 
awkwardness  that,  whenever  the  King  hears  a  noise,  and  in- 
quires the  cause,  the  invariable  answer  is  that  'the  Prince  of 
Conti  has  just  tumbled  down ' !  But,  tell  me,  what  do  you 
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think  of  Madame  d'Aumont?      She  is  in  the  English  head 
dress,  and  looks  triste  a  la  mort." 

"She  is  rather  pretty,  to  my  taste." 

"Yes,"  cried  Madame  de  Cornuel,  interrupting  the  gentle 
Antoine  (it  did  one's  heart  good  to  see  how  strenuously  each 
of  them  tried  to  talk  more  scandal  than  the  other),  "yes,  she 
is  thought  very  pretty ;  but  I  think  her  very  like  a  fricandeaU) 
—  white,  soft,  and  insipid.  She  is  always  in  tears,"  added 
the  good-natured  Cornuel,  "after  her  prayers,  both  at  morn- 
ing and  evening.  I  asked  why;  and  she  answered,  pretty 
simpleton,  that  she  was  always  forced  to  pray  to  be  made 
good,  and  she  feared  Heaven  would  take  her  at  her  word! 
However,  she  has  many  worshippers,  and  they  call  her  the 
evening  star." 

"  They  should  rather  call  her  the  Hyades !  "  said  Hamilton, 
"  if  it  be  true  that  she  sheds  tears  every  morning  and  night, 
and  her  rising  and  setting  are  thus  always  attended  by  rain." 

"  Bravo,  Count  Antoine !  she  shall  be  so  called  in  future, " 
said  Madame  de  Cornuel.  "But  now,  Monsieur  Devereux, 
turn  your  eyes  to  that  hideous  old  woman." 

"What!  the  Duchesse  d'Orl&ins?" 

"The  same.  She  is  in  full  dress  to-night;  but  in  the  day- 
time you  generally  see  her  in  a  riding  habit  and  a  man's  wig ; 
she  is  —  " 

"Hist!  "  interrupted  Hamilton;  "do  you  not  tremble  to 
think  what  she  would  do  if  she  overheard  you?  she  is  such  a 
terrible  creature  at  fighting !  You  have  no  conception,  Count, 
what  an  arm  she  has.  She  knows  her  ugliness,  and  laughs  at 
it,  as  all  the  rest  of  the  world  does.  The  King  took  her  hand 
one  day,  and  said  smiling,  'What  could  Nature  have  meant 
when  she  gave  this  hand  to  a  German  princess  instead  of  a 
Dutch  peasant?'  'Sire,'  said  the  Duchesse,  very  gravely, 
'Nature  gave  this  hand  to  a  German  princess  for  the  purpose 
of  boxing  the  ears  of  her  ladies  in  waiting!'1 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!"  said  Madame  de  Cornuel,  laughing;  "one 
is  never  at  a  loss  for  jokes  upon  a  woman  who  eats  salade  an 
lard,  and  declares  that,  whenever  she  is  unhappy,  her  only 
consolation  is  ham  and  sausages!  Her  son  treats  her  with 
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the  greatest  respect,  and  consults  her  in  all  his  amours,  for 
which  she  professes  the  greatest  horror,  and  which  she  retails 
to  her  correspondents  all  over  the  world,  in  letters  as  long  as 
her  pedigree.  But  you  are  looking  at  her  son,  is  he  not  of  a 
good  mien?" 

"Yes,  pretty  well;  but  does  not  exhibit  to  advantage  by 
the  side  of  Lord  Bolingbroke,  with  whom  he  is  now  talking. 
Pray,  who  is  the  third  personage  that  has  just  joined  them?" 

"  Oh,  the  wretch !  it  is  the  Abbe  Dubois ;  a  living  proof  of 
the  folly  of  the  French  proverb,  which  says  that  Mercuries 
should  not  be  made  du  bois.  Never  was  there  a  Mercury 
equal  to  the  Abbe,  —  but,  do  look  at  that  old  man  to  the  left, 
—  he  is  one  of  the  most  remarkable  persons  of  the  age." 

"What!  he  with  the  small  features,  and  comely  counte- 
nance, considering  his  years?" 

"The  same,"  said  Hamilton;  "it  is  the  notorious  Choisi. 
You  know  that  he  is  the  modern  Tiresias,  and  has  been  a 
woman  as  well  as  man." 

"  How  do  you  mean?  " 

"  Ah,  you  may  well  ask !  "  cried  Madame  de  Cornuel.  "  Why, 
he  lived  for  many  years  in  the  disguise  of  a  woman,  and  had 
all  sorts  of  curious  adventures." 

"  Mart  Diable  !  "  cried  Hamilton ;  "  it  was  entering  your 
ranks,  Madame,  as  a  spy.  I  hear  he  makes  but  a  sorry  report 
of  what  he  saw  there." 

"Come,  Count  Antoine,"  cried  the  lively  de  Cornuel,  "we 
must  not  turn  our  weapons  against  each  other ;  and  when  you 
attack  a  woman's  sex  you  attack  her  individually.  But  what 
makes  you  look  so  intently,  Count  Devereux,  at  that  ugly 
priest?  " 

The  person  thus  flatteringly  designated  was  Montreuil;  he 
had  just  caught  my  eye,  among  a  group  of  men  who  were 
conversing  eagerly. 

"  Hush !  Madame, "  said  I,  "  spare  me  for  a  moment ;  "  and  I 
rose,  and  mingled  with  the  Abbe's  companions.  "So,  you 
have  only  arrived  to-day, "  I  heard  one  of  them  say  to  him. 

"No,  I  could  not  despatch  my  business  before." 

"And  how  are  matters  in  England?" 
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"  Ripe !  if  the  life  of  his  Majesty  (of  France)  be  spared  a 
year  longer,  we  will  send  the  Elector  of  Hanover  back  to  his 
principality." 

"  Hist ! "  said  the  companion,  and  looked  towards  me. 
Montreuil  ceased  abruptly:  our  eyes  met;  his  fell.  I  af- 
fected to  look  among  the  group  as  if  I  had  expected  to  find 
there  some  one  I  knew,  and  then,  turning  away,  I  seated  my- 
self alone  and  apart.  There,  unobserved,  I  kept  my  looks  on 
Montreuil.  I  remarked  that,  from  time  to  time,  his  keen 
dark  eye  glanced  towards  me,  with  a  look  rather  expressive 
of  vigilance  than  anything  else.  Soon  afterwards  his  little 
knot  dispersed;  I  saw  him  converse  for  a  few  moments  with 
Dubois,  who  received  him  I  thought  distantly;  and  then  he 
was  engaged  in  a  long  conference  with  the  Bishop  of  Frejus, 
whom,  till  then,  I  had  not  perceived  among  the  crowd. 

As  I  was  loitering  on  the  staircase,  where  I  saw  Montreuil 
depart  with  the  Bishop,  in  the  carriage  of  the  latter,  Hamil- 
ton, accosting  me,  insisted  on  my  accompanying  him  to  Chau- 
lieu's,  where  a  late  supper  awaited  the  sons  of  wine  and  wit. 
However,  to  the  good  Count's  great  astonishment,  I  preferred 
solitude  and  reflection,  for  that  night,  to  anything  else. 

Montreuil's  visit  to  the  French  capital  boded  me  no  good. 
He  possessed  great  influence  with  Fleuri,  and  was  in  high 
esteem  with  Madame  de  Maintenon,  and,  in  effect,  very  shortly 
after  his  return  to  Paris,  the  Bishop  of  Frejus  looked  upon 
me  with  a  most  cool  sort  of  benignancy ;  and  Madame  de  Main- 
tenon  told  her  friend,  the  Duchesse  de  St.  Simon,  that  it  was 
a  great  pity  a  young  nobleman  of  my  birth  and  prepossessing 
appearance  (ay!  my  prepossessing  appearance  would  never 
have  occurred  to  the  devotee,  if  I  had  not  seemed  so  sensible 
of  her  own)  should  not  only  be  addicted  to  the  wildest  dissi- 
pation, but,  worse  still,  to  Jansenistical  tenets.  After  this 
there  was  no  hope  for  me  save  in  the  King's  word,  which  his 
increasing  infirmities,  naturally  engrossing  his  attention,  pre- 
vented my  hoping  too  sanguinely  would  dwell  very  acutely  on 
his  remembrance.  I  believe,  however,  so  religiously  scrupu- 
lous was  Louis  upon  a  point  of  honour  that,  had  he  lived,  I 
should  have  had  nothing  to  complain  of.  As  it  was  —  but  I 
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anticipate!  Montreuil  disappeared  from  Paris,  almost  as 
suddenly  as  he  had  appeared  there.  And,  as  drowning  men 
catch  at  a  straw,  so,  finding  my  affairs  at  a  very  low  ebb,  I 
thought  I  would  take  advice,  even  from  Madame  de  Balzac. 

I  accordingly  repaired  to  her  hotel.  She  was  at  home,  and, 
fortunately,  alone. 

"  You  are  welcome,  mon  fils, "  said  she ;  "  suffer  me  to  give 
you  that  title:  you  are  welcome;  it  is  some  days  since  I  saw 
you." 

"  I  have  numbered  them,  I  assure  you,  Madame, "  said  I, 
"and  they  have  crept  with  a  dull  pace;  but  you  know  that 
business  has  claims  as  well  as  pleasure ! " 

"  True !  "  said  Madame  de  Balzac,  pompously :  "  I  myself 
find  the  weight  of  politics  a  little  insupportable,  though  so 
used  to  it;  to  your  young  brain  I  can  readily  imagine  how 
irksome  it  must  be ! " 

"  Would,  Madame,  that  I  could  obtain  your  experience  by 
contagion ;  as  it  is,  I  fear  that  I  have  profited  little  by  my 
visit  to  his  Majesty.  Madame  de  Maintenon  will  not  see  me, 
and  the  Bishop  of  Frejus  (excellent  man!)  has  been  seized 
with  a  sudden  paralysis  of  memory  whenever  I  present  my- 
self in  his  way." 

"That  party  will  never  do, —  I  thought  not,"  said  Madame 
de  Balzac,  who  was  a  wonderful  imitator  of  the  fly  on  the 
wheel;  "my  celebrity,  and  the  knowledge  that  /  loved  you 
for  your  father's  sake,  were,  I  fear,  sufficient  to  destroy  your 
interest  with  the  Jesuits  and  their  tools.  Well,  well,  we 
must  repair  the  mischief  we  have  occasioned  you.  What 
place  would  suit  you  best?" 

"  Why,  anything  diplomatic.  I  would  rather  travel,  at  my 
age,  than  remain  in  luxury  and  indolence  even  at  Paris !  " 

"  Ah,  nothing  like  diplomacy ! "  said  Madame  de  Balzac, 
with  the  air  of  a  Richelieu,  and  emptying  her  snuff-box  at  a 
pinch;  "but  have  you,  my  son,  the  requisite  qualities  for 
that  science,  as  well  as  the  tastes?  Are  you  capable  of  in- 
trigue? Can  you  say  one  thing  and  mean  another?  Are 
you  aware  of  the  immense  consequence  of  a  look  or  a  bow? 
Can  you  live  like  a  spider,  in  the  centre  of  an  inexplicable 
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net  —  inexplicable  as  well  as  dangerous  —  to  all  but  the 
weaver?  That,  my  son,  is  the  art  of  politics;  that  is  to  be 
a  diplomatist ! " 

"Perhaps,  to  one  less  penetrating  than  Madame  de  Balzac," 
answered  I,  "  I  might,  upon  trial,  not  appear  utterly  ignorant 
of  the  noble  art  of  state  duplicity  which  she  has  so  eloquently 
depicted." 

"  Possibly !  "  said  the  good  lady ;  "  it  must  indeed  be  a  pro- 
found dissimulator  to  deceive  me" 

"But  what  would  you  advise  me  to  do  in  the  present  crisis? 
What  party  to  adopt,  what  individual  to  flatter?  " 

Nothing,  I  already  discovered  and  have  already  observed, 
did  the  inestimable  Madame  de  Balzac  dislike  more  than  a 
downright  question :  she  never  answered  it. 

"Why,  really,"  said  she,  preparing  herself  for  a  long 
speech,  "  I  am  quite  glad  you  consult  me,  and  I  will  give  you 
the  best  advice  in  my  power,  ficoutez  done;  you  have  seen 
the  Due  de  Maine?" 

"Certainly!" 

"  Hum !  ha!  it  would  be  wise  to  follow  him ;  but  —  you  take 
me  —  you  understand.  Then,  you  know,  my  son,  there  is  the 
Due  d' Orleans,  fond  of  pleasure,  full  of  talent;  but  you  know 

—  there  is  a  little  —  what  do  you  call  it?  you  understand.    As 
for  the  Due  de  Bourbon,  't  is  quite  a  simpleton ;  nevertheless 
we  must  consider :  nothing  like  consideration ;  believe  me,  no 
diplomatist  ever  hurries.     As  for  Madame  de  Maintenon,  you 
know,  and  I  know  too,  that  the  Duchesse  d' Orleans  calls  her 
an  old  hag;    but  then  —  a  word  to  the  wise  —  eh?  —  what 
shall  we  say  to  Madame  the  Duchess  herself  ?  —  what  a  fat 
woman  she  is,  but  excessively  clever, —  such  a  letter  writer! 

—  Well  —  you  see,  my  dear  young  friend,  that  it  is  a  very 
difficult  matter  to  decide  upon, — but  you  must  already  be 
fully  aware  what  plan  I  should  advise." 

"Already,  Madame?" 

"To  be  sure!  What  have  I  been  saying  to  you  all  this 
time?  —  did  you  not  hear  me?  Shall  I  repeat  my  advice?  " 

"  Oh,  no !  I  perfectly  comprehend  you  now ;  you  would  ad- 
rise  me  —  in  short  —  to  —  to  —  do  —  as  well  as  I  can. " 
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"You  have  said  it,  my  son.  I  thought  you  would  under- 
stand me  on  a  little  reflection." 

"To  be  sure, — to  be  sure,"  said  I. 

And  three  ladies  being  announced,  my  conference  with 
Madame  de  Balzac  ended. 

I  now  resolved  to  wait  a  little  till  the  tides  of  power  seemed 
somewhat  more  settled,  and  I  could  ascertain  in  what  quarter 
to  point  my  bark  of  enterprise.  I  gave  myself  rather  more 
eagerly  to  society,  in  proportion  as  my  political  schemes  were 
suffered  to  remain  torpid.  My  mind  could  not  remain  quiet, 
without  preying  on  itself;  and  no  evil  appeared  to  me  so  great 
as  tranquillity.  Thus  the  spring  and  earlier  summer  passed 
on,  till,  in  August,  the  riots  preceding  the  Eebellion  broke 
out  in  Scotland.  At  this  time  I  saw  but  little  of  Lord  Boling- 
broke  in  private;  though,  with  his  characteristic  affectation, 
he  took  care  that  the  load  of  business  with  which  he  was 
really  oppressed  should  not  prevent  his  enjoyment  of  all  gay- 
eties  in  public.  And  my  indifference  to  the  cause  of  the 
Chevalier,  in  which  he  was  so  warmly  engaged,  threw  a  nat- 
ural restraint  upon  our  conversation,  and  produced  an  invol- 
untary coldness  in  our  intercourse:  so  impossible  is  it  for 
men  to  be  private  friends  who  differ  on  a  public  matter. 

One  evening  I  was  engaged  to  meet  a  large  party  at  a  coun- 
try-house about  forty  miles  from  Paris.  I  went,  and  stayed 
some  days.  My  horses  had  accompanied  me;  and,  when  I 
left  the  chateau,  I  resolved  to  make  the  journey  to  Paris  on 
horseback.  Accordingly,  I  ordered  my  carriage  to  follow  me, 
and  attended  by  a  single  groom,  commenced  my  expedition. 
It  was  a  beautiful  still  morning, — the  first  day  of  the  first 
month  of  autumn.  I  had  proceeded  about  ten  miles,  when  I 
fell  in  with  an  old  French  officer.  I  remember, — though  I 
never  saw  him  but  that  once, —  I  remember  his  face  as  if 
I  had  encountered  it  yesterday.  It  was  thin  and  long,  and 
yellow  enough  to  have  served  as  a  caricature  rather  than  a 
portrait  of  Don  Quixote.  He  had  a  hook  nose,  and  a  long 
sharp  chin;  and  all  the  lines,  wrinkles,  curves,  and  furrows 
of  which  the  human  visage  is  capable  seemed  to  have  met  in 
his  cheeks.  Nevertheless,  his  eye  was  bright  and  keen,  his 
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look  alert,  and  his  whole  bearing  firm,  gallant,  and  soldier- 
like. He  was  attired  in  a  sort  of  military  undress ;  wore  a 
mustachio,  which,  though  thin  and  gray,  was  carefully  curled ; 
and  at  the  summit  of  a  very  respectable  wig  was  perched  a 
small  cocked  hat,  adorned  with  a  black  feather.  He  rode 
very  upright  in  his  saddle ;  and  his  horse,  a  steady,  stalwart 
quadruped  of  the  Norman  breed,  with  a  terribly  long  tail  and 
a  prodigious  breadth  of  chest,  put  one  stately  leg  before  an- 
other in  a  kind  of  trot,  which,  ihough  it  seemed,  from  its 
height  of  action  and  the  proud  look  of  the  steed,  a  pretension 
to  motion  more  than  ordinarily  brisk,  was  in  fact  a  little  slower 
than  a  common  walk. 

This  noble  cavalier  seemed  sufficiently  an  object  of  curiosity 
to  my  horse  to  induce  the  animal  to  testify  his  surprise  by 
shying,  very  jealously  and  very  vehemently,  in  passing  him. 
This  ill  breeding  on  his  part  was  indignantly  returned  on  the 
part  of  the  Norman  charger,  who,  uttering  a  sort  of  squeak 
and  shaking  his  long  mane  and  head,  commenced  a  series  of 
curvets  and  capers  which  cost  the  old  Frenchman  no  little 
trouble  to  appease.  In  the  midst  of  these  equine  freaks,  the 
horse  came  so  near  me  as  to  splash  my  nether  garment  with  a 
liberality  as  little  ornamental  as  it  was  pleasurable. 

The  old  Frenchman  seeing  this,  took  off  his  cocked  hat  very 
politely  and  apologized  for  the  accident.  I  replied  with  equal 
courtesy;  and,  as  our  horses  slid  into  quiet,  their  riders  slid 
into  conversation.  It  was  begun  and  chiefly  sustained  by  my 
new  comrade ;  for  I  am  little  addicted  to  commence  unneces- 
sary socialities  myself,  though  I  should  think  very  meanly  of 
my  pretensions  to  the  name  of  a  gentleman  and  a  courtier,  if  I 
did  not  return  them  when  offered,  even  by  a  beggar. 

"It  is  a  fine  horse  of  yours,  Monsieur,"  said  the  old  French- 
man ;  "  but  I  cannot  believe  —  pardon  me  for  saying  so  —  that 
your  slight  English  steeds  are  so  well  adapted  to  the  purposes 
of  war  as  our  strong  chargers, —  such  as  mine  for  example." 

"It  is  very  possible,  Monsieur,"  said  I.  "Has  the  horse 
you  now  ride  done  service  in  the  field  as  well  as  on  the  road  ?  " 

"Ah!  le  pauvre  petit  mignon, — no!"  (petit,  indeed!  this 
little  darling  was  seventeen  hands  high  at  the  very  least) — 
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"no,  Monsieur:  it  is  but  a  young  creature  this,  his  grand- 
father served  me  well !  " 

"I  need  not  ask  you,  Monsieur,  if  you  have  borne  arms: 
the  soldier  is  stamped  upon  you ! " 

"  Sir,  you  flatter  me  highly ! "  said  the  old  gentleman, 
blushing  to  the  very  tip  of  his  long  lean  ears,  and  bowing  as 
low  as  if  I  had  called  him  a  Conde.  "  I  have  followed  the 
profession  of  arms  for  more  than  fifty  years." 

"Fifty  years!  'tis  a  long  time." 

"A  long  time,"  rejoined  my  companion,  "a  long  time  to 
look  back  upon  with  regret." 

"Regret!  by  Heaven,  I  should  think  the  remembrance  of 
fifty  years'  excitement  and  glory  would  be  a  remembrance  of 
triumph." 

The  old  man  turned  round  on  his  saddle,  and  looked  at  me 
for  some  moments  very  wistfully.  "You  are  young,  Sir,"  he 
said,  "and  at  your  years  I  should  have  thought  with  you; 
but  — "  (then  abruptly  changing  his  voice,  he  continued)  — 
"Triumph,  did  you  say?  Sir,  I  have  had  three  sons:  they  are 
dead ;  they  died  in  battle ;  I  did  not  weep ;  I  did  not  shed  a 
tear,  Sir, —  not  a  tear!  But  I  will  tell  you  when  I  did  weep. 
I  came  back,  an  old  man,  to  the  home  I  had  left  as  a  young 
one.  I  saw  the  country  a  desert.  I  saw  that  the  noblesse 
had  become  tyrants ;  the  peasants  had  become  slaves, —  such 
slaves, —  savage  from  despair, —  even  when  they  were  most 
gay,  most  fearfully  gay,  from  constitution.  Sir,  I  saw  the 
priest  rack  and  grind,  and  the  seigneur  exact  and  pillage, 
and  the  tax-gatherer  squeeze  out  the  little  the  other  oppress- 
ors had  left;  anger,  discontent,  wretchedness,  famine,  a  ter- 
rible separation  between  one  order  of  people  and  another;  an 
incredible  indifference  to  the  miseries  their  despotism  caused 
on  the  part  of  the  aristocracy;  a  sullen  and  vindictive  hatred 
for  the  perpetration  of  those  miseries  on  the  part  of  the  peo- 
ple ;  all  places  sold  —  even  all  honours  priced  —  at  the  court, 
which  was  become  a  public  market,  a  province  of  peasants, 
of  living  men  bartered  for  a  few  livres,  and  literally  passed 
from  one  hand  to  another,  to  be  squeezed  and  drained  anew 
by  each  new  possessor :  in  a  word,  Sir,  an  abandoned  court  j 
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an  unredeemed  noblesse, —  unredeemed,  Sir,  by  a  single  bene- 
fit which,  in  other  countries,  even  the  most  feudal,  the  vassal 
obtains  from  the  master;  a  peasantry  famished;  a  nation 
loaded  with  debt  which  it  sought  to  pay  by  tears, —  these  are 
what  I  saw, — these  are  the  consequences  of  that  heartless 
and  miserable  vanity  from  which  arose  wars  neither  useful 
nor  honourable, — these  are  the  real  components  of  that  tri- 
umph, as  you  term  it,  which  you  wonder  that  I  regret." 

Now,  although  it  was  impossible  to  live  at  the  court  of 
Louis  XIV.  in  his  latter  days,  and  not  feel,  from  the  general 
discontent  that  prevailed  even  there,  what  a  dark  truth  the 
old  soldier's  speech  contained,  yet  I  was  somewhat  surprised 
by  an  enthusiasm  so  little  military  in  a  person  whose  bearing 
and  air  were  so  conspicuously  martial. 

"  You  draw  a  melancholy  picture, "  said  I ;  "  and  the  wretched 
state  of  culture  which  the  lands  that  we  now  pass  through 
exhibit  is  "a  witness  how  little  exaggeration  there  is  in  your 
colouring.  However,  these  are  but  the  ordinary  evils  of  war; 
and,  if  your  country  endures  them,  do  not  forget  that  she  has 
also  inflicted  them.  Eemember  what  France  did  to  Holland, 
and  own  that  it  is  but  a  retribution  that  France  should  now 
find  that  the  injury  we  do  to  others  is  (among  nations  as  well 
as  individuals)  injury  to  ourselves." 

My  old  Frenchman  curled  his  mustaches  with  the  finger 
and  thumb  of  his  left  hand:  this  was  rathei  too  subtile  a 
distinction  for  him. 

"That  may  be  true  enough,  Monsieur,"  said  he;  "but, 
morbleu!  those  maudits  Dutchmen  deserved  what  they  sus- 
tained at  our  hands.  No,  Sir,  no :  I  am  not  so  base  as  to  for- 
get the  glory  my  country  acquired,  though  I  weep  for  her 
wounds." 

"I  do  not  quite  understand  you,  Sir,"  said  I;  "did  you 
not  just  now  confess  that  the  wars  you  had  witnessed  were 
neither  honourable  nor  useful?  What  glory,  then,  was  to 
be  acquired  in  a  war  of  that  character,  even  though  it  was 
so  delightfully  animated  by  cutting  the  throats  of  those 
maudits  Dutchmen?" 

"Sir,"  answered  the  Frenchman,  drawing  himself  up,  "you 
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did  not  understand  me.  When  we  punished  Holland,  we  did 
rightly.  We  conquered." 

"  Whether  you  conquered  or  not  (for  the  good  folk  of  Hol- 
land are  not  so  sure  of  the  fact),"  answered  I,  "that  war  was 
the  most  unjust  in  which  your  king  was  ever  engaged}  but 
pray,  tell  me,  Sir,  what  war  it  is  that  you  lament?  " 

The  Frenchman  frowned,  whistled,  put  out  his  under  lip, 
in  a  sort  of  angry  embarrassment,  and  then,  spurring  his  great 
horse  into  a  curvet,  said, — 

"That  last  war  with  the  English!  " 

"Faith,"  said  I,  "that  was  the  justest  of  all." 

"  Just !  "  cried  the  Frenchman,  halting  abruptly  and  darting 
at  me  a  glance  of  fire,  "  just !  no  more,  Sir !  no  more !  I  was 
at  Blenheim  and  at  Ramilies ! " 

As  the  old  warrior  said  the  last  words,  his  voice  faltered ; 
and  though  I  could  not  help  inly  smiling  at  the  confusion  of 
ideas  by  which  wars  were  just  or  unjust,  according  as  they 
were  fortunate  or  not,  yet  I  respected  his  feelings  enough  to 
turn  away  my  face  and  remain  silent. 

"  Yes, "  renewed  my  comrade,  colouring  with  evident  shame 
and  drawing  his  cocked  hat  over  his  brows,  "yes,  I  received 
my  last  wound  at  Ramilies.  Then  my  eyes  were  opened  to 
the  horrors  of  war ;  then  I  saw  and  cursed  the  evils  of  ambi- 
tion; then  I  resolved  to  retire  from  the  armies  of  a  king  who 
had  lost  forever  his  name,  his  glory,  and  his  country." 

Was  there  ever  a  better  type  of  the  French  nation  than  this 
old  soldier?  As  long  as  fortune  smiles  on  them,  it  is  "Mar- 
chons  au  diable  !  "  and  "  Vive  la  gloire  1 "  Directly  they  get 
beaten,  it  is  "  Ma  pauvre  patrie  ! "  and  "  Les  calamites  af- 
freuses  de  la  guerre  ! " 

"  However, "  said  I,  "  the  old  King  is  drawing  near  the  end 
of  his  days,  and  is  said  to  express  his  repentance  at  the  evils 
his  ambition  has  occasioned." 

The  old  soldier  shoved  back  his  hat,  and  offered  me  his 
snuff-box.  I  judged  by  this  that  he  was  a  little  mollified. 

"  Ah ! "  he  renewed,  after  a  pause,  "  ah !  times  are  sadly 
changed  since  the  year  1667;  when  the  young  King  —  he  was 
young  then  —  took  the  field  in  Flanders,  under  the  great  Tu- 
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renne.  Sacrlstie !  What  a  hero  he  looked  upon  his  white 
war-horse !  I  would  have  gone  —  ay,  and  the  meanest  and 
backwardest  soldier  in  the  camp  would  have  gone  —  into  the 
very  mouth  of  the  cannon  for  a  look  from  that  magnificent 
countenance,  or  a  word  from  that  mouth  which  knew  so  well 
what  words  were!  Sir,  there  was  in  the  war  of  '72,  when  we 
were  at  peace  with  Great  Britain,  an  English  gentleman,  then 
in  the  army,  afterwards  a  marshal  of  France :  I  remember,  as 
if  it  were  yesterday,  how  gallantly  he  behaved.  The  King 
sent  to  compliment  him  after  some  signal  proof  of  courage 
and  conduct,  and  asked  what  reward  he  would  have.  '  Sire, ' 
answered  the  Englishman,  'give  me  the  white  plume  you 
wore  this  day.'  From  that  moment  the  Englishman's  fortune 
was  made." 

"The  flattery  went  further  than  the  valour!  "  said  I,  smil- 
ing, as  I  recognized  in  the  anecdote  the  first  great  step  which 
my  father  had  made  in  the  ascent  of  fortune. 

"  Sacristie  !  "  cried  the  Frenchman,  "  it  was  no  flattery  then. 
We  so  idolized  the  King  that  mere  truth  would  have  seemed 
disloyalty;  and  we  no  more  thought  that  praise,  however  ex- 
travagant, was  adulation,  when  directed  to  him,  than  we 
should  have  thought  there  was  adulation  in  the  praise  we 
would  have  given  to  our  first  mistress.  But  it  is  all  changed 
now!  Who  now  cares  for  the  old  priest-ridden  monarch?" 

And  upon  this  the  veteran,  having  conquered  the  momen- 
tary enthusiasm  which  the  remembrance  of  the  King's  earlier 
glories  had  excited,  transferred  all  his  genius  of  description 
to  the  opposite  side  of  the  question,  and  declaimed,  with 
great  energy,  upon  the  royal  vices  and  errors,  which  were 
so  charming  in  prosperity,  and  were  now  so  detestable  in 
adversity. 

While  we  were  thus  conversing  we  approached  Versailles. 
We  thought  the  vicinity  of  the  town  seemed  unusually  de- 
serted. We  entered  the  main  street :  crowds  were  assembled ; 
a  universal  murmur  was  heard ;  excitement  sat  on  every  coun- 
tenance. Here  an  old  crone  was  endeavouring  to  explain 
something,  evidently  beyond  his  comprehension,  to  a  child  of 
three  years  old,  who,  with  open  mouth  and  fixed  eyes,  seemed 
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to  make  up  in  wonder  for  the  want  of  intelligence;  there  a 
group  of  old  disbanded  soldiers  occupied  the  way,  and  seemed, 
from  their  muttered  conversations,  to  vent  a  sneer  and  a  jest 
at  a  priest  who,  with  downward  countenance  and  melancholy 
air,  was  hurrying  along. 

One  young  fellow  was  calling  out,  "  At  least,  it  is  a  holy- 
day,  and  I  shall  go  to  Paris ! "  and,  as  a  contrast  to  him,  an 
old  withered  artisan,  leaning  on  a  gold-headed  cane,  with 
sharp  avarice  eloquent  in  every  line  of  his  face,  muttered  out 
to  a  fellow-miser,  "No  business  to-day,  no  money,  John;  no 
money !  "  One  knot  of  women,  of  all  ages,  close  by  which  my 
horse  passed,  was  entirely  occupied  with  a  single  topic,  and 
that  so  vehemently  that  I  heard  the  leading  words  of  the  dis- 
cussion. "  Mourning  —  becoming  —  what  fashion?  —  how 
long? — 0  del!"  Thus  do  follies  weave  themselves  round 
the  bier  of  death! 

"What  is  the  news,  gentlemen?"  said  I. 

"News!  what,  you  have  not  heard  it?  —  the  King  is  dead!" 

"  Louis  dead !  Louis  the  Great,  dead ! "  cried  my  com- 
panion. 

"  Louis  the  Great?  "  said  a  sullen-looking  man, —  "  Louis  the 
persecutor ! " 

;<  Ah,  he  's  a  Huguenot!  "  cried  another  with  haggard  cheeks 
and  hollow  eyes,  scowling  at  the  last  speaker.  "  Never  mind 
what  he  says :  the  King  was  right  when  he  refused  protection 
to  the  heretics ;  but  was  he  right  when  he  levied  such  taxes 
on  the  Catholics?" 

"Hush!"  said  a  third  —  "hush:  it  may  be  unsafe  to  speak; 
there  are  spies  about ;  for  my  part,  I  think  it  was  all  the  fault 
of  the  noblesse." 

"  And  the  Favourites !  "  cried  a  soldier,  fiercely. 

"  And  the  Harlots !  "  cried  a  hag  of  eighty. 

"  And  the  Priests !  "  muttered  the  Huguenot. 

"  And  the  Tax-gatherers !  "  added  the  lean  Catholic. 

We  rode  slowly  on.  My  comrade  was  evidently  and  pow- 
erfully affected. 

"So,  he  is  dead!"  said  he.  "Dead!  —  well,  well,  peace  be 
with  him!  He  conquered  in  Holland;  he  humbled  Genoa; 
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he  dictated  to  Spain;  he  commanded  Conde"  and  Turenne;  he 
—  Bah !  What  is  all  this !  "  then,  turning  abruptly  to  me,  my 
companion  cried,  "  I  did  not  speak  against  the  King,  did  I, 
Sir?" 

"Not  much." 

"I  am  glad  of  that, — yes,  very  glad!"  Arid  the  old  man 
glared  fiercely  round  on  a  troop  of  boys  who  were  audibly 
abusing  the  dead  lion. 

"  I  would  have  bit  out  my  tongue  rather  than  it  had  joined 
m  the  base  joy  of  these  yelping  curs.  Heavens!  when  I 
think  what  shouts  I  have  heard  when  the  name  of  that  man, 
then  deemed  little  less  than  a  god,  was  but  breathed!  —  and 
now  —  why  do  you  look  at  me,  Sir?  My  eyes  are  moist;  I 
know  it,  Sir,  —  I  know  it.  The  old  battered  broken  soldier, 
who  made  his  first  campaigns  when  that  which  is  now  dust 
was  the  idol  of  France  and  the  pupil  of  Turenne, — the  old 
soldier's  eyes  shall  not  be  dry,  though  there  is  not  another 
tear  shed  in  the  whole  of  this  great  empire." 

"Your  three  sons?"  said  I;  "you  did  not  weep  for  them?" 

"  No,  Sir :  I  loved  them  when  I  was  old ;  but  I  loved  Louis 
when  I  was  young  !  " 

"  Your  oppressed  and  pillaged  country?  "  said  I,  "think  of 
that." 

"No,  Sir,  I  will  not  think  of  it!  "  cried  the  old  warrior  in  a 
passion.  "I  will  not  think  of  it  —  to-day,  at  least." 

"  You  are  right,  my  brave  friend :  in  the  grave  let  us  bury 
even  public  wrongs;  but  let  us  not  bury  their  remembrance. 
May  the  joy  we  read  in  every  face  that  we  pass  —  joy  at  the 
death  of  one  whom  idolatry  once  almost  seemed  to  deem  im- 
mortal —  be  a  lesson  to  future  kings ! " 

My  comrade  did  not  immediately  answer;  but,  after  a 
pause  and  we  had  turned  our  backs  upon  the  town,  he  said, — 

"Joy,  Sir, — you  spoke  of  joy!  Yes,  we  are  Frenchmen: 
we  forgive  our  rulers  easily  for  private  vices  and  petty  faults ; 
but  we  never  forgive  them  if  they  commit  the  greatest  of 
faults,  and  suffer  a  stain  to  rest  upon  — " 

"  What?  "  I  asked,  as  my  comrade  broke  off. 

"The  national  glory,  Monsieur!  "  said  he. 
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"  You  have  hit  it, "  said  I,  smiling  at  the  turgid  sentiment 
which  was  so  really  and  deeply  felt.  "  And  had  you  written 
folios  upon  the  character  of  your  countrymen,  you  could  not 
have  expressed  it  better." 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

IN    WHICH     THERE     IS     REASON     TO     FEAR    THAT     PRINCES     ARE 
NOT   INVARIABLY    FREE   FROM    HUMAN    PECCADILLOES. 

ON  entering  Paris,  my  veteran  fellow-traveller  took  leave 
of  me,  and  I  proceeded  to  my  hotel.  When  the  first  excite- 
ment of  my  thoughts  was  a  little  subsided,  and  after  some 
feelings  of  a  more  public  nature,  I  began  to  consider  what 
influence  the  King's  death  was  likely  to  have  on  my  own 
fortunes.  I  could  not  but  see  at  a  glance  that  for  the  cause 
of  the  Chevalier,  and  the  destiny  of  his  present  exertions 
in  Scotland,  it  was  the  most  fatal  event  that  could  have 
occurred. 

The  balance  of  power  in  the  contending  factions  of  France 
would,  I  foresaw,  lie  entirely  between  the  Duke  of  Orleans 
and  the  legitimatized  children  of  the  late  king:  the  latter, 
closely  leagued  as  they  were  with  Madame  de  Maintenon, 
could  not  be  much  disposed  to  consider  the  welfare  of  Count 
Devereux;  and  my  wishes,  therefore,  naturally  settled  on  the 
former.  I  was  not  doomed  to  a  long  suspense.  Every  one 
knows  that  the  very  next  day  the  Duke  of  Orleans  appeared 
before  Parliament,  and  was  proclaimed  Regent;  that  the  will 
of  the  late  King  was  set  aside ;  and  that  the  Duke  of  Maine 
suddenly  became  as  low  in  power  as  he  had  always  been  des- 
picable in  intellect.  A  little  hubbub  ensued :  people  in  gen- 
eral laughed  at  the  Regent's  finesse;  and  the  more  sagacious 
admired  the  courage  and  address  of  which  the  finesse  was 
composed.  The  Regent's  mother  wrote  a  letter  of  sixty-nine 
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pages  about  it;  and  the  Duchess  of  Maine  boxed  the  Duke's 
ears  very  heartily  for  not  being  as  clever  as  herself.  All 
Paris  teemed  with  joyous  forebodings;  and  the  Regent, 
whom  every  one  some  time  ago  had  suspected  of  poisoning 
his  cousins,  every  one  now  declared  to  be  the  most  perfect 
prince  that  could  possibly  be  imagined,  and  the  very  picture 
of  Henri  Quatre  in  goodness  as  well  as  physiognomy.  Three 
days  after  this  event,  one  happened  to  myself  with  which  my 
public  career  may  be  said  to  commence. 

I  had  spent  the  evening  at  a  house  in  a  distant  part  of 
Paris,  and,  invited  by  the  beauty  of  the  night,  had  dismissed 
my  carriage,  and  was  walking  home  alone  and  on  foot.  Oc- 
cupied with  my  reflections,  and  not  very  well  acquainted 
with  the  dangerous  and  dark  streets  of  Paris,  in  which  it  was 
very  rare  for  those  who  have  carriages  to  wander  on  foot,  I 
insensibly  strayed  from  my  proper  direction.  When  I  first 
discovered  this  disagreeable  fact,  I  was  in  a  filthy  and  obscure 
lane  rather  than  street,  which  I  did  not  remember  having 
ever  honoured  with  my  presence  before.  While  I  was  paus- 
ing in  the  vain  hope  and  anxious  endeavour  to  shape  out 
some  imaginary  chart  —  some  "map  of  the  mind,"  by  which 
to  direct  my  bewildered  course  — I  heard  a  confused  noise 
proceed  from  another  lane  at  right  angles  with  the  one  in 
which  I  then  was.  I  listened:  the  sound  became  more  dis- 
tinct; I  recognized  human  voices  in  loud  and  angry  alterca- 
tion; a  moment  more  and  there  was  a  scream.  Though  I  did 
not  attach  much  importance  to  the  circumstance,  I  thought  I 
might  as  well  approach  nearer  to  the  quarter  of  noise.  I 
walked  to  the  door  of  the  house  from  which  the  scream  pro- 
ceeded; it  was  very  small  and  mean.  Just  as  I  neared  it,  a 
window  was  thrown  open,  and  a  voice  cried,  "Help!  help! 
for  God's  sake,  help!" 

"What's  the  matter?"  I  asked. 

"  Whoever  you  are,  save  us ! "  cried  the  voice,  "  and  that 
instantly,  or  we  shall  be  murdered ; "  and,  the  moment  after, 
the  voice  ceased  abruptly,  and  was  succeeded  by  the  clashing 
of  swords. 

I  beat  loudly  at  the  door;  I  shouted  out, —  no  answer;  the 
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scuffle  within  seemed  to  increase.  I  saw  a  small  blind  alley 
to  the  left;  one  of  the  unfortunate  women  to  whom  such 
places  are  homes  was  standing  in  it. 

"  What  possibility  is  there  of  entering  the  house?  "  I  asked. 

"Oh!"  said  she,  "it  does  not  matter;  it  is  not  the  first 
time ' gentlemen  have  cut  each  other's  throats  there" 

"  What!  is  it  a  house  of  bad  repute? " 

"Yes;  and  where  there  are  bullies  who  wear  knives,  and 
take  purses,  as  well  as  ladies  who  — " 

"  Good  heavens ! "  cried  I,  interrupting  her,  "  there  is  no 
time  to  be  lost.  Is  there  no  way  of  entrance  but  at  this 
door?" 

"Yes,  if  you  are  bold  enough  to  enter  at  another  1 " 

"Where?" 

"Down  this  alley." 

Immediately  I  entered  the  alley;  the  woman  pointed  to 
a  small,  dark,  narrow  flight  of  stairs ;  I  ascended ;  the  sounds 
increased  in  loudness.  I  mounted  to  the  second  flight; 
a  light  streamed  from  a  door;  the  clashing  of  swords  was 
distinctly  audible  within;  I  broke  open  the  door,  and  found 
myself  a  witness  and  intruder  on  a  scene  at  once  ludicrous 
and  fearful. 

A  table,  covered  with  bottles  and  the  remnants  of  a  meal, 
was  in  the  centre  of  the  room;  several  articles  of  women's 
dress  were  scattered  over  the  floor;  two  women  of  unequivo- 
cal description  were  clinging  to  a  man  richly  dressed,  and 
who  having  fortunately  got  behind  an  immense  chair,  that 
had  been  overthrown  probably  in  the  scuffle,  managed  to  keep 
off  with  awkward  address  a  fierce-looking  fellow,  who  had 
less  scope  for  the  ability  of  his  sword-arm,  from  the  circum- 
stance of  his  attempting  to  pull  away  the  chair  with  his  left 
hand.  Whenever  he  stooped  to  effect  this  object  his  antago- 
nist thrust  at  him  very  vigorously,  and  had  it  not  been  for 
the  embarrassment  his  female  enemies  occasioned  him,  the 
latter  would,  in  all  probability,  have  despatched  or  disabled 
his  besieger.  This  fortified  gentleman,  being  backed  by  the 
window,  I  immediately  concluded  to  be  the  person  who  had 
called  to  me  for  assistance. 

20 
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At  the  other  corner  of  the  apartment  was  another  cavalier, 
who  used  his  sword  with  singular  skill,  but  who,  being  hard 
pressed  by  two  lusty  fellows,  was  forced  to  employ  that  skill 
rather  in  defence  than  attack.  Altogether,  the  disordered 
appearance  of  the  room,  the  broken  bottles,  the  fumes  with 
which  the  hot  atmosphere  teemed,  the  evident  profligacy  of 
the  two  women,  the  half -undressed  guise  of  the  cavaliers,  and 
the  ruffian  air  and  collected  ferocity  of  the  assailants,  plainly 
denoted  that  it  was  one  of  those  perilous  festivals  of  pleasure 
in  which  imprudent  gallants  were  often,  in  that  day,  betrayed 
by  treacherous  Delilahs  into  the  hands  of  Philistines,  who, 
not  contented  with  stripping  them  for  the  sake  of  plunder, 
frequently  murdered  them  for  the  sake  of  secrecy. 

Having  taken  a  rapid  but  satisfactory  survey  of  the  scene, 
I  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  make  any  preparatory  parley. 
I  threw  myself  upon  the  nearest  bravo  with  so  hearty  a  good 
will  that  I  ran  him  through  the  body  before  he  had  recovered 
his  surprise  at  my  appearance.  This  somewhat  startled  the 
other  two ;  they  drew  back  and  demanded  quarter. 

"  Quarter,  indeed !  "  cried  the  farther  cavalier,  releasing  him- 
self from  his  astonished  female  assailants,  and  leaping  nimbly 
over  his  bulwark  into  the  centre  of  the  room,  "quarter,  in- 
deed, rascally  ivrognes!  No;  it  is  our  turn  now!  and,  by 
Joseph  of  Arimathea!  you  shall  sup  with  Pilate  to-night." 
So  saying,  he  pressed  his  old  assailant  so  fiercely  that,  after 
a  short  contest,  the  latter  retreated  till  he  had  backed  him- 
self to  the  door;  he  then  suddenly  turned  round,  and  vanished 
in  a  twinkling.  The  third  and  remaining  ruffian  was  far 
from  thinking  himself  a  match  for  three  men ;  he  fell  on  his 
knees,  and  implored  mercy.  However,  the  ci-devant  sustainer 
of  the  besieged  chair  was  but  little  disposed  to  afford  him  the 
clemency  he  demanded,  and  approached  the  crestfallen  bravo 
with  so  grim  an  air  of  truculent  delight,  brandishing  his 
sword  and  uttering  the  most  terrible  threats,  that  there  would 
have  been  small  doubt  of  the  final  catastrophe  of  the  trem- 
bling bully,  had  not  the  other  gallant  thrown  himself  in  the 
way  of  his  friend. 

"Put  up  thy  sword,"  said  he,  laughing,  and  yet  with  an  air 
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of  command;  "we  must  not  court  crime,  and  then  punish  it." 
Then,  turning  to  the  bully,  he  said,  "Rise,  Sir  Rascal!  the 
devil  spares  thee  a  little  longer,  and  this  gentleman  will  not 
disobey  his  as  well  as  thy  master's  wishes.  Begone! " 

The  fellow  wanted  no  second  invitation :  he  sprang  to  his 
legs,  and  to  the  door.  The  disappointed  cavalier  assisted  his 
descent  down  the  stairs  with  a  kick  that  would  have  done 
the  work  of  the  sword  to  any  flesh  not  accustomed  to  similar 
applications.  Putting  up  his  rapier,  the  milder  gentleman 
then  turned  to  the  ladies,  who  lay  huddled  together  under 
shelter  of  the  chair  which  their  intended  victim  had 
deserted. 

"Ah,  Mesdames,"  said  he,  gravely,  and  with  a  low  bow, 
"  I  am  sorry  for  your  disappointment.  As  long  as  you  con- 
tented yourselves  with  robbery,  it  were  a  shame  to  have  in- 
terfered with  your  innocent  amusements;  but  cold  steel 
becomes  serious.  Monsieur  D'Argenson  will  favour  you 
with  some  inquiries  to-morrow;  at  present,  I  recommend  you 
to  empty  what  remains  in  the  bottle.  Adieu!  Monsieur, 
to  whom  I  am  so  greatly  indebted,  honour  me  with  your  arm 
down  these  stairs.  You"  (turning  to  his  friend)  "will  fol- 
low us,  and  keep  a  sharp  look  behind.  Allans  !  Vive  Henri 
Quatre  !  " 

As  we  descended  the  dark  and  rough  stairs,  my  new  com- 
panion said,  "  What  an  excellent  antidote  to  the  effects  of  the 
vin  de  champagne  is  this  same  fighting!  I  feel  as  if  I  had 
not  tasted  a  drop  these  six  hours.  What  fortune  brought  you 
hither,  Monsieur?"  addressing  me. 

We  were  now  at  the  foot  of  the  first  flight  of  stairs ;  a  high 
and  small  window  admitted  the  moonlight,  and  we  saw  each 
other's  faces  clearly. 

"That  fortune,"  answered  I,  looking  at  my  acquaintance 
steadily,  but  with  an  expression  of  profound  respect, —  "that 
fortune  which  watches  over  kingdoms,  and  which,  I  trust, 
may  in  no  place  or  circumstance  be  a  deserter  from  your 
Highness." 

"  Highness  I  "  said  my  companion,  colouring,  and  darting  a 
glance,  first  at  his  friend  and  then  at  me.  "Hist,  Sir,  you 
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know  me,  then, —  speak  low, — you  know,  then,  for  whom  you 
have  drawn  your  sword?" 

"  Yes,  so  please  your  Highness.  I  have  drawn  it  this  night 
for  Philip  of  Orleans ;  I  trust  yet,  in  another  scene  and  for 
another  cause,  to  draw  it  for  the  Regent  of  France ! " 


CHAPTER  IX. 

A  PRINCE,    AN   AUDIENCE,    AND   A   SECRET   EMBASSY. 

THE  Regent  remained  silent  for  a  moment:  he  then  said  in 
an  altered  and  grave  voice,  "  C'est  bien,  Monsieur  !  I  thank 
you  for  the  distinction  you  have  made.  It  were  not  amiss  " 
(he  added,  turning  to  his  comrade)  "  that  you  would  now  and 
then  deign,  henceforward,  to  make  the  same  distinction.  But 
this  is  neither  time  nor  place  for  parlance.  On,  gentlemen !  " 

We  left  the  house,  passed  into  the  street,  and  moved  on 
rapidly,  and  in  silence,  till  the  constitutional  gayety  of  the 
Duke  recovering  its  ordinary  tone,  he  said  with  a  laugh, — 

"Well,  now,  it  is  a  little  hard  that  a  man  who  has  been 
toiling  all  day  for  the  public  good  should  feel  ashamed  of 
indulging  for  an  hour  or  two  at  night  in  his  private  amuse- 
ments; but  so  it  is.  'Once  grave,  always  grave!'  is  the  maxim 
of  the  world;  eh,  Chatran?" 

The  companion  bowed.  "  'T  is  a  very  good  saying,  please 
your  Royal  Highness,  and  is  intended  to  warn  us  from  the 
sin  of  ever  being  grave ! " 

"Ha!  ha!  you  have  a  great  turn  for  morality,  my  good 
Chatran ! "  cried  the  Duke,  "  and  would  draw  a  rule  for  con- 
duct out  of  the  wickedest  bon  mot  of  Dubois.  Monsieur,  par- 
don me,  but  I  have  seen  you  before :  you  are  the  Count  —  " 

"  Devereux,  Monseigneur. " 

"  True,  true !  I  have  heard  much  of  you :  you  are  intimate 
with  Milord  Bolingbroke.  Would  that  I  had  fifty  friends 
like  him." 
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"Monseigneur  would  have  little  trouble  in  his  regency  if 
his  wish  were  realized,"  said  Chatran. 

"  Tant  mieux,  so  long  as  I  had  little  odium,  as  well  as  little 
trouble, —  a  happiness  which,  thanks  to  you  and  Dubois,  I  am 
not  likely  to  enjoy,  —  but  there»is  the  carriage!  " 

And  the  Duke  pointed  to  a  dark,  plain  carriage,  which  we 
had  suddenly  come  upon. 

"  Count  Devereux, "  said  the  merry  Regent,  "  you  will  enter ; 
my  duty  requires  that,  at  this  seductive  hour,  I  should  see  a 
young  gentleman  of  your  dangerous  age  safely  lodged  at  his 
hotel!" 

We  entered,  Chatran  gave  the  orders,  and  we  drove  off 
rapidly. 

The  Regent  hummed  a  tune,  and  his  two  companions  lis- 
tened to  it  in  respectful  silence. 

"  Well,  well,  Messieurs, "  said  he,  bursting  out  at  last  into 
open  voice,  "  I  will  ever  believe,  in  future,  that  the  gods  do 
look  benignantly  on  us  worshippers  of  the  Alma  Venus !  Do 
you  know  much  of  Tibullus,  Monsieur  Devereux?  And  can 
you  assist  my  memory  with  the  continuation  of  the  line  — 

" '  Quisquis  araore  tenetur,  eat  — ' " 

" '  tutusque  sacerque 
Qualibet,  insidias  non  timuisse  decet,'"1 

answered  I. 

"  Bon  f  "  cried  the  Duke.  "  I  love  a  gentleman,  from  my  very 
soul,  when  he  can  both  fight  well  and  read  Latin !  I  hate  a 
man  who  is  merely  a  winebibber  and  blade-drawer.  By  Saint 
Louis,  though  it  is  an  excellent  thing  to  fill  the  stomach,  es- 
pecially with  Tokay,  yet  there  is  no  reason  in  the  world  why 
we  should  not  fill  the  head  too.  But  here  we  are.  Adieu, 
Monsieur  Devereux:  we  shall  see  you  at  the  Palace." 

I  expressed  my  thanks  briefly  at  the  Regent's  condescen- 
sion, descended  from  the  carriage  (which  instantly  drove  off 
with  renewed  celerity),  and  once  more  entered  my  h6tel. 

1  "  Whosoever  is  possessed  by  Love  may  go  safe  and  holy  withersoever  he 
likes.  It  becomes  not  him  to  fear  snares. " 
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Two  or  three  days  after  my  adventure  with  the  Regent,  I 
thought  it  expedient  to  favour  that  eccentric  prince  with  a 
visit.  During  the  early  part  of  his  regency,  it  is  well  known 
how  successfully  he  combated  with  his  natural  indolence, 
and  how  devotedly  his  mornings  were  surrendered  to  the  toils 
of  his  new  office ;  but  when  pleasure  has  grown  habit,  it  re- 
quires a  stronger  mind  than  that  of  Philippe  le  Debonnaire 
to  give  it  a  permanent  successor  in  business.  Pleasure  is,  in- 
deed, like  the  genius  of  the  fable,  the  most  useful  of  slaves, 
while  you  subdue  it;  the  most  intolerable  of  tyrants  the 
moment  your  negligence  suffers  it  to  subdue  you. 

The  hours  in  which  the  Prince  gave  audience  to  the  com- 
rades of  his  lighter  rather  than  graver  occupations  were 
those  immediately  before  and  after  his  levee.  I  thought 
that  this  would  be  the  best  season  for  me  to  present  myself. 
Accordingly,  one  morning  after  the  levee,  I  repaired  to  his 
palace. 

The  ante-chamber  was  already  crowded.  I  sat  myself 
quietly  down  in  one  corner  of  the  room,  and  looked  upon  the 
motley  groups  around.  I  smiled  inly  as  they  reminded  me  of 
the  scenes  my  own  anteroom,  in  my  younger  days  of  folly 
and  fortune,  was  wont  to  exhibit;  the  same  heterogeneous 
assemblage  (only  upon  a  grander  scale)  of  the  ministers  to 
the  physical  appetites  and  the  mental  tastes.  There  was  the 
fretting  and  impudent  mountebank,  side  by  side  with  the 
gentle  and  patient  scholar;  the  harlot's  envoy  and  the  priest's 
messenger ;  the  agent  of  the  police  and  the  licensed  breaker 
of  its  laws;  there  —  but  what  boots  a  more  prolix  description? 
What  is  the  anteroom  of  a  great  man,  who  has  many  wants 
and  many  tastes,  but  a  panorama  of  the  blended  disparities  of 
this  compounded  world? 

While  I  was  moralizing,  a  gentleman  suddenly  thrust  his 
head  out  of  a  door,  and  appeared  to  reconnoitre  us.  Instantly 
the  crowd  swept  up  to  him.  I  thought  I  might  as  well  follow 
the  general  example,  and  pushing  aside  some  of  my  fellow- 
loiterers,  I  presented  myself  and  my  name  to  the  gentleman, 
with  the  most  ingratiating  air  I  could  command. 

The  gentleman,  who  was  tolerably  civil  for  a  great  man's 
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great  man,  promised  that  my  visit  should  be  immediately 
announced  to  the  Prince;  and  then,  with  the  politest  bow 
imaginable,  slapped  the  door  in  my  face.  After  I  had  waited 
about  seven  or  eight  minutes  longer,  the  gentleman  re-ap- 
peared, singled  me  from  the  crowd,  and  desired  me  to  follow 
him;  I  passed  through  another  room,  and  was  presently  in 
the  Regent's  presence. 

I  was  rather  startled  when  I  saw,  by  the  morning  light, 
and  in  deshabille,  the  person  of  that  royal  martyr  to  dissipa- 
tion. His  countenance  was  red,  but  bloated,  and  a  weakness 
in  his  eyes  added  considerably  to  the  jaded  and  haggard  ex- 
pression of  his  features.  A  proportion  of  stomach  rather  in- 
clined to  corpulency  seemed  to  betray  the  taste  for  the 
pleasures  of  the  table,  which  the  most  radically  coarse,  and 
yet  (strange  to  say)  the  most  generally  accomplished  and 
really  good-natured  of  royal  profligates,  combined  with  his 
other  qualifications.  He  was  yawning  very  elaborately  over 
a  great  heap  of  papers  when  I  entered.  He  finished  his  yawn 
(as  if  it  were  too  brief  and  too  precious  a  recreation  to  lose), 
and  then  said,  "Good  morning,  Monsieur  Devereux;  I  am 
glad  that  you  have  found  me  out  at  last." 

"I  was  afraid,  Monseigneur,  of  appearing  an  intruder  on 
your  presence,  by  offering  my  homage  to  you  before." 

"So  like  my  good  fortune,"  said  the  Eegent,  turning  to  a 
man  seated  at  another  table  at  some  distance,  whose  wily, 
astute  countenance,  piercing  eye,  and  licentious  expression 
of  lip  and  brow,  indicated  at  once  the  ability  arid  vice  which 
composed  his  character.  "  So  like  my  good  fortune,  is  it  not, 
Dubois?  If  ever  I  meet  with  a  tolerably  pleasant  fellow, 
who  does  not  disgrace  me  by  his  birth  or  reputation,  he  is  al- 
ways so  terribly  afraid  of  intruding !  and  whenever  I  pick  up 
a  respectable  personage  without  wit,  or  a  wit  without  respec- 
tability, he  attaches  himself  to  me  like  a  burr,  and  can't  live 
a  day  without  inquiring  after  my  health." 

Dubois  smiled,  bowed,  but  did  not  answer,  and  I  saw  that 
his  look  was  bent  darkly  and  keenly  upon  me. 

"  Well, "  said  the  Prince,  "  what  think  you  of  our  opera, 
Count  Devereux?  It  beats  your  English  one  —  eh?  " 
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"Ah,  certainly,  Monseigneur;  ours  is  but  a  reflection  of 
yours." 

"So  says  your  friend,  Milord  Bolingbroke,  a  person  who 
knows  about  operas  almost  as  much  as  I  do,  which,  vanity 
apart,  is  saying  a  great  deal.  I  should  like  very  well  to  visit 
England;  what  should  I  learn  best  there?  In  Spain  (I  shall 
always  love  Spain)  I  learned  to  cook." 

"Monseigneur,  I  fear,"  answered  I,  smiling,  "could  obtain 
but  little  additional  knowledge  in  that  art  in  our  barbarous 
country.  A  few  rude  and  imperfect  inventions  have,  indeed, 
of  late  years,  astonished  the  cultivators  of  the  science;  but 
the  night  of  ignorance  rests  still  upon  its  main  principles  and 
leading  truths.  Perhaps,  what  Monseigneur  would  find  best 
worth  studying  in  England  would  be  —  the  women." 

"  Ah,  the  women  all  over  the  world ! "  cried  the  Duke, 
laughing;  "but  I  hear  your  belles  Anglaises  are  sentimental, 
and  love  a  VArcadienne" 

"It  is  true  at  present;  but  who  shall  say  how  far  Mon- 
seigneur's  example  might  enlighten  them  in  a  train  of  thought 
so  erroneous  ?  " 

"True.  Nothing  like  example,  eh,  Dubois?  What  would 
Philip  of  Orleans  have  been  but  for  thee?" 

"  'L'exemple  souvent  n'est  qu'un  miroir  trompeur; 
Quelquefois  Tun  se  brise  oil  1'autre  s'est  sauve, 
Et  par  oil  1'un  pe'rit,  un  autre  est  conserve,'  "  1 

answered  Dubios,  out  of  "Cinna." 

"Corneille  is  right,"  rejoined  the  Regent.  "After  all,  to 
do  thee  justice,  man  petit  Abbe,  example  has  little  to  do  with 
corrupting  us.  Nature  pleads  the  cause  of  pleasure  as  Hy- 
perides  pleaded  that  of  Phryne.  She  has  no  need  of  elo- 
quence :  she  unveils  the  bosom  of  her  client,  and  the  client  is 
acquitted." 

"Monseigneur  shows  at  least  that  he  has  learned  to  profit 
by  my  humble  instructions  in  the  classics,"  said  Dubois. 

1  "  Example  is  often  but  a  deceitful  mirror,  where  sometimes  one  destroys 
himself,  while  another  comes  off  safe;  and  where  one  perishes,  another  is 
preserved." 
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The  Duke  did  not  answer.  I  turned  my  eyes  to  some  draw- 
ings on  the  table ;  I  expressed  my  admiration  of  them.  "  They 
are  mine,"  said  the  Kegent.  "Ah!  I  should  have  been  much 
more  accomplished  as  a  private  gentleman  than  I  fear  I  ever 
shall  loe  as  a  public  man  of  toil  and  business.  Business  — 
bah!  But  Necessity  is  the  only  real  sovereign  in  the  world, 
the  only  despot  for  whom  there  is  no  law.  What!  are  you 
going  already,  Count  Devereux?" 

"  Monseigneur's  anteroom  is  crowded  with  less  fortunate 
persons  than  myself,  whose  sins  of  envy  and  covetousness  I 
am  now  answerable  for." 

"Ah  —  well!  I  must  hear  the  poor  devils;  the  only  pleas- 
ure I  have  is  in  seeing  how  easily  I  can  make  them  happy. 
Would  to  Heaven,  Dubois,  that  one  could  govern  a  great 
kingdom  only  by  fair  words!  Count  Devereux,  you  have 
seen  me  to-day  as  my  acquaintance;  see  me  again  as  my 
petitioner.  Bon  jour,  Monsieur." 

And  I  retired,  very  well  pleased  with  my  reception;  from 
that  time,  indeed,  during  the  rest  of  my  short  stay  at  Paris, 
the  Prince  honoured  me  with  his  especial  favour.  But  I  have 
dwelt  too  long  on  my  sojourn  at  the  French  court.  The  per- 
sons whom  I  have  described,  and  who  alone  made  that  so- 
journ memorable,  must  be  my  apology. 

One  day  I  was  honoured  by  a  visit  from  the  Abbe"  Dubois. 
After  a  short  conversation  upon  indifferent  things,  he  accosted 
me  thus :  — 

"You  are  aware,  Count  Devereux,  of  the  partiality  which 
the  Regent  has  conceived  towards  you.  Fortunate  would  it 
be  for  the  Prince  "  (here  Dubois  elevated  his  brows  with  an 
ironical  and  arch  expression),  "so  good  by  disposition,  so  in- 
jured by  example,  if  his  partiality  had  been  more  frequently 
testified  towards  gentlemen  of  your  merit.  A  mission  of  con- 
siderable importance,  and  one  demanding  great  personal  ad- 
dress, gives  his  Royal  Highness  an  opportunity  of  testifying 
his  esteem  for  you.  He  honoured  me  with  a  conference  on 
the  subject  yesterday,  and  has  now  commissioned  me  to 
explain  to  you  the  technical  objects  of  this  mission,  and  to 
offer  to  you  the  honour  of  undertaking  it.  Should  you  accept 
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the  proposals,  you  will  wait  upon  his  Highness  before  his 
levee  to-morrow." 

Dubois  then  proceeded,  in  the  clear,  rapid  manner  peculiar 
to  him,  to  comment  on  the  state  of  Europe.  "For  France," 
said  he,  in  concluding  his  sketch,  "peace  is  absolutely  Neces- 
sary. A  drained  treasury,  an  exhausted  country,  require  it. 
You  see,  from  what  I  have  said,  that  Spain  and  England  are 
the  principal  quarters  from  which  we  are  to  dread  hostilities. 
Spain  we  must  guard  against;  England  we  must  propitiate: 
the  latter  object  is  easy  in  England  in  any  case,  whether 
James  or  George  be  uppermost.  For  whoever  is  king  in  Eng- 
land will  have  quite  enough  to  do  at  home  to  make  him  agree 
willingly  enough  to  peace  abroad.  The  former  requires  a 
less  simple  and  a  more  enlarged  policy.  I  fear  the  ambition 
of  the  Queen  of  Spain  and  the  turbulent  genius  of  her  minion 
Alberoni.  We  must  fortify  ourselves  by  new  forms  of  alli- 
ance, at  various  courts,  which  shall  at  once  defend  us  and 
intimidate  our  enemies.  We  wish  to  employ  some  nobleman 
of  ability  and  address,  on  a  secret  mission  to  Russia:  will 
you  be  that  person?  Your  absence  from  Paris  will  be  but 
short ;  you  will  see  a  very  droll  country,  and  a  very  droll  sov- 
ereign; you  will  return  hither,  doubly  the  rage,  and  with  a 
just  claim  to  more  important  employment  hereafter.  What 
say  you  to  the  proposal?  " 

"I  must  hear  more,"  said  I,  "before  I  decide." 
The  Abbe  renewed.  It  is  needless  to  repeat  all  the  partic- 
ulars of  the  commission  that  he  enumerated.  Suffice  it  that, 
after  a  brief  consideration,  I  accepted  the  honour  proposed 
to  me.  The  Abbe"  wished  me  joy,  relapsed  into  his  ordinary 
strain  of  coarse  levity  for  a  few  minutes,  and  then,  remind- 
ing  me  that  I  was  to  attend  the  Regent  on  the  morrow,  de- 
parted. It  was  easy  to  see  that  in  the  mind  of  that  subtle 
and  crafty  ecclesiastic,  with  whose  manosuvres  private  in- 
trigues were  always  blended  with  public,  this  offer  of  employ- 
ment veiled  a  desire  to  banish  me  from  the  immediate  vicinity 
of  the  good-natured  Regent,  whose  favour  the  aspiring  Abbe 
wished  at  that  exact  moment  exclusively  to  monopolize. 
Mere  men  of  pleasure  he  knew  would  not  interfere  with  his 
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aims  upon  the  Prince ;  mere  men  of  business  still  less :  but  a 
man  who  was  thought  to  combine  the  capacities  of  both,  and 
who  was  moreover  distinguished  by  the  Regent,  he  deemed 
a  more  dangerous  rival  than  the  inestimable  person  thus 
suspected  really  was. 

However,  I  cared  little  for  the  honest  man's  motives.  Ad- 
venture to  me  had  always  greater  charms  than  dissipation, 
and  it  was  far  more  agreeable  to  the  nature  of  my  ambition, 
to  win  distinction  by  any  honourable  method,  than  by  favour- 
itism at  a  court  so  hollow,  so  unprincipled,  and  so  grossly 
licentious  as  that  of  the  Regent.  There  to  be  the  most  sue  • 
cessful  courtier  was  to  be  the  most  amusing  profligate.  Alas, 
when  the  heart  is  away  from  its  objects,  and  the  taste  revolts 
at  its  excess,  Pleasure  Is  worse  than  palling :  it  is  a  torture ! 
and  the  devil  in  Jonson's  play  did  not  perhaps  greatly  belie 
the  truth  when  he  averred  "  that  the  pains  in  his  native  coun- 
try were  pastimes  to  the  life  of  a  person  of  fashion." 

The  Duke  of  Orleans  received  me  the  next  morning  with 
more  than  his  wonted  bonhomie.  What  a  pity  that  so  good- 
natured  a  prince  should  have  been  so  bad  a  man!  He  en- 
larged more  easily  and  carelessly  than  his  worthy  preceptor 
had  done  upon  the  several  points  to  be  observed  in  my  mis- 
sion; then  condescendingly  told  me  he  was  very  sorry  to  lose 
me  from  his  court,  and  asked  me,  at  all  events,  before  I  left 
Paris,  to  be  a  guest  *at  one  of  his  select  suppers.  I  appreci- 
ated this  honour  at  its  just  value.  To  these  suppers  none 
were  asked  but  the  Prince's  chums,  or  roues,1  as  he  was 
pleased  to  call  them.  As,  entre  nous,  these  chums  were  for 
the  most  part  the  most  good-for-nothing  people  in  the  king- 
dom, I  could  not  but  feel  highly  flattered  at  being  deemed,  by 
so  deep  a  judge  of  character  as  the  Regent,  worthy  to  join 
them.  I  need  not  say  that  the  invitation  was  eagerly  ac- 
cepted, nor  that  I  left  Philippe  le  Debonnaire  impressed  with 
the  idea  of  his  being  the  most  admirable  person  in  Europe. 

1  The  term  roug,  now  so  comprehensive,  was  first  given  by  the  Regent  to 
a  select  number  of  his  friends ;  according  to  them,  because  they  would  be 
broken  on  the  wheel  for  hia  sake ;  according  to  himself,  became  they  deserved 
to  be  so  broken.  —  ED. 
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What  a  fool  a  great  man  is  if  he  does  not  study  to  be  affable, 
weigh  a  prince's  condescension  in  one  scale,  and  all  the  cardi- 
nal virtues  in  the  other,  and  the  condescension  will  outweigh 
them  all !  The  Eegent  of  France  ruined  his  country  as  much 
as  he  well  could  do,  and  there  was  not  a  dry  eye  when  he 
died! 

A  day  had  now  effected  a  change  —  a  great  change  —  in  my 
fate.  A.  new  court,  a  new  theatre  of  action,  a  new  walk  of 
ambition,  were  suddenly  opened  to  me.  Nothing  could  be 
more  promising  than  my  first  employment;  nothing  could  be 
more  pleasing  than  the  anticipation  of  the  change.  "  I  must 
force  myself  to  be  agreeable  to-night,"  said  I,  as  I  dressed 
for  the  Kegent's  supper.  "  I  must  leave  behind  me  the  re- 
membrance of  a  bon  mot,  or  I  shall  be  forgotten." 

And  I  was  right.  In  that  whirlpool,  the  capital  of  France, 
everything  sinks  but  wit:  that  is  always  on  the  surface;  and 
we  must  cling  to  it  with  a  firm  grasp,  if  we  would  not  go 
down  to  —  "the  deep  oblivion." 


CHAPTER  X. 

BOYAIi  EXERTIONS    FOB  THE   GOOD   OF   THE  PEOPLE. 

WHAT  a  singular  scene  was  that  private  supper  with  the 
Regent  of  France  and  his  roues!  The  party  consisted  of 
twenty:  nine  gentlemen  of  the  court  besides  myself;  four 
men  of  low  rank  and  character,  but  admirable  buffoons;  and 
six  ladies,  such  ladies  as  the  Duke  loved  best,  —  witty,  lively, 
sarcastic,  and  good  for  nothing. 

De  Chatran  accosted  me. 

"Je  suis  ravi,  mon  cher  Monsieur  Devereux,"  said  he, 
gravely,  "to  see  you  in  such  excellent  company:  you  must  be 
a  little  surprised  to  find  yourself  here!" 
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"Not  at  all!  every  scene  is  worth  one  visit.  He,  my  good 
Monsieur  Chatran,  who  goes  to  the  House  of  Correction  once 
is  a  philosopher :  he  who  goes  twice  is  a  rogue ! " 

"Thank  you,  Count,  what  am  I  then?  I  have  been  here 
twenty  times." 

"  Why,  I  will  answer  you  with  a  story.  The  soul  of  a  Jes- 
uit one  night,  when  its  body  was  asleep,  wandered  down  to 
the  lower  regions ;  Satan  caught  it,  and  was  about  to  consign 
it  to  some  appropriate  place;  the  soul  tried  hard  to  excuse 
itself:  you  know  what  a  cunning  thing  a  Jesuit's  soul  is! 
'Monsieur  Satan,'  said  the  spirit;  'no  king  should  punish  a 
traveller  as  he  would  a  native.  Upon  my  honour,  I  am 
merely  here  en  voyageur.'  'Go  then,'  said  Satan,  and  the 
soul  flew  back  to  its  body.  But  the  Jesuit  died,  and  came  to 
the  lower  regions  a  second  time.  He  was  brought  before  his 
Satanic  majesty,  and  made  the  same  excuse.  'No,  no,'  cried 
Beelzebub;  'once  here  is  to  be  only  le  diable  voyageur;  twice 
here,  and  you  are  le  diable  tout  de  bon, ' ' 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!"  said  Chatran,  laughingj  "I  then  am  the 
diable  tout  de  bon !  't  is  well  I  am  no  worse ;  for  we  reckon 
the  roues  a  devilish  deal  worse  than  the  very  worst  of  the 
devils, — but  see,  the  Regent  approaches  us." 

And,  leaving  a  very  pretty  and  gay-looking  lady,  the  Re- 
gent sauntered  towards  us.  It  was  in  walking,  by  the  by, 
that  he  lost  all  the  grace  of  his  mien.  I  don't  know,  how- 
ever, that  one  wishes  a  great  man  to  be  graceful,  so  long  as 
he  's  familiar. 

"  Aha,  Monsieur  Devereux ! "  said  he,  "  we  will  give  you 
some  lessons  in  cooking  to-night ;  we  shall  show  you  how  to 
provide  for  yourself  in  that  barbarous  country  which  you  are 
about  to  visit.  Tout  voyageur  doit  tout  savoirf" 

"  A  very  admirable  saying ;  which  leads  me  to  understand 
that  Monseigneur  has  been  a  great  traveller,"  said  I. 

"Ay,  in  all  things  and  all  places;  eh,  Count?"  answered 
the  Regent,  smiling ;  "  but, "  here  he  lowered  his  voice  a  lit- 
tle, "  I  have  never  yet  learned  how  you  came  so  opportunely 
to  our  assistance  that  night.  Dieu  me  damne  !  but  it  reminds 
me  of  the  old  story  of  the  two  sisters  meeting  at  a  gallant's 
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house.     'Oh,  Sister,  how  came  you  here?*  said  one,  in  vir- 
tuous amazement,     'del!  ma  sceur !  '  cries  the  other;  'what 
brought  you?"'1 

"Monseigneur  is  pleasant,"  said  I,  laughing;  "but  a  man 
does  now  and  then  (though  I  own  it  is  very  seldom)  do  a  good 
action,  without  having  previously  resolved  to  commit  a  bad 
one ! ' 

"I  like  your  parenthesis,"  cried  the  Regent;  "it  reminds 
me  of  my  friend  St.  Simon,  who  thinks  so  ill  of  mankind  that 
I  asked  him  one  day  whether  it  was  possible  for  him  to  de- 
spise anything  more  than  men?  'Yes,'  said  he,  with  a  low 
bow,  'women! ' ' 

"His  experience,"  said  I,  glancing  at  the  female  part  of  the 
coterie,  "was,  I  must  own,  likely  to  lead  him  to  that  opinion." 

"None  of  your  sarcasms,   Monsieur,"  cried  the   Regent. 

"'L'amusement  est  un  des  besoins  de  1'homme,'  as  I  hear 
young  Arouet  very  pithily  said  the  other  day;  and  we  owe 
gratitude  to  whomsoever  it  may  be  that  supplies  that  want. 
Now,  you  will  agree  with  me  that  none  supply  it  like  women : 
therefore  we  owe  them  gratitude ;  therefore  we  must  not  hear 
them  abused.  Logically  proved,  I  think !  " 

"  Yes,  indeed, "  said  I,  "  it  is  a  pleasure  to  find  they  have  so 
able  an  advocate;  and  that  your  Highness  can  so  well  apply 
to  yourself  both  the  assertions  in  the  motto  of  the  great  mas- 
ter of  fortification,  Vauban, —  'I  destroy,  but  I  defend.'" 

"Enough,"  said  the  Duke,  gayly,  "now  to  our  fortifica- 
tions; "  and  he  moved  away  towards  the  women;  I  followed 
the  royal  example,  and  soon  found  myself  seated  next  to  a 
pretty  and  very  small  woman.  We  entered  into  conversa- 
tion; and,  when  once  begun,  my  fair  companion  took  care 
that  it  should  not  cease,  without  a  miracle.  By  the  goddess 
Facundia,  what  volumes  of  words  issued  from  that  little 
mouth!  and  on  all  subjects  too!  church,  state,  law,  politics, 
play-houses,  lampoons,  lace,  liveries,  kings,  queens,  roturiers, 
beggars,  you  would  have  thought,  had  you  heard  her,  so  vast 
was  her  confusion  of  all  things,  that  chaos  had  come  again. 

1  The  reader  will  remember  a  better  version  of  this  anecdote  in  one  of  the 
most  popular  of  the  English  comedies.  —  ED, 
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Our  royal  host  did  not  escape  her.  "  You  never  before  supped 
here  en  famille,"  said  she, — "mon  Dieuf  it  will  do  your 
heart  good  to  see  how  much  the  Regent  will  eat.  He  has 
such  an  appetite;  you -know  he  never  eats  any  dinner,  in 
order  to  eat  the  more  at  supper.  You  see  that  little  dark 
woman  he  is  talking  to?  —  well,  she  is  Madame  de  Parabere: 
he  calls  her  his  little  black  crow;  was  there  ever  such  a  pet 
name?  Can  you  guess  why  he  likes  her?  Nay,  never  take 
the  trouble  of  thinking:  I  will  tell  you  at  once;  simply  be- 
cause she  eats  and  drinks  so  much.  Parole  d'honneur,  't  is 
true.  The  Regent  says  he  likes  sympathy  in  all  things!  is  it 
not  droll?  What  a  hideous  old  man  is  that  Noce:  his  face 
looks  as  if  it  had  caught  the  rainbow.  That  impudent  fellow 
Dubois  scolded  him  for  squeezing  so  many  louis  out  of  the 
good  Regent.  The  yellow  creature  attempted  to  deny  the 
fact.  'Nay,'  cried  Dubois,  'you  cannot  contradict  me:  I  see 
their  very  ghosts  in  your  face.'' 

While  my  companion  was  thus  amusing  herself,  Noce,  un- 
conscious of  her  panegyric  on  his  personal  attractions,  joined 
us. 

"Ah!  my  dear  Noce,"  said  the  lady,  most  affectionately, 
"  how  well  you  are  looking !  I  am  delighted  to  see  you. " 

"  I  do  not  doubt  it, "  said  Noce  "  for  I  have  to  inform  you 
that  your  petition  is  granted;  your  husband  will  have  the 
place." 

"  Oh,  how  eternally  grateful  I  am  to  you ! "  cried  the  lady, 
in  an  ecstasy;  "my  poor,  dear  husband  will  be  so  rejoiced. 
I  wish  I  had  wings  to  fly  to  him!" 

The  gallant  Noce"  uttered  a  compliment ;  I  thought  myself 
de  trop,  and  moved  away.  I  again  encountered  Chatran. 

"I  overheard  your  conversation  with  Madame  la  Marquise/' 
said  he,  smiling:  "she  has  a  bitter  tongue;  has  she  not?" 

"  Very !  how  she  abused  the  poor  rogue  Noc6 !  " 

u  Yes,  and  yet  he  is  her  lover !  " 

"Her  lover!  —  you  astonish  me:  why,  she  seemed  almost 
fond  of  her  husband;  the  tears  came  in  her  eyes  when  she 
spoke  of  him.'1 

"  She  is  fond  of  him !  "  said  Chatran,  dryly.    "  She  loves  the 
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ground  he  treads  on:  it  is  precisely  for  that  reason  she  fa- 
vours Noce*;  she  is  never  happy  but  when  she  is  procuring 
something  pour  son  cher  bon  mari.  She  goes  to  spend  a  week 
at  Noce's  country-house,  and  writes  to  her  husband,  with  a 
pen  dipped  in  her  blood,  saying,  'My  heart  is  with  thee!  ' " 

"Certainly,"  said  I,  "France  is  the  land  of  enigmas;  the 
sphynx  must  have  been  a  Parisienne.  And  when  Jupiter 
made  man,  he  made  two  natures  utterly  distinct  from  one 
another.  One  was  Human  nature,  and  the  other  French 
nature  !  " 

At  this  moment  supper  was  announced.  We  all  adjourned 
to  another  apartment,  where  to  my  great  surprise  I  observed 
the  cloth  laid,  the  sideboard  loaded,  the  wines  ready,  but 
nothing  to  eat  on  the  table !  A  Madame  de  Savori,  who  was 
next  me,  noted  my  surprise. 

"  What  astonishes  you,  Monsieur?  " 

"Nothing,  Madame,"  said  I;  "that  is,  the  absence  of  all 
things." 

"  What !  you  expected  to  see  supper?  n 

"I  own  my  delusion:  I  did." 

"It  is  not  cooked  yet  I  " 

"Oh!  well,  lean  wait!" 

"And  officiate  too!"  said  the  lady;  "in  a  word,  this  is 
one  of  the  Regent's  Booking  nights." 

Scarcely  had  I  received  this  explanation,  before  there  was  a 
general  adjournment  to  an  inner  apartment,  where  all  the 
necessary  articles  of  cooking  were  ready  to  our  hand. 

"  The  Regent  led  the  way, 
To  light  us  to  our  prey," 

and,  with  an  irresistible  gravity  and  importance  of  demeanour, 
entered  upon  the  duties  of  chef.  In  a  very  short  time  we 
were  all  engaged.  Nothing  could  exceed  the  zest  with  which 
every  one  seemed  to  enter  into  the  rites  of  the  kitchen.  You 
would  have  imagined  they  had  been  born  scullions,  they 
handled  the  batterie  de  cuisine  so  naturally.  As  for  me,  I 
sought  protection  with  Madame  de  Savori;  and  as,  fortu- 
nately, she  warf  very  deeply  skilled  in  the  science,  she  ha<l 
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occasion  to  employ  me  in  many  minor  avocations  which  her 
experience  taught  her  would  not  be  above  my  comprehension. 

After  we  had  spent  a  certain  time  in  this  dignified  occu- 
pation, we  returned  to  the  salle  a  manger.  The  attendants 
placed  the  dishes  on  the  table,  and  we  all  fell  to  Whether 
out  of  self-love  to  their  own  performances,  or  complaisance  to 
the  performances  of  others,  I  cannot  exactly  say,  but  certain 
it  is  that  all  the  guests  acquitted  themselves  a  merveille :  you 
would  not  have  imagined  the  Regent  the  only  one  who  had 
gone  without  dinner  to  eat  the  more  at  supper.  Even  that 
devoted  wife  to  her  cher  bon  mari,  who  had  so  severely  dwelt 
upon  the  good  Regent's  infirmity,  occupied  herself  with  an 
earnestness  that  would  have  seemed  almost  wolf-like  in  a 
famished  grenadier. 

Very  slight  indeed  was  the  conversation  till  the  supper  was 
nearly  over-,  then  the  effects  of  the  wine  became  more  percep- 
tible. The  Regent  was  the  first  person  who  evinced  that  he 
had  eaten  sufficiently  to  be  able  to  talk.  Utterly  dispensing 
with  the  slightest  veil  of  reserve  or  royalty,  he  leaned  over 
the  table,  and  poured  forth  a  whole  tide  of  jests.  The  guests 
then  began  to  think  it  was  indecorous  to  stuff  themselves 
any  more,  and,  as  well  as  they  were  able,  they  followed  their 
host's  example.  But  the  most  amusing  personages  were  the 
buffoons :  they  mimicked  and  joked,  and  lampooned  and  lied, 
as  if  by  inspiration.  As  the  bottle  circulated,  and  talk  grew 
louder,  the  lampooning  and  the  lying  were  not,  however,  con- 
fined to  the  buffoons.  On  the  contrary,  the  best  born  and 
best  bred  people  seemed  to  excel  the  most  in  those  polite  arts. 
Every  person  who  boasted  a  fair  name  or  a  decent  reputation 
at  court  was  seized,  condemned,  and  mangled  in  an  instant. 
And  how  elaborately  the  good  folks  slandered!  It  was  no 
hasty  word  and  flippant  repartee  which  did  the  business  of 
the  absent:  there  was  a  precision,  a  polish,  a  labour  of  mal- 
ice, which  showed  that  each  person  had  brought  so  many 
reputations  already  cut  up.  The  good-natured  convivialists 
differed  from  all  other  backbiters  that  I  have  ever  met,  in 
the  same  manner  as  the  toads  of  Surinam  differ  from  all  other 
toads;  namely,  their  venomous  offspring  were  not  half 
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formed,  misshapen  tadpoles  of  slander,  but  sprang  at  once 
into  life, — well  shaped  and  fully  developed. 

"  Chantons !  "  cried  the  Regent,  whose  eyes,  winking  and 
rolling,  gave  token  of  his  approaching  state  which  equals 
the  beggar  to  the  king;  "let  us  have  a  song.  Noce,  lift  up 
thy  voice,  and  let  us  hear  what  the  Tokay  has  put  into  thy 
head!" 

Noc£  obeyed,  and  sang  as  men  half  drunk  generally  do  sing. 
• "  0  Ciel !  "  whispered  the  malicious  Savori,  "  what  a  hid- 
eous screech:  one  would  think  he  had  turned  his  face  into  a 
voice  !  " 

"  Bravissimo  !  "  cried  the  Duke,  when  his  guest  had  ceased, 
—  "  what  happy  people  we  are !  Our  doors  are  locked ;  not  a 
soul  can  disturb  us:  we  have  plenty  of  wine;  we  are  going  to 
get  drunk;  and  we  have  all  Paris  to  abuse!  what  were  you 
saying  of  Marshal  Villars,  my  little  Parabere?" 

And  pounce  went  the  little  Parabere  upon  the  unfortunate 
marshal.  At  last  slander  had  a  respite :  nonsense  began  its 
reign;  the  full  inspiration  descended  upon  the  orgies;  the 
good  people  lost  the  use  of  their  faculties.  Noise,  clamour, 
uproar,  broken  bottles,  falling  chairs,  and  (I  grieve  to  say) 
their  occupants  falling  too, —  conclude  the  scene  of  the  royal 
supper.  Let  us  drop  the  curtain. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

AN  INTERVIEW. 

I  WENT  a  little  out  of  my  way,  on  departing  from  Paris,  to 
visit  Lord  Bolingbroke,  who  at  that  time  was  in  the  country. 
There  are  some  men  whom  one  never  really  sees  in  capitals ; 
one  sees  their  masks,  not  themselves:  Bolingbroke  was  one. 
It  was  in  retirement,  however  brief  it  might  be,  that  his  true 
nature  expanded  itself;  and,  weary  of  being  admired,  he  al- 
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lowed  one  to  love,  and,  even  in  the  wildest  course  of  his  ear- 
lier excesses,  to  respect  him.  My  visit  was  limited  to  a  few 
hours,  but  it  made  an  indelible  impression  on  me. 

"  Once  more, "  I  said,  as  we  walked  to  and  fro  in  the  garden 
of  his  temporary  retreat,  "once  more  you  are  in  your  element-, 
minister  and  statesman  of  a  prince,  and  chief  supporter  of 
the  great  plans  which  are  to  restore  him  to  his  throne." 

A  slight  shade  passed  over  Bolingbroke's  fine  brow.  "To 
you,  my  constant  friend,"  said  he,  "to  you, — who  of  all  my 
friends  alone  remained  true  in  exile,  and  unshaken  by  mis- 
fortune,—  to  you  I  will  confide  a  secret  that  I  would  intrust 
to  no  other.  I  repent  me  already  of  having  espoused  this 
cause.  I  did  so  while  yet  the  disgrace  of  an  unmerited  at- 
tainder tingled  in  my  veins;  while  I  was  in  the  full  tide  of 
those  violent  and  warm  passions  which  have  so  often  misled 
me.  Myself  attainted;  the  best  beloved  of  my  associates  in 
danger ;  my  party  deserted,  and  seemingly  lost  but  for  some 
bold  measure  such  as  then  offered, —  these  were  all  that  I  saw. 
I  listened  eagerly  to  representations  I  now  find  untrue ;  and  I 
accepted  that  rank  and  power  from  one  prince  which  were  so 
rudely  and  gallingly  torn  from  me  by  another.  I  perceive 
that  I  have  acted  imprudently ;  but  what  is  done,  is  done :  no 
private  scruples,  no  private  interest,  shall  make  me  waver  in 
a  cause  that  I  have  once  'pledged  myself  to  serve ;  and  if  I  can 
do  aught  to  make  a  weak  cause  powerful,  and  a  divided  party 
successful,  I  will ;  but,  Devereux,  you  are  wrong,  —  this  is 
not  my  element.  Ever  in  the  paths  of  strife,  I  have  sighed 
for  quiet;  and,  while  most  eager  in  pursuit  of  ambition,  I 
have  languished  the  most  fondly  for  content.  The  littleness 
of  intrigue  disgusts  me,  and  while  the  branches  of  my  power 
soared  the  highest,  and  spread  with  the  most  luxuriance,  it 
galled  me  to  think  of  the  miry  soil  in  which  that  power  was 
condemned  to  strike  the  roots,1  upon,  which  it  stood,  and  by 
which  it  must  be  nourished." 

1  "Occasional  Writer,"  No.  1.  The  Editor  has,  throughout  this  work, 
usually,  hut  not  invariably,  noted  the  passages  in  Bolingbroke's  writings,  in 
which  there  occur  similes,  illustrations,  or  striking  thoughts,  correspondent 

with  those  in  the  text. 
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I  answered  Bolingbroke  as  men  are  wont  to  answer 
statesmen  who  complain  of  their  calling, — half  in  com- 
pliment, half  in  contradiction;  but  he  replied  with  unusual 
seriousness, — 

"  Do  not  think  I  affect  to  speak  thus :  you  know  how  eagerly 
I  snatch  any  respite  from  state,  and  how  unmovedly  I  have 
borne  the  loss  of  prosperity  and  of  power.  You  are  now 
about  to  enter  those  perilous  paths  which  I  have  trod  for 
years.  Your  passions,  like  mine,  are  strong!  Beware,  oh, 
beware,  how  you  indulge  them  without  restraint !  They  are 
the  fires  which  should  warm :  let  them  not  be  the  fires  which 
destroy." 

Bolingbroke  paused  in  evident  and  great  agitation;  he  re- 
sumed: "I  speak  strongly,  for  I  speak  in  bitterness;  I  was 
thrown  early  into  the  world;  my  whole  education  hai  been 
framed  to  make  me  ambitious;  it  succeeded  in  its  end.  \ 
was  ambitious,  and  of  all  success, — success  in  pleasure,  suc- 
cess in  fame.  To  wean  me  from  the  former,  my  friends  per- 
suaded me  to  marry ;  they  chose  my  wife  for  her  connections 
and  her  fortune,  and  I  gained  those  advantages  at  the  expense 
of  what  was  better  than  either, — happiness!  You  know  how 
unfortunate  has  been  that  marriage,  and  how  young  I  was 
when  it  was  contracted.  Can  you  wonder  that  it  failed  in 
the  desired  effect?  Every  one  courted  me;  every  temptation 
assailed  me:  pleasure  even  became  more  alluring  abroad, 
when  at  home  I  had  no  longer  the  hope  of  peace ;  the  indul- 
gence of  one  passion  begat  the  indulgence  of  another;  and, 
though  my  better  sense  prompted  all  my  actions,  it  never  re- 
strained them  to  a  proper  limit.  ^  Thus  the  commencement  of 
my  actions  has  been  generally  prudent,  and  their  continuation 
has  deviated  into  rashness,  or  plunged  into  excess.  Devereux, 
I  have  paid  the  forfeit  of  my  errors  with  a  terrible  interest : 
when  my  motives  have  been  pure,  men  have  seen  a  fault  in 
the  conduct,  and  calumniated  the  motives;  when  my  conduct 
has  been  blameless,  men  have  remembered  its  former  errors, 
and  asserted  that  its  present  goodness  only  arose  from  some 
sinister  intention:  thus  I  have  been  termed  crafty,  when  I 
was  in  reality  rash,  and  that  was  called  the  inconsistency  of 
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interest  which  in  reality  was  the  inconsistency  of  passion.1  I 
have  reason,  therefore,  to  warn  you  how  you  suffer  your  sub- 
jects to  become  your  tyrants ;  and  believe  me  no  experience  is 
so  deep  as  that  of  one  who  has  committed  faults,  and  who  has 
discovered  their  causes." 

"  Apply,  my  dear  Lord,  that  experience  to  your  future  ca- 
reer. You  remember  what  the  most  sagacious  of  all  pedants,2 
even  though  he  was  an  emperor,  has  so  happily  expressed, — 
'Repentance  is  a  goddess,  and  the  preserver  of  those  who  have 
erred.'" 

"  May  I  find  her  so !  "  answered  Bolingbroke ;  "but  as  Mon- 
taigne or  Charron  would  say,  8  'Every  man  is  at  once  his 
own  sharper  and  his  own  bubble. '  We  make  vast  promises 
to  ourselves;  and  a  passion,  an  example,  sweeps  even  the 
remembrance  of  those  promises  from  our  minds.  One  is  too 
apt  to  believe  men  hypocrites,  if  their  conduct  squares  not 
with  their  sentiments ;  but  perhaps  no  vice  is  more  rare,  for 
no  task  is  more  difficult)  than  systematic  hypocrisy ;  and  the 
sajne  susceptibility  which  exposes  men  to  be  easily  impressed 
by  the  allurements  of  vice  renders  them  at  heart  most  struck 
by  the  loveliness  of  virtue.  Thus,  their  language  and  their 
hearts  worship  the  divinity  of  the  latter,  while  their  conduct 
strays  the  most  erringly  towards  the  false  shrines  over  which 

1  This  I  do  believe  to  be  the  real  (though  perhaps  it  is  a  new)  light  in 
which  Lord  Bolingbroke'a  life  and  character  are  to  be  viewed.    The  same 
writers  who  tell  us  of  his  ungovernable  passions,  always  prefix  to  his  name 
the  epithets  "  designing,  cunning,  crafty,"  etc.     Now  I  will  venture  to  tell 
these  historians  that,  if  they  had  studied  human  nature  instead  of  party 
pamphlets,  they  would  have  discovered  that  there  are  certain  incompatible 
qualities  which  can  never  be  united  in  one  character,  —  that  no  man  can  have 
violent  passions  to  which  he  is  in  the  halnt  of  yielding,  and  be  systematically 
crafty  and  designing.     No  man  can  be  all  heat,  and  at  the  same  time  all  cool- 
ness ;  but  opposite  causes  not  unoften  produce  like  effects.     Passion  usually 
makes  men  changeable,  so  sometimes  does  craft :  hence  the  mistake  of  the 

uninquiring  or  the  shallow ;  and  hence  while writes,  and compiles, 

will  the  characters  of  great  men  be  transmitted  to  posterity  misstated  and 
belied.  —  ED. 

2  The  Emperor  Julian.     The  original  expression  is  paraphrased  in  the 
text. 

8  "Spirit  of  Patriotism." 
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the  former  presides.  Yes!  I  have  never  been  blind  to  the 
surpassing  excellence  of  GOOD.  The  still,  sweet  whispers  of 
virtue  have  been  heard,  even  when  the  storm  has  been  loud- 
est, and  the  bark  of  Reason  been  driven  the  most  impetuously 
over  the  waves :  and,  at  this  moment,  I  am  impressed  with  a 
foreboding  that,  sooner  or  later,  the  whispers  will  not  only 
be  heard,  but  their  suggestion  be  obeyed;  and  that,  far  from 
courts  and  intrigue,  from  dissipation  and  amibition,  I  shall 
learn,  in  retirement,  the  true  principles  of  wisdom,  and  the 
real  objects  of  life." 

Thus  did  Bolingbroke  converse,  and  thus  did  I  listen,  till 
it  was  time  to  depart.  I  left  him  impressed  with  a  melan- 
choly that  was  rather  soothing  than  distasteful.  Whatever 
were  the  faults  of  that  most  extraordinary  and  most  dazzling 
genius,  no  one  was  ever  more  candid *  in  confessing  his  errors. 
A  systematically  bad  man  either  ridicules  what  is  good  or 
disbelieves  in  its  existence;  but  no  man  can  be  hardened  in 
vice  whose  heart  is  still  sensible  of  the  excellence  and  the 
glory  of  virtue. 

1  It  is  impossible  to  read  the  letter  to  Sir  W.  Windham  without  being  re- 
markably struck  with  the  dignified  and  yet  open  candour  which  it  displays. 
The  same  candour  is  equally  visible  in  whatever  relates  to  himself,  in  all 
Lord  Bolingbroke's  writings  and  correspondence ;  and  yet  candour  is  the 
last  attribute  usually  conceded  to  him.  But  never  was  there  a  writer  whom 
people  have  talked  of  more  and  read  less ,  and  I  do  not  know  a  greater  proof 
of  this  than  the  ever-repeated  assertion  (echoed  from  a  most  incompetent 
authority)  of  the  said  letter  to  Sir  W.  Windham  being  the  finest  of  all  Lord 
Bolingbroke's  writings.  It  is  an  article  of  great  value  to  the  history  of  the 
times ;  but,  as  to  all  the  higher  graces  and  qualities  of  composition,  it  is  one 
of  the  least  striking  (and  on  the  other  hand  it  is  one  of  the  most  verbally 
incorrect)  which  he  has  bequeathed  to  us  (the  posthumous  works  always 
excepted).  I  am  not  sure  whether  the  most  brilliant  passages,  the  most 
noble  illustrations,  the  most  profound  reflections,  and  most  useful  truths,  to 
be  found  in  all  his  writings,  are  not  to  be  gathered  from  the  least  popular  of 
them,  —such  as  that  volume  entitled  "Political  Tracts."  —  ED. 


BOOK    V. 

• 

CHAPTER  I. 

A   PORTRAIT. 

MYSTERIOUS  impulse  at  the  heart,  which  never  suffers  us  to 
be  at  rest,  which  urges  us  onward  as  by  an  unseen  yet  irresis- 
tible law  —  human  planets  in  a  petty  orbit,  hurried  forever 
and  forever,  till  our  course  is  run  and  our  light  is  quenched 
—  through  the  circle  of  a  dark  and  impenetrable  destiny!  art 
thou  not  some  faint  forecast  and  type  of  our  wanderings  here- 
after; of  the  unslumbering  nature  of  the  soul;  of  the  ever- 
lasting progress  which  we  are  predoomed  to  make  through  the 
countless  steps  and  realms  and  harmonies  in  the  infinite  cre- 
ation? Oh,  often  in  my  rovings  have  I  dared  to  dream  so, — 
often  have  I  soared  on  the  wild  wings  of  thought  above  the 
"smoke  and  stir"  of  this  dim  earth,  and  wrought,  from 
the  restless  visions  of  my  mind,  a  chart  of  the  glories  and  the 
wonders  which  the  released  spirit  may  hereafter  visit  and 
behold! 

What  a  glad  awakening  from  self,  —  what  a  sparkling  and 
fresh  draught  from  a  new  source  of  being, — what  a  wheel 
within  wheel,  animating,  impelling,  arousing  all  the  rest 
of  this  animal  machine,  is  the  first  excitement  of  Travel! 
the  first  free  escape  from  the  bonds  of  the  linked  and  tame 
life  of  cities  and  social  vices, — the  jaded  pleasure  and  the 
hollow  love,  the  monotonous  round  of  sordid  objects  and  dull 
desires, — the  eternal  chain  that  binds  us  to  things  and  be- 
ings, mockeries  of  ourselves,  —  alike,  but  oh,  how  different! 
the  shock  thcit  brings  us  nearer  to  men  only  to  make  us  strive 
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against  them,  and  learn,  from  the  harsh  contest  of  veiled  de 
ceit  and  open  force,  that  the  more  we  share  the  aims  of  others, 
the  more  deeply  and  basely  rooted  we  grow  to  the  littleness 
of  self! 

I  passed  more  lingeringly  through  France  than  I  did  through 
the  other  portions  of  my  route.  I  had  dwelt  long  enough  in 
the  capital  to  be  anxious  to  survey  the  country.  It  was  then 
that  the  last  scale  which  the  magic  of  Louis  Quatorze  and  the 
memory  of  his  gorgeous  court  had  left  upon  the  mortal  eye 
fell  off,  and  I  saw  the  real  essence  of  that  monarch's  greatness 
and  the  true  relics  of  his  reign.  I  saw  the  poor,  and  the 
degraded,  and  the  racked,  and  the  priest-ridden,  tillers  and 
peoplers  of  the  soil,  which  made  the  substance  beneath  the 
glittering  and  false  surface, — the  body  of  that  vast  empire,  of 
which  I  had  hitherto  beheld  only  the  face,  and  THAT  darkly, 
and  for  the  most  part  covered  by  a  mask ! 

No  man  can  look  upon  France,  beautiful  France, — her  rich 
soil,  her  temperate  yet  maturing  clime,  the  gallant  and  bold 
spirits  which  she  produces,  her  boundaries  so  indicated  and 
protected  by  Nature  itself,  her  advantages  of  ocean  and  land, 
of  commerce  and  agriculture, —  and  not  wonder  that  her  pros- 
perity should  be  so  bloated,  and  her  real  state  so  wretched 
and  diseased. 

Let  England  draw  the  moral,  and  beware  not  only  of  wars 
which  exhaust,  but  of  governments  which  impoverish.  A 
waste  of  the  public  wealth  is  the  most  lasting  of  public  afflic- 
tions; and  "the  treasury  which  is  drained  by  extravagance 
must  be  refilled  by  crime."1 

I  remember  one  beautiful  evening  an  accident  to  my  car- 
riage occasioned  my  sojourn  for  a  whole  afternoon  in  a  small 
village.  The  Cure  honoured  me  with  a  visit;  and  we  strolled, 
after  a  slight  repast,  into  the  hamlet.  The  priest  was  com- 
plaisant, quiet  in  manner,  and  not  ill  informed  for  his  ob- 
scure station  and  scanty  opportunities  of  knowledge;  he  did 
not  seem,  however,  to  possess  the  vivacity  of  his  countrymen, 
but  was  rather  melancholy  and  pensive,  not  only  in  his  ex- 
pression of  countenance,  but  his  cast  of  thought. 

1  Tacitus. 


DEVEREUX.  329 

"You  have  a  charming  scene  here:  I  almost  feel  as  if  it 
were  a  sin  to  leave  it  so  soon." 

We  were,  indeed,  in  a  pleasant  and  alluring  spot  at  the 
time  I  addressed  this  observation  to  the  good  Cure.  A  little 
rivulet  emerged  from  the  copse  to  the  left,  and  ran  sparkling 
and  dimpling  beneath  our  feet,  to  deck  with  a  more  living 
verdure  the  village  green,  which  it  intersected  with  a  wind- 
ing nor  unmelodious  stream.  We  had  paused,  and  I  was 
leaning  against  an  old  and  solitary  chestnut  "tree,  which  com- 
manded the  whole  scene.  The  village  was  a  little  in  the  rear, 
and  the  smoke  from  its  few  chimneys  rose  slowly  to  the  si- 
lent and  deep  skies,  not  wholly  unlike  the  human  wishes, 
which,  though  they  spring  from  the  grossness  and  the  fumes 
of  earth,  purify  themselves  as  they  ascend  to  heaven-.  And 
from  the  village  (when  other  sounds,  which  I  shall  note  pres- 
ently, were  for  an  instant  still)  came  the  whoop  of  children, 
mellowed  by  distance  into  a  confused  yet  thrilling  sound, 
which  fell  upon  the  heart  like  the  voice  of  our  gone  childhood 
itself.  Before,  in  the  far  expanse,  stretched  a  chain  of  hills 
on  which  the  autumn  sun  sank  slowly,  pouring  its  yellow 
begins  over  groups  of  peasantry,  which,  on  the  opposite  side 
of  the  rivulet  and  at  some  interval  from  us,  were  scattered, 
partly  over  the  green,  and  partly  gathered  beneath  the  shade 
of  a  little  grove.  The  former  were  of  the  young,  and  those 
to  whom  youth's  sports  are  dear,  and  were  dancing  to  the 
merry  music,  which  (ever  and  anon  blended  with  the  laugh 
and  the  tone  of  a  louder  jest)  floated  joyously  on  our  ears. 
The  fathers  and  matrons  of  the  hamlet  were  inhaling  a  more 
quiet  joy  beneath  the  trees,  and  I  involuntarily  gave  a  ten- 
derer interest  to  their  converse  by  supposing  them  to  sanction 
to  each  other  the  rustic  loves  which  they  might  survey  among 
their  children. 

"Will  not  Monsieur  draw  nearer  to  the  dancers?"  said  the 
Cure ;  "  there  is  a  plank  thrown  over  the  rivulet  a  little  lower 
down." 

"  No ! "  said  I,  "  perhaps  they  are  seen  to  better  advantage 
where  we  are:  what  mirth  will  bear  too  close  an  inspection? " 

"True,  Sir,"  remarked  the  priest,  and  he  sighed. 
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"  Yet, "  I  resumed  musingly,  and  I  spoke  rather  to  myself 
than  to  my  companion,  "  yet,  how  happy  do  they  seem !  What 
a  revival  of  our  Arcadian  dreams  are  the  flute  and  the  dance, 
the  glossy  trees  all  glowing  in  the  autumn  sunset,  the  green 
sod,  and  the  murmuring  rill,  and  the  buoyant  laugh,  start- 
ling the  satyr  in  his  leafy  haunts;  and  the  rural  loves  which 
will  grow  sweeter  still  when  the  sun  has  set,  and  the  twilight 
has  made  the  sigh  more  tender  and  the  blush  of  a  mellower 
hue!  Ah,  why  is  it  only  the  revival  of  a  dream?  why  must 
it  be  only  an  interval  of  labour  and  woe,  the  brief  saturnalia 
of  slaves,  the  green  resting-spot  in  a  dreary  and  long  road  of 
travail  and  toil?" 

"You  are  the  first  stranger  I  have  met,"  said  the  Cure",  "who 
seems  to  pierce  beneath  the  thin  veil  of  our  Gallic  gayety; 
the  first  to  whom  the  scene  we  now  survey  is  fraught  with 
other  feelings  than  a  belief  in  the  happiness  of  our  peasantry 
and  'an  envy  at  its  imagined  exuberance.  But  as  it  is  not  the 
happiest  individuals,  so  I  fear  it  is  not  the  happiest  nations, 
that  are  the  gayest." 

I  looked  at  the  Cure  with  some  surprise.  "Your  remark  is 
deeper  than  the  ordinary  wisdom  of  your  tribe,  my  Father," 
said  I. 

"I  have  travelled  over  three  parts  of  the  globe,"  answered 
the  Cure* :  "  I  was  not  always  intended  for  what  I  am  5  "  and 
the  priest's  mild  eyes  flashed  with  a  sudden  light  that  as  sud- 
denly died  away.  "Yes,  I  have  travelled  over  the  greater 
part  of  the  known  world,"  he  repeated,  in  a  more  quiet  tone; 
"  and  I  have  noted  that  where  a  man  has  many  comforts  to 
guard,  and  many  rights  to  defend,  he  necessarily  shares  the 
thought  and  the  seriousness  of  those  who  feel  the  value  of  a 
treasure  which  they  possess,  and  whose  most  earnest  medita- 
tions are  intent  upon  providing  against  its  loss.  I  have 
noted,  too,  that  the  joy  produced  by  a  momentary  suspense  of 
labour  is  naturally  great  in  proportion  to  the  toil ;  hence  it  is 
that  no  European  mirth  is  so  wild  as  that  of  the  Indian,  slave, 
when  a  brief  holiday  releases  him  from  his  task.  Alas !  that 
very  mirth  is  the  strongest  evidence  of  the  weight  of  the  pre- 
vious chains ;  even  as,  in  ourselves,  we  find  the  happiest  mo- 
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ment  we  enjoy  is  that  immediately  succeeding  the  cessation 
of  deep  sorrow  to  the  mind  or  violent  torture  to  the  body."  * 

I  was  struck  by  this  observation  of  the  priest. 

"  I  see  now, "  said  I,  "  that  as  an  Englishman  I  have  no  rea- 
son to  repine  at  the  proverbial  gravity  of  my  countrymen,  or 
to  envy  the  lighter  spirit  of  the  sons  of  Italy  and  France." 

"No,"  said  the  Cure;  "the  happiest  nations  are  those  in 
whose  people  you  witness  the  least  sensible  reverses  from 
gayety  to  dejection;  and  that  thought,  which  is  the  noblest 
characteristic  of  the  isolated  man,  is  also  that  of  a  people. 
Freemen  are  serious ;  they  have  objects  at  their  heart  worthy 
to  engross  attention.  It  is  reserved  for  slaves  to  indulge  in 
groans  at  one  moment  and  laughter  at  another." 

"At  that  rate,"  said  I,  "the  best  sign  for  France  will  be 
when  the  gayety  of  her  sons  is  no  longer  a  just  proverb,  and 
the  laughing  lip  is  succeeded  by  the  thoughtful  brow." 

We  remained  silent  for  several  minutes ;  our  conversation 
had  shed  a  gloom  over  the  light  scene  before  us,  and  the  voice 
of  the  flute  no  longer  sounded  musically  on  my  ear.  I  pro- 
posed to  the  Cure  to  return  to  my  inn.  As  we  walked  slowly 
in  that  direction,  I  surveyed  my  companion  more  attentively 
than  I  had  hitherto  done.  He  was  a  model  of  masculine  vig- 
our and  grace  of  form ;  and,  had  I  not  looked  earnestly  upon 
his  cheek,  I  should  have  thought  him  likely  to  outlive  the 
very  oaks  around  the  hamlet  church  where  he  presided.  But 
the  cheek  was  worn  and  hectic,  and  seemed  to  indicate  that 
the  keen  fire  which  burns  at  the  deep  heart,  unseen,  but  un- 
slaking,  would  consume  the  mortal  fuel,  long  before  Time 
should  even  have  commenced  his  gradual  decay. 

"You  have  travelled,  then,  much,  Sir?"  said  I,  and  the 
tone  of  my  voice  was  that  of  curiosity. 

The  good  Cure  penetrated  into  my  desire  to  hear  something 

1  This  reflection,  if  true,  may  console  us  for  the  loss  of  those  village  dances 
and  pleasant  holidays  for  which  "  merry  England  "  was  once  celebrated.  The 
loss  of  them  has  been  ascribed  to  the  gloomy  influence  of  the  Puritans ;  but 
it  has  never  occurred  to  the  good  poets,  who  have  so  mourned  over  that  loss, 
that  it  is  also  to  be  ascribed  to  the  liberty  which  those  Puritans  generalized, 
if  they  did  not  introduce.  —  ED. 
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of  his  adventures ;  and  few  are  the  recluses  who  are  not  grati- 
fied by  the  interest  of  others,  or  who  are  unwilling  to  reward 
it  by  recalling  those  portions  of  life  most  cherished  by  them- 
selves. Before  we  parted  that  night,  he  told  me  his  little 
history.  He  had  been  educated  for  the  army ;  before  he  en- 
tered the  profession  he  had  seen  the  daughter  of  a  neighbour, 
loved  her,  and  the  old  story, —  she  loved  him  again,  and  died 
before  the  love  passed  the  ordeal  of  marriage.  He  had  no 
longer  a  desire  for  glory,  but  he  had  for  excitement.  He 
sold  his  little  property  and  travelled,  as  he  had  said,  for 
nearly  fourteen  years,  equally  over  the  polished  lands  of  Eu- 
rope and  the  far  climates  where  Truth  seems  fable  and  Fiction 
finds  her  own  legends  realized  or  excelled. 

He  returned  home  poor  in  pocket  and  wearied  in  spirit. 
He  became  what  I  beheld  him.  "My  lot  is  fixed  now,"  said 
he,  in  conclusion;  "but  I  find  there  is  all  the  difference  be- 
tween quiet  and  content :  my  heart  eats  itself  away  here ;  it 
is  the  moth  fretting  the  garment  laid  by,  more  than  the  storm 
or  the  fray  would  have  worn  it." 

I  said  something,  commonplace  enough,  about  solitude,  and 
the  blessings  of  competence,  and  the  country.  The  Cure*  shook 
his  head  gently,  but  made  no  answer;  perhaps  he  did  wisely 
in  thinking  the  feelings  are  ever  beyond  the  reach  of  a  stran- 
ger's reasoning.  We  parted  more  affectionately  than  acquaint- 
ances of  so  short  a  date  usually  do ;  and  when  I  returned  from 
Russia,  I  stopped  at  the  village  on  purpose  to  inquire  after 
him.  A  few  months  had  done  the  work:  the  moth  had  al- 
ready fretted  away  the  human  garment;  and  I  walked  to  his 
lowly  and  nameless  grave,  and  felt  that  it  contained  the  only 
quiet  in  which  monotony  is  not  blended  with  regret! 
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CHAPTER  IL 

I'HE   ENTRANCE    INTO    PETERSBURG.  —  A   RENCONTRE   WITH     AN 

INQUISITIVE    AND    MYSTERIOUS     STRANGER. NOTHING     LIKE 

TRAVEL. 

IT  was  certainly  like  entering  a  new  world  when  I  had  the 
frigid  felicity  of  entering  Russia.  I  expected  to  have  found 
Petersburg  a  wonderful  city,  and  I  was  disappointed ;  it  was 
a  wonderful  beginning  of  a  city,  and  that  was  all  I  ought  to 
have  expected.  But  never,  I  believe,  was  there  a  place  which 
there  was  so  much  difficulty  in  arriving  at:  such  winds,  such 
climate,  such  police  arrangements,  —  arranged,  too,  by  such 
fellows!  six  feet  high,  with  nothing  human  about  them  but 
their  uncleanness  and  ferocity!  Such  vexatious  delays,  diffi- 
culties, ordeals,  through  which  it  was  necessary  to  pass,  and 
to  pass,  too,  with  an  air  of  the  most  perfect  satisfaction  and 
content.  By  the  Lord!  one  would  have  imagined,  at  all 
events,  it  must  be  an  earthly  paradise,  to  be  so  arduous  of  ac- 
cess, instead  of  a  Dutch-looking  town,  with  comfortless  ca- 
nals, and  the  most  terrible  climate  in  which  a  civilized 
creature  was  ever  frozen  to  death.  "It  is  just  the  city  a 
nation  of  bears  would  build,  if  bears  ever  became  archi- 
tects," said  I  to  myself,  as  I  entered  the  northern  capital, 
with  my  teeth  chattering  and  my  limbs  in  a  state  of  perfect 
insensibility. 

My  vehicle  stopped,  at  last,  at  an  hotel  to  which  I  had  been 
directed.  It  was  a  circumstance,  I  believe,  peculiar  to  Pe- 
tersburg, that,  at  the  time  I  speak  of,  none  of  its  streets  had 
a  name ;  and  if  one  wanted  to  find  out  a  house,  one  was  forced 
to  do  so  by  oral  description.  A  pleasant  thing  it  was,  too,  to 
stop  in  the  middle  of  a  street,  to  listen  to  such  description  at 
full  length,  and  find  one's  self  rapidly  becoming  ice  as  the 
detail  progressed.  After  I  was  lodged,  thawed,  and  fed,  I 
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fell  fast  asleep,  and  slept  for  eighteen  hours,  without  waking 
once ;  to  my  mind,  it  was  a  miracle  that  I  ever  woke  again. 

I  then  dressed  myself,  and  taking  my  interpreter, — who 
was  a  Livonian,  a  great  rascal,  but  clever,  who  washed  twice 
a  week,  and  did  not  wear  a  beard  above  eight  inches  long, —  I 
put  myself  into  my  carriage,  and  went  to  deliver  my  letters 
of  introduction.  I  had  one  in  particular  to  the  Admiral 
Apraxin;  and  it  was  with  him  that  I  was  directed  to  confer, 
previous  to  seeking  an  interview  with  the  Emperor.  Accord- 
ingly I  repaired  to  his  hotel,  which  was  situated  on  a  sort  of 
quay,  and  was  really,  for  Petersburg,  very  magnificent.  In 
this  quarter,  then  or  a  little  later,  lived  about  thirty  other 
officers  of  the  court,  General  Jagoyinsky,  General  Cyernichoff, 
etc. ;  and,  appropriately  enough,  the  most  remarkable  public 
building  in  the  vicinity  is  the  great  slaughter-house, —  a  fine 
specimen  that  of  practical  satire! 

On  endeavouring  to  pass  through  the  Admiral's  hall  I  had 
the  mortification  of  finding  myself  rejected  by  his  domestics. 
As  two  men  in  military  attire  were  instantly  admitted,  I 
thought  this  a  little  hard  upon  a  man  who  had  travelled  so 
far  to  see  his  admiralship,  and,  accordingly,  hinted  my  in- 
dignation to  Mr.  Muscotofsky,  my  interpreter. 

"You  are  not  so  richly  dressed  as  those  gentlemen,"  said 
he. 

"That  is  the  reason,  is  it?" 

"If  it  so  please  Saint  Nicholas,  it  is;  and,  besides,  those 
gentlemen  have  two  men  running  before  them  to  cry,  'Clear 
the  way ! '  " 

"I  had  better,  then,  dress  myself  better,  and  take  two 
avant  couriers." 

"If  it  so  please  Saint  Nicholas."  Upon  this  I  returned, 
robed  myself  in  scarlet  and  gold,  took  a  couple  of  lacqueys,  re- 
turned to  Admiral  Apraxin's,  and  was  admitted  in  an  instant. 
Who  would  have  thought  these  savages  so  like  us?  Appear- 
ances, you  see,  produce  realities  all  over  the  world ! 

The  Admiral,  who  was  a  very  great  man  at  court  —  though 
he  narrowly  escaped  Siberia,  or  the  knout,  some  time  after  — 
was  civil  enough  to  me :  but  I  soon  saw  that,  favourite  as  he 
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was  with  the  Czar,  that  great  man  left  but  petty  moves  in  the 
grand  chessboard  of  politics  to  be  played  by  any  but  himself; 
and  my  proper  plan  in  this  court  appeared  evidently  to  be 
unlike  that  pursued  in  most  others,  where  it  is  better  to  win 
the  favourite  than  the  prince.  Accordingly,  I  lost  no  time  in 
seeking  an  interview  with  the  Czar  himself,  and  readily  ob- 
tained an  appointment  to  that  effect. 

On  the  day  before  the  interview  took  place,  I  amused  my- 
self with  walking  over  the  city,  gazing  upon  its  growing 
grandeur,  and  casting,  in  especial,  a  wistful  eye  upon  the 
fortress  or  citadel,  which  is  situated  in  an  island,  surrounded 
by  the  city,  and  upon  the  building  of  which  more  than  one 
hundred  thousand  men  are  supposed  to  have  perished.  So 
great  a  sacrifice  does  it  require  to  conquer  Nature ! 

While  I  was  thus  amusing  myself,  I  observed  a  man  in  a 
small  chaise  with  one  horse  pass  me  twice,  and  look  at  me 
very  earnestly.  Like  most  of  my  countrymen,  I  do  not  love 
to  be  stared  at ;  however,  I  thought  it  better  in  that  unknown 
country  to  change  my  intended  frown  for  a  good-natured  ex- 
pression of  countenance,  and  turned  away.  A  singular  sight 
now  struck  my  attention :  a  couple  of  men  with  beards  that 
would  have  hidden  a  cassowary,  were  walking  slowly  along 
in  their  curious  long  garments,  and  certainly  (I  say  it  rever- 
ently) disgracing  the  semblance  of  humanity,  when,  just  as 
they  came  by  a  gate,  two  other  men  of  astonishing  height 
started  forth,  each  armed  with  a  pair  of  shears.  Before  a 
second  was  over,  off  went  the  beards  of  the  first  two  passen- 
gers ;  and  before  another  second  expired,  off  went  the  skirts 
of  their  garments  too:  I  never  saw  excrescences  so  expedi- 
tiously  lopped.  The  two  operators,  who  preserved  a  pro- 
found silence  during  this  brief  affair,  then  retired  a  little, 
and  the  mutilated  wanderers  pursued  their  way  with  an  air 
of  extreme  discomfiture. 

"Nothing  like  travel,  certainly!"  said  I,  unconsciously 
aloud. 

"True!  "  said  a  voice  in  English  behind  me.  I  turned,  and 
saw  the  man  who  had  noticed  me  so  earnestly  in  the  one- 
horse  chaise.  He  was  a  tall,  robust  man,  dressed  very  plainly, 
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and  even  shabbily,  in  a  green  uniform,  with  a  narrow  tar- 
nished gold  lace;  and  I  judged  him  to  be  a  foreigner,  like 
myself,  though  his  accent  and  pronunciation  evidently  showed 
that  he  was  not  a  native  of  the  country  in  the  language  of 
which  he  accosted  me. 

"It  is  very  true,"  said  he  again;  "there  is  nothing  like 
travel!" 

"And  travel,"  I  rejoined  courteously,  "in  those  places 
where  travel  seldom  extends.  I  have  only  been  six  days  at 
Petersburg,  and  till  I  came  hither,  I  knew  nothing  of  the 
variety  of  human  nature  or  the  power  of  human  genius.  But 
will  you  allow  me  to  ask  the  meaning  of  the  very  singular 
occurrence  we  have  just  witnessed?" 

"Oh,  nothing,"  rejoined  the  man,  with  a  broad  strong 
smile,  "  nothing  but  an  attempt  to  make  men  out  of  brutes. 
This  custom  of  shaving  is  not,  thank  Heaven,  much  wanted 
now :  some  years  ago  it  was  requisite  to  have  several  stations 
for  barbers  and  tailors  to  perform  their  duties  in.  Now  this 
is  very  seldom  necessary;  those  gentlemen  were  especially 

marked  out  for  the  operation.  By "  (and  here  the  man 

swore  a  hearty  English  and  somewhat  seafaring  oath,  which 
a  little  astonished  me  in  the  streets  of  Petersburg),  "  I  wish 
it  were  as  easy  to  lop  off  all  old  customs !  that  it  were  as  easy 
to  clip  the  beard  of  the  mind,  Sir !  Ha !  ha !  " 

"But  the  Czar  must  have  found  a  little  difficulty  in  effect- 
ing even  this  outward  amendment;  and  to  say  truth,  I  see  so 
many  beards  about  still  that  I  think  the  reform  has  been  more 
partial  than  universal." 

"  Ah,  those  are  the  beards  of  the  common  people :  the  Czar 
leaves  those  for  the  present.  Have  you  seen  the  docks  yet?" 

"No,  I  am  not  sufficiently  a  sailor  to  take  much  interest  in 
them." 

"Humph!  humph!  you  are  a  soldier,  perhaps?" 

"  I  hope  to  be  so  one  day  or  other :  I  am  not  yet ! " 

"Not  yet!  humph!  there  are  opportunities  in  plenty  for 
those  who  wish  it;  what  is  your  profession,  then,  and  what 
do  you  know  best?" 

I  was  certainly  not  charmed  with  the  honest  inquisitiveness 
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of  the  stranger.  "Sir,"  said  I,  "Sir,  my  profession  is  to  an- 
swer no  questions;  and  what  I  know  best  is  —  to  hold  my 
tongue !  " 

The  stranger  laughed  out.  "Well,  well,  that  is  what  all 
Englishmen  know  best !"  said  he;  "but  don't  be  offended:  if 
you  will  come  home  with  me  I  will  give  you  a  glass  of 
brandy ! " 

"I  am  very  much  obliged  for  the  offer,  but  business  obliges 
me  to  decline  it;  good  morning,  Sir." 

"  Good  morning ! "  answered  the  man,  slightly  moving  his 
hat,  in  answer  to  my  salutation. 

We  separated,  as  I  thought;  but  I  was  mistaken.  As  ill- 
luck  would  have  it,  I  lost  my  way  in  endeavouring  to  return 
home.  While  I  was  interrogating  a  French  artisan,  who 
seemed  in  a  prodigious  hurry,  up  comes  my  inquisitive  friend 
in  green  again.  "Ha!  you  have  lost  your  way:  I  can  put 
you  into  it  better  than  any  man  in  Petersburg ! " 

I  thought  it  right  to  accept  the  offer;  and  we  moved  on 
side  by  side.  I  now  looked  pretty  attentively  at  my  gentle- 
man. I  have  said  that  he  was  tall  and  stout ;  he  was  also  re- 
markably well-built,  and  had  a  kind  of  seaman's  ease  and 
freedom  of  gait  and  manner.  His  countenance  was  very 
peculiar;  short,  firm,  and  strongly  marked;  a  small,  but 
thick  mustachio  covered  his  upper  lip;  the  rest  of  his  face 
was  shaved.  His  mouth  was  wide,  but  closed,  when  silent, 
with  that  expression  of  iron  resolution  which  no  feature  but 
the  mouth  can  convey.  His  eyes  were  large,  well-opened, 
and  rather  stern;  and  when,  which  was  often  in  the  course  of 
conversation,  he  pushed  back  his  hat  from  his  forehead,  the 
motion  developed  two  strong  deep  wrinkles  between  the  eye- 
brows, which  might  be  indicative  either  of  thought  or  of  iras- 
cibility,—  perhaps  of  both.  He  spoke  quickly,  and  with  a 
little  occasional  embarrassment  of  voice,  which,  however, 
never  communicated  itself  to  his  manner.  He  seemed,  in- 
deed, to  have  a  perfect  acquaintance  with  the  mazes  of  the 
growing  city;  and,  every  now  and  then,  stopped  to  say  when 
such  a  house  was  built,  whither  such  a  street  was  to  lead,  etc. 
A.S  each  of  these  details  betrayed  some  great  triumph  over 
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natural  obstacles  and  sometimes  over  national  prejudice,  I 
could  not  help  dropping  a  few  enthusiastic  expressions  in 
praise  of  the  genius  of  the  Czar.  The  man's  eyes  sparkled  as 
he  heard  them. 

"It  is  easy  to  see,"  said  I,  "that  you  sympathize  with  me, 
and  that  the  admiration  of  this  great  man  is  not  confined  to 
Englishmen.  How  little  in  comparison  seem  all  other  inon- 
archs !  —  they  ruin  kingdoms ;  the  Czar  creates  one.  The 
whole  history  of  the  world  does  not  afford  an  instance  of  tri- 
umphs so  vast,  so  important,  so  glorious  as  his  have  been. 
How  his  subjects  should  adore  him ! " 

"No,"  said  the  stranger,  with  an  altered  and  thoughtful 
manner,  "  it  is  not  his  subjects,  but  their  posterity,  that  will 
appreciate  his  motives,  and  forgive  him  for  wishing  Eussia  to 
be  an  empire  of  MEN.  The  present  generation  may  sometimes 
be  laughed,  sometimes  forced,  out  of  their  more  barbarous 
habits  and  brute-like  customs,  but  they  cannot  be  reasoned 
out  of  them;  and  they  don't  love  the  man  who  attempts  to  do 
it.  Why,  Sir,  I  question  whether  Ivan  IV.,  who  used  to 
butcher  the  dogs  between  prayers  for  an  occupation,  and  be- 
tween meals  for  an  appetite,  I  question  whether  his  memory 
is  not  to  the  full  as  much  loved  as  the  living  Czar.  I  know, 
at  least,  that  whenever  the  latter  attempts  a  reform,  the  good 
Muscovites  shrug  up  their  shoulders,  and  mutter,  'We  did 
not  do  these  things  in  the  good  old  days  of  Ivan  IV. ' " 

"  Ah !  the  people  of  all  nations  are  wonderfully  attached  to 
their  ancient  customs;  and  it  is  not  unfrequently  that  the 
most  stubborn  enemies  to  living  men  are  their  own  ancestors. " 

"  Ha !  ha !  —  true  —  good !  "  cried  the  stranger ;  and  then, 
after  a  short  pause,  he  said  in  a  tone  of  deep  feeling  which 
had  not  hitherto  seemed  at  all  a  part  of  his  character,  "  We 
should  do  that  which  is  good  to  the  human  race,  from  some 
principle  within,  and  should  not  therefore  abate  our  efforts 
for  the  opposition,  the  rancour,  or  the  ingratitude  that  we  ex- 
perience without.  It  will  be  enough  reward  for  Peter  I.,  if 
hereafter,  when  (in  that  circulation  of  knowledge  throughout 
the  world  which  I  can  compare  to  nothing  better  than  the 
circulation  of  the  blood  in  the  human  body)  the  glory  of 
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Russia  shall  rest,  not  upon  the  extent  of  her  dominions,  but 
that  of  her  civilization, —  not  upon  the  number  of  inhabitants, 
embruted  and  besotted,  but  the  number  of  enlightened,  pros- 
perous, and  free  men;  it  will  be  enough  for  him,  if  he  be 
considered  to  have  laid  the  first  stone  of  that  great  change, — 
if  his  labours  be  fairly  weighed  against  the  obstacles  which 
opposed  them, —  if,  for  his  honest  and  unceasing  endeavour 
to  improve  millions,  he  be  not  too  severely  judged  for  offences 
in  a  more  limited  circle, —  and  if,  in  consideration  of  having 
fought  the  great  battle  against  custom,  circumstances,  and 
opposing  nature,  he  be  sometimes  forgiven  for  not  having  in- 
variably conquered  himself." 

As  the  stranger  broke  off  abruptly,  I  could  not  but  feel  a 
little  impressed  by  his  words  and  the  energy  with  which  they 
were  spoken.  We  were  now  in  sight  of  my  lodging.  I  asked 
my  guide  to  enter  it ; '  but  the  change  in  our  conversation 
seemed  to  have  unfitted  him  a  little  for  my  companionship. 

"No,"  said  he,  "I  have  business  now;  we  shall  meet  again; 
what 's  your  name?" 

"  Certainly, "  thought  I,  "  no  man  ever  scrupled  so  little  to 
ask  plain  questions : "  however,  I  answered  him  truly  and 
freely. 

"  De vereux !  "  said  he,  as  if  surprised.  "  Ha !  —  well  —  we 
shall  meet  again.  Good  day." 


CHAPTER   III. 

THE   CZAR. THE   CZARINA.  —  A   FEAST   AT    A   RUSSIAN   NOBLE- 
MAN JS. 

THE  next  day  I  dressed  myself  in  my  richest  attire ;  and, 
according  to  my  appointment,  went  with  as  much  state  as  I 
could  command  to  the  Czar's  palace  (if  an  exceedingly  hum- 
ble abode  can  deserve  so  proud  an  appellation).  Although 
niy  mission  was  private,  I  was  a  little  surprised  by  the  ex- 
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treme  simplicity  and  absence  from  pomp  which  the  royal  resi 
dence  presented.  I  was  ushered  for  a  few  moments  into  a 
paltry  ante-chamber,  in  which  were  several  models  of  ships, 
cannon,  and  houses;  two  or  three  indifferent  portraits, — one 
of  King  William  III.,  another  of  Lord  Caermarthen.  I  was 
then  at  once  admitted  into  the  royal  presence. 

There  were  only  two  persons  in  the  room, —  one  a  female, 
the  other  a  man ;  no  officers,  no  courtiers,  no  attendants,  none 
of  the  insignia  nor  the  witnesses  of  majesty.  The  female  was 
Catherine,  the  Czarina;  the  man  was  the  stranger  I  had  met 
the  day  before  —  and  Peter  the  Great.  I  was  a  little  startled 
at  the  identity  of  the  Czar  with  my  inquisitive  acquaintance. 
However,  I  put  on  as  assured  a  countenance  as  I  could.  In- 
deed, I  had  spoken  sufficiently  well  of  the  royal  person  to 
feel  very  little  apprehension  at  having  unconsciously  paid  so 
slight  a  respect  to  the  royal  dignity.* 

"  Ho !  ho ! "  cried  the  Czar,  as  I  reverently  approached 
him;  "I  told  you  we  should  meet  soon!  "  and  turning  round, 
he  presented  me  to  her  Majesty.  That  extraordinary  woman 
received  me  very  graciously :  and,  though  I  had  been  a  spec- 
tator of  the  most  artificial  and  magnificent  court  in  Europe,  I 
must  confess  that  I  could  detect  nothing  in  the  Czarina's  air 
calculated  to  betray  her  having  been  the  servant  of  a  Lu- 
theran minister  and  the  wife  of  a  Swedish  dragoon ;  whether 
it  was  that  greatness  was  natural  to  her,  or  whether  (which 
was  more  probable)  she  was  an  instance  of  the  truth  of  Suck- 
ling's hackneyed  thought,  in  " Brennoralt, "  —  "Success  is  a 
rare  paint, —  hides  all  the  ugliness." 

While  I  was  making  my  salutations,  the  Czarina  rose  very 
quietly,  and  presently,  to  my  no  small  astonishment,  brought 
me  with  her  own  hand  a  tolerably  large  glass  of  raw  brandy. 
There  is  nothing  in  the  world  I  hate  so  much  as  brandy;  how- 
ever, I  swallowed  the  potation  as  if  it  had  been  nectar,  and 
made  some  fine  speech  about  it,  which  the  good  Czarina  did 
not  seem  perfectly  to  understand.  I  then,  after  a  few  pre- 
liminary observations,  entered  upon  my  main  business  with 
the  Czar.  Her  Majesty  sat  at  a  little  distance,  but  evidently 
listened  very  attentively  to  the  conversation.  I  could  not 
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but  be  struck  with  the  singularly  bold  and  strong  sense  of  my 
royal  host.  There  was  no  hope  of  deluding  or  misleading 
him  by  diplomatic  subterfuge.  The  only  way  by  which  that 
wonderful  man  was  ever  misled  was  through  his  passions. 
His  reason  conquered  all  errors  but  those  of  temperament.  I 
turned  the  conversation  as  artfully  as  I  could  upon  Sweden 
and  Charles  XII.  "Hatred  to  one  power,"  thought  I,  "may 
produce  love  to  another;  and  if  it  does,  the  child  will  spring 
from  A  very  vigorous  parent."  While  I  was  on  this  subject, 
I  observed  a  most  fearful  convulsion  come  over  the  face  of 
the  Czar, —  one  so  fearful  that  I  involuntarily  looked  away. 
Fortunate  was  it  that  I  did  so.  Nothing  ever  enraged  him 
more  than  being  observed  in  those  constitutional  contortions 
of  countenance  to  which  from  his  youth  he  had  been  subjected. 

After  I  had  conversed  with  the  Czar  as  long  as  I  thought 
decorum  permitted,  I  rose  to  depart.  He  dismissed  me  very 
complaisantly.  I  re-entered  my  fine  equipage,  and  took  the 
best  of  my  way  home. 

Two  or  three  days  afterwards,  the  Czar  ordered  me  to  be 
invited  to  a  grand  dinner  at  Apraxin's.  I  went  there,  and  so 
found  myself  in  conversation  with  a  droll  little  man,  a 
Dutch  Minister,  and  a  great  favourite  with  the  Czar.  The 
Admiral  and  his  wife,  before  we  sat  down  to  eat,  handed 
round  to  each  of  their  company  a  glass  of  brandy  on  a  plate. 

"  What  an  odious  custom ! "  whispered  the  little  Dutch 
Minister,  smacking  his  lips,  however,  with  an  air  of  tolerable 
content. 

"Why,"  said  I,  prudently,  "all  countries  have  their  cus- 
toms. Some  centuries  ago,  a  French  traveller  thought  it  hor- 
rible in  us  Englishmen  to  eat  raw  oysters.  But  the  English 
were  in  the  right  to  eat  oysters;  and  perhaps,  by  and  by,  so 
much  does  civilization  increase,  we  shall  think  the  Russians 
in  the  right  to  drink  brandy.  But  really  [we  had  now  sat 
down  to  the  entertainment],  I  am  agreeably  surprised  here. 
All  the  guests  are  dressed  like  my  own  countrymen;  a  great 
decorum  reigns  around.  If  it  were  a  little  less  cold,  I  might 
fancy  myself  in  London  or  in  Paris." 

"Wait,"  quoth  the  little  Dutchman,  with  his  mouth  full  of 
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jelly  broth,  "  wait  till  you  hear  them  talk.  What  think  you, 
now,  that  lady  next  me  is  saying?  " 

"I  cannot  guess:  but  she  has  the  prettiest  smile  in  the 
world;  and  there  is  something  at  once  so  kind  and  so  respect- 
ful in  her  manner  that  I  should  say  she  was  either  asking 
some  great  favour,  or  returning  thanks  for  one." 

"Right,"  cried  the  little  Minister,  "I  will  interpret  for 
you.  She  is  saying  to  that  old  gentleman,  'Sir,  I  am  ex- 
tremely grateful  —  and  may  Saint  Nicholas  bless  you  for  it  — 
for  your  very  great  kindness  in  having,  the  day  before  yes- 
terday, at  your  sumptuous  entertainment,  made  me  so 
deliciously  —  drunk ! ' ' 

"You  are  witty,  Monsieur,"  said  I,  smiling.  "Se  non  e 
vero  e  ben  trovato." 

"By  my  soul,  it  is  true,"  cried  the  Dutchman;  "but,  hush! 
— see,  they  are  going  to  cut  up  that  great  pie." 

I  turned  my  eyes  to  the  centre  of  the  table,  which  was  or- 
namented with  a  huge  pasty.  Presently  it  was  cut  open,  and 
out  —  walked  a  hideous  little  dwarf. 

"  Are  they  going  to  eat  him?  "  said  I. 

"Ha!  ha!"  laughed  the  Dutchman.  "No!  this  is  a  fash- 
ion of  the  Czar's,  which  the  Admiral  thinks  it  good  policy  to 
follow.  See,  it  tickles  the  hebete  Russians.  They  are  quite 
merry  on  it." 

"To  be  sure,"  said  I;  "practical  jokes  are  the  only  witti- 
cisms savages  understand." 

"  Ay,  and  if  it  were  not  for  such  jokes  now  and  then,  the 
Czar  would  be  odious  beyond  measure;  but  dwarf  pies  and 
mock  processions  make  his  subjects  almost  forgive  him  for 
having  shortened  their  clothes  and  clipped  their  beards." 

"The  Czar  is  very  fond  of  those  mock  processions?" 

"Fond!  "  and  the  little  man  sank  his  voice  into  a  whisper; 
"he  is  the  sublimest  buffoon  that  ever  existed.  I  will  tell 
you  an  instance —  Do  you  like  these  Hungary  wines,  by  the 
by?  —  On  the  9th  of  last  June,  the  Czar  carried  me,  and  half- 
a-dozen  more  of  the  foreign  ministers,  to  his  pleasure-house 
(Peterhoff).  Dinner,  as  usual,  all  drunk  with  Tokay,  and 
finished  by  a  quart  of  brandy  each,  from  her  Majesty's  own 
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hand.  Carried  off  to  sleep, —  some  in  the  garden,  some  in 
the  wood.  Woke  at  four,  still  in  the  clouds.  Carried  back 
to  the  pleasure -house,  found  the  Czar  there,  made  us  a  low 
bow,  and  gave  us  a  hatchet  apiece,  with  orders  to  follow  him. 
Off  we  trudged,  rolling  about  like  ships  in  the  Zuyder  Zee, 
entered  a  wood,  and  were  immediately  set  to  work  at  cutting 
a  road  through  it.  Nice  work  for  us  of  the  corps  diplo- 
matique! And,  by  my  soul,  Sir,  you  see  that  I  am  by  no 
means  a  thin  man!  We  had  three  hours  of  it,  were  carried 
back,  made  drunk  again,  sent  to  bed,  roused  again  in  an  hour, 
made  drunk  a  third  time ;  and,  because  we  could  not  be  waked 
again,  left  in  peace  till  eight  the  next  morning.  Invited  to 
court  to  breakfast;  such  headaches  we  had;  longed  for  coffee; 
found  nothing  but  brandy;  forced  to  drink;  sick  as  dogs; 
sent  to  take  an  airing  upon  the  most  damnable  little  horses, 
not  worth  a  guilder,  no  bridles  nor  saddles;  bump  —  bump 

—  bump  we  go,  up  and  down  before  the  Czar's  window, — he 
and  the  Czarina  looking  at  us.     I  do  assure  you  I  lost  two 
stone  by  that  ride, —  two  stone,  Sir! — taken  to  dinner;  drunk 
again,  by  the  Lord,  all  bundled  on  board  a  torrenschute  j  devil 
of  a  storm  came  on;  Czar  took  the  rudder-,  Czarina  on  high 
benches  in  the  cabin,  which  was  full  of  water;  waves  beating; 
winds  blowing ;  certain  of  being  drowned ;  charming  prospect ! 

—  tossed  about  for  seven  hours;  driven  into  the  port  of  Crons- 
flot.     Czar  leaves  us,  saying,  'Too  much  of  a  jest,  eh,  gentle- 
men? '     All  got  ashore  wet  as  dog-fishes,  made  afire,  stripped 
stark  naked  (a  Dutch  ambassador  stark  naked,  —  think  of  it, 
Sir !),  crept  into  some  covers  of  sledges,  and  rose  next  morning 
with  the  ague,  —  positive  fact,  Sir !     Had  the  ague  for  two 
months.     Saw  the  Czar  in  August;  'A  charming  excursion  to 
my  pleasure-house/  said  his  Majesty;  'we  must  make  another 
party  there  soon.' ' 

As  the  Dutchman  delivered  himself  of  the  little  history  he 
was  by  no  means  forgetful  of  the  Hungary  wines ;  and  as  Bac- 
chus and  Venus  have  old  affinity,  he  now  began  to  grow  elo- 
quent on  the  women. 

"What  think  you  of  them  yourself?"  said  he;  "they  have 
a  rolling  look,  eh?  " 
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"They  have  so,"  I  answered:  "but  they  all  have  black 
teeth;  what's  the  reason?" 

"  They  think  it  a  beauty,  and  say  white  teeth  are  the  sign 
of  a  blackamoor." 

Here  the  Dutchman  was  accosted  by  some  one  else,  and 
there  was  a  pause.  Dinner  at  last  ceased ;  the  guests  did  not 
sit  long  after  dinner,  and  for  a  very  good  reason:  the  brandy 
bowl  is  a  great  enforcer  of  a  prostrate  position!  I  had  the 
satisfaction  of  seeing  the  company  safely  under  the  table. 
The  Dutchman  went  first,  and,  having  dexterously  manoeuvred 
an  escape  from  utter  oblivion  for  myself,  I  managed  to  find 
my  way  home,  more  edified  than  delighted  by  the  character 
of  a  Russian  entertainment. 


CHAPTER   IV. 

CONVERSATIONS      WITH    THE     CZAR. IF  CROMWELL    WAS     THE 

GREATEST     MAN     (c^ESAR     EXCEPTED)  WHO      EVER     ROSE     TO 

THE     SUPREME     POWER,      PETER     WAS  THE      GREATEST      MAN 
EVER  BORN  TO   IT. 

IT  was  singular  enough  that  my  introduction  to  the  notice 
of  Peter  the  Great  and  Philip  le  Debonnaire  should  have 
taken  place  under  circumstances  so  far  similar  that  both 
those  illustrious  personages  were  playing  the  part  rather  of 
subjects  than  of  princes.  I  cannot,  however,  conceive  a 
greater  mark  of  the  contrast  between  their  characters  than 
the  different  motives  and  manners  of  the  incognitos  severally 
assumed. 

Philip,  in  a  scene  of  low  riot  and  debauch,  hiding  the  Jupi- 
ter under  the  Silenus, —  wearing  the  mask  only  for  the  licen- 
tiousness it  veiled,  and  foregoing  the  prerogative  of  power, 
solely  for  indulgence  in  the  grossest  immunities  of  vice. 

Peter,  on  the  contrary,  parting  with  the  selfishness  of  stato 
in  order  to  watch  the  more  keenly  over  the  interests  of  his 
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people,  only  omitting  to  preside  in  order  to  examine,  and 
affecting  the  subject  only  to  learn  the  better  the  duties  of  the 
prince.  Had  I  leisure,  I  might  here  pause  to  point  out  a 
notable  contrast,  not  between  the  Czar  and  the  Regent,  but 
between  Peter  the  Great  and  Louis  le  Grand :  both  creators  of 
a  new  era, —  both  associated  with  a  vast  change  in  the  condi- 
tion of  two  mighty  empires.  There  ceases  the  likeness  and 
begins  the  contrast:  the  blunt  simplicity  of  Peter,  the  gor- 
geous magnificence  of  Louis ;  the  sternness  of  a  legislator  for 
barbarians,  the  clemency  of  an  idol  of  courtiers.  One  the 
victorious  defender  of  his  country, — a  victory  solid,  durable, 
and  just ;  the  other  the  conquering  devastator  of  a  neighbour- 
ing people, — a  victory,  glittering,  evanescent,  and  dishonour- 
able. The  one,  in  peace,  rejecting  parade,  pomp,  individual 
honours,  and  transforming  a  wilderness  into  an  empire:  the 
other  involved  in  ceremony,  and  throned  on  pomp;  and  ex- 
hausting the  produce  of  millions  to  pamper  the  bloated  vanity 
of  an  individual.  The  one  a  fire  that  burns,  without  enlight- 
ening beyond  a  most  narrow  circle,  and  whose  lustre  is  tracked 
by  what  it  ruins,  and  fed  by  what  it  consumes ;  the  other  a 
luminary,  whose  light,  not  so  dazzling  in  its  rays,  spreads 
over  a  world,  and  is  noted,  not  for  what  it  destroys,  but  for 
what  it  vivifies  and  creates. 

I  cannot  say  that  it  was  much  to  my  credit  that,  while  I 
thought  the  Regent's  condescension  towards  me  natural 
enough,  I  was  a  little  surprised  by  the  favour  shown  me  by 
the  Czar.  At  Paris,  I  had  seemed  to  be  the  man  of  pleasure : 
that  alone  was  enough  to  charm  Philip  of  Orleans.  But  in 
Russia,  what  could  I  seem  in  any  way  calculated  to  charm  the 
Czar?  I  could  neither  make  ships  nor  could  sail  them  when 
they  were  made;  I  neither  knew,  nor,  what  was  worse,  cared 
to  know,  the  stern  from  the  rudder.  Mechanics  were  a  mys- 
tery to  me;  road-making  was  an  incomprehensible  science. 
Brandy  I  could  not  endure;  a  blunt  bearing  and  familiar 
manner  I  could  not  assume.  What  was  it,  then,  that  made 
the  Czar  call  upon  me,  at  least  twice  a  week  in  private,  shut 
himself  up  with  me  by  the  hour  together,  and  endeavour  to 
make  me  drunk  with  Tokay,  in  order  (as  he  very  incautiously 
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let  out  one  night),  "to  learn  the  secrets  of  my  heart"?  I 
thought,  at  first,  that  the  nature  of  my  mission  was  enough 
to  solve  the  riddle :  but  we  talked  so  little  about  it  that,  with 
all  my  diplomatic  vanities  fresh  about  me,  I  could  not  help 
feeling  I  owed  the  honour  I  received  less  to  my  qualities  as 
a  minister  than  to  those  as  an  individual. 

At  last,  however,  I  found  that  the  secret  attraction  was 
what  the  Czar  termed  the  philosophical  channel  into  which 
our  conferences  flowed.  I  never  saw  a  man  so  partial  to 
moral  problems  and  metaphysical  inquiries,  especially  to 
those  connected  with  what  ought  to  be  the  beginning  or  the 
end  of  all  moral  sciences, —  politics.  Sometimes  we  would 
wander  out  in  disguise,  and  select  some  object  from  the  cus- 
toms or  things  around  us,  as  the  theme  of  reflection  and  dis- 
cussion; nor  in  these  moments  would  the  Czar  ever  allow  me 
to  yield  to  his  rank  what  I  might  not  feel  disposed  to  concede 
to  his  arguments.  One  day,  I  remember  that  he  arrested  me 
in  the  streets,  and  made  me  accompany  him  to  look  upon  two 
men  undergoing  the  fearful  punishment  of  the  battaog ; a  one 
was  a  German,  the  other  a  Eussian:  the  former  shrieked 
violently,  struggled  in  the  hands  of  his  punishers,  and,  with 
the  utmost  difficulty,  was  subjected  to  his  penalty;  the  latter 
bore  it  patiently  and  in  silence;  he  only  spoke  once,  and  it 
was  to  say,  "  God  bless  the  Czar ! " 

"  Can  your  Majesty  hear  the  man, "  said  I,  warmly,  when  the 
Czar  interpreted  these  words  to  me,  "and  not  pardon  him?" 

Peter  frowned,  but  I  was  not  silenced.  "  You  don't  know 
the  Russians!"  said  he,  sharply,  and  turned  aside.  The 
punishment  was  now  over.  "Ask  the  German,"  said  the 
Czar  to  an  officer,  "what  was  his  offence?"  The  German, 
who  was  writhing  and  howling  horribly,  uttered  some  violent 
words  against  the  disgrace  of  the  punishment,  and  the  petti- 
ness of  his  fault;  what  the  fault  was  I  forget. 

"Now  ask  the  Russian,"  said  Peter.  "My  punishment  was 
just ! "  said  the  Russian,  coolly,  putting  on  his  clothes  as  if 
nothing  had  happened;  "God  and  the  Czar  were  angry  with 
me!" 

1  A  terrible  kind  of  flogging,  but  less  severe  than  the  knout. 
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"Come  away,  Count,"  said  the  Czar;  "and  now  solve  me  a 
problem.  I  know  both  those  men;  and  the  German,  in  a 
battle,  would  be  the  braver  of  the  two.  How  comes  it  that 
he  weeps  and  writhes  like  a  girl,  while  the  Russian  bears  the 
same  pain  without  a  murmur?  " 

"Will  your  Majesty  forgive  me,"  said  I,  "but  I  cannot  help 
wishing  that  the  Russian  had  complained  more  bitterly;  in- 
sensibility to  punishment  is  the  sign  of  a  brute,  not  a  hero. 
Do  you  not  see  that  the  German  felt  the  indignity,  the  Rus- 
sian did  not?  and  do  you  not  see  that  that  very  pride  which 
betrays  agony  under  the  disgrace  of  the  battaog  is  exactly  the 
very  feeling  that  would  have  produced  courage  in  the  glory 
of  the  battle?  A  sense  of  honour  makes  better  soldiers  and 
better  men  than  indifference  to  pain." 

"But  had  I  ordered  the  Russian  to  death,  he  would  have 
gone  with  the  same  apathy  and  the  same  speech,  'It  is  just! 
I  have  offended  God  and  the  Czar ! ' " 

"Dare  I  observe,  Sire,  that  that  fact  would  be  a  strong 
proof  of  the  dangerous  falsity  of  the  old  maxims  which  extol 
indifference  to  death  as  a  virtue?  In  some  individuals  it  may 
be  a  sign  of  virtue,  I  allow;  but,  as  a  national  trait,  it  is  the 
strongest  sign  of  national  misery.  Look  round  the  great 
globe.  What  countries  are  those  where  the  inhabitants  bear 
death  with  cheerfulness,  or,  at  least,  with  apathy?  Are  they 
the  most  civilized,  the  most  free,  the  most  prosperous?  Par- 
don me;  no!  They  are  the  half-starved,  half-clothed,  half- 
human  sons  of  the  forest  and  the  waste ;  or,  when  gathered  in 
states,  they  are  slaves  without  enjoyment  or  sense  beyond  the 
hour;  and  the  reason  that  they  do  not  recoil  from  the  pangs 
of  death  is  because  they  have  never  known  the  real  pleasures 
or  the  true  objects  of  life." 

"Yet,"  said  the  Czar,  musingly,  "the  contempt  of  death 
was  the  great  characteristic  of  the  Spartans." 

"And,  therefore,"  said  I,  "the  great  token  that  the  Spar- 
tans were  a  miserable  horde.  Your  Majesty  admires  England 
and  the  English;  you  have,  beyond  doubt,  witnessed  an  exe- 
cution in  that  country;  you  have  noted,  even  where  the  crim- 
inal is  consoled  by  religion,  how  he  trembles,  and  shrinks, — 
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how  dejected,  how  prostrate  of  heart  he  is  before  the  doom  is 
completed.  Take  now  the  vilest  slave,  either  of  the  Emperor 
of  Morocco  or  the  great  Czar  of  Russia.  He  changes  neither 
tint  nor  muscle ;  he  requires  no  consolation ;  he  shrinks  from 
no  torture.  What  is  the  inference?  That  slaves  dread  death 
less  than  the  free.  And  it  should  be  so.  The  end  of  legisla- 
tion is  not  to  make  death,  but  life,  a  blessing." 

"You  have  put  the  matter  in  a  new  light,"  said  the  Czar; 
"  but  you  allow  that,  in  individuals,  contempt  of  death  is  some- 
times a  virtue." 

"  Yes,  when  it  springs  from  mental  reasonings,  not  physical 
indifference.  But  your  Majesty  has  already  put  in  action 
one  vast  spring  of  a  system  which  will  ultimately  open  to 
your  subjects  so  many  paths  of  existence  that  they  will  pre- 
serve contempt  for  its  proper  objects,  and  not  lavish  it  solely, 
as  they  do  now,  on  the  degradation  which  sullies  life  and  the 
axe  that  ends  it.  You  have  already  begun  the  conquest  of 
another  and  a  most  vital  error  in  the  philosophy  of  the  an- 
cients,— that  philosophy  taught  that  man  should  have  few 
wants,  and  made  it  a  crime  to  increase  and  a  virtue  to  reduce 
them.  A  legislator  should  teach,  on  the  contrary,  that  man 
should  have  many  wants :  for  wants  are  not  only  the  sources 
of  enjoyment, — they  are  the  sources  of  improvement;  and 
that  nation  will  be  the  most  enlightened  among  whose  popu- 
lace they  are  found  the  most  numerous.  You,  Sire,  by  circu- 
lating the  arts,  the  graces,  create  a  vast  herd  of  moral  wants 
hitherto  unknown,  and  in  those  wants  will  hereafter  be  found 
the  prosperity  of  your  people,  the  fountain  of  your  resources, 
and  the  strength  of  your  empire." 

In  conversation  on  these  topics  we  often  passed  hours  to- 
gether, and  from  such  conferences  the  Czar  passed  only  to 
those  on  other  topics  more  immediately  useful  to  him.  No 
man,  perhaps,  had  a  larger  share  of  the  mere  human  frailties 
than  Peter  the  Great;  yet  I  do  confess  that  when  I  saw  the 
nobleness  of  mind  with  which  he  flung  aside  his  rank  as  a 
robe,  and  repaired  from  man  to  man,  the  humblest  or  the 
highest,  the  artisan  or  the  prince,  —  the  prosperity  of  his  sub- 
jects his  only  object,  and  the  acquisition  of  knowledge  his  only 
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means  to  obtain  it, —  I  do  confess  that  my  mental  sight  re- 
fused even  to  perceive  his  frailties,  and  that  I  could  almost 
have  bent  the  knee  in  worship  to  a  being  whose  benevolence 
was  so  pervading  a  spirit,  and  whose  power  was  so  glorious  a 
minister  to  utility. 

Towards  the  end  of  January,  I  completed  my  mission,  and 
took  my  leave  of  the  court  of  Kussia. 

"Tell  the  Eegent,"  said  Peter,  "that  I  shall  visit  him  in 
France  soon,  and  shall  expect  to  see  his  drawings  if  I  show 
him  my  models." 

In  effect,  the  next  month  (February  16),  the  Czar  com- 
menced his  second  course  of  travels.  He  was  pleased  to  tes- 
tify some  regard  for  me  on  my  departure.  "  If  ever  you  quit 
the  service  of  the  French  court,  and  your  own  does  not  re- 
quire you,  I  implore  you  to  come  to  me ;  I  will  give  you  carte 
blanche  as  to  the  nature  and  appointments  of  your  office." 

I  need  not  say  that  I  expressed  my  gratitude  for  the  royal 
condescension;  nor  that,  in  leaving  Russia,  I  brought,  from 
the  example  of  its  sovereign,  a  greater  desire  to  be  useful  to 
mankind  than  I  had  known  before.  Pattern  and  Teacher  of 
kings,  if  each  country  in  each  century  had  produced  one  such 
ruler  as  you,  either  all  mankind  would  now  be  contented  with 
despotism  or  all  mankind  would  be  free !  Oh !  when  kings 
have  only  to  be  good,  to  be  kept  forever  in  our  hearts  and 
souls  as  the  gods  and  benefactors  of  the  earth,  by  what  mon- 
strous fatality  have  they  been  so  blind  to  their  fame?  When 
we  remember  the  millions,  the  generations,  they  can  degrade, 
destroy,  elevate,  or  save,  we  might  almost  think  (even  if  the 
other  riddles  of  the  present  existence  did  not  require  a  future 
existence  to  solve  them),  we  might  almost  think  a  hereafter 
necessary,  were  it  but  for  the  sole  purpose  of  requiting  the 
virtues  of  princes,  —  or  their  SINS  I1 

1  Upon  his  death-bed  Peter  is  reported  to  have  said,  "  God,  I  dare  trust, 
will  look  mercifully  upon  my  faults  in  consideration  of  the  good  I  have  done 
my  country."  These  are  worthy  to  be  the  last  words  of  a  king !  Rarely  has 
there  been  a  monarch  who  more  required  the  forgiveness  of  the  Creator ;  yet 
seldom  perhaps  has  there  been  a  human  being  who  more  deserved  it.  —  ED. 


350  DEVEREUX. 


CHAPTEE   V. 

RETURN     TO      PARIS.  INTERVIEW     WITH     BOLINGBROKE.  A 

GALLANT      ADVENTURE. AFFAIR     WITH      DUBOIS.  PUBLIC 

LIFE    IS    A     DRAMA,    IN     WHICH     PRIVATE     VICES     GENERALLY 
PLAY   THE   PART   OF    THE   SCENE-SHIFTERS. 

IT  is  a  strange  feeling  we  experience  on  entering  a  great 
city  by  night, —  a  strange  mixture  of  social  and  solitary  im- 
pressions. I  say  by  night,  because  at  that  time  we  are  most 
inclined  to  feel;  and  the  mind,  less  distracted  than  in  the  day 
by  external  objects,  dwells  the  more  intensely  upon  its  own 
hopes  and  thoughts,  remembrances  and  associations,  and 
sheds  over  them,  from  that  one  feeling  which  it  cherishes 
the  most,  a  blending  and  a  mellowing  hue. 

It  was  at  night  that  I  re-entered  Paris.  I  did  not  tarry 
long  at  my  h6tel,  "before  (though  it  was  near  upon  midnight) 
I  conveyed  myself  to  Lord  Bolingbroke's  lodgings.  Knowing 
his  engagements  at  St.  Germains,  where  the  Chevalier  (who 
had  but  a  very  few  weeks  before  returned  to  France,  after 
the  crude  and  unfortunate  affair  of  1715),  chiefly  resided,  I 
was  not  very  sanguine  in  my  hopes  of  finding  him  at  Paris.  I 
was,  however,  agreeably  surprised.  .His  servant  would  have 
ushered  me  into  his  study,  but  I  was  willing  to  introduce  my- 
self. I  withheld  the  servant,  and  entered  the  room  alone. 

The  door  was  ajar,  and  Bolingbroke  neither  heard  nor  saw 
me.  There  was  something  in  his  attitude  and  aspect  which 
made  me  pause  to  survey  him,  before  I  made  myself  known. 
He  was  sitting  by  a  table  covered  with  books.  A  large  folio 
(it  was  the  Casaubon  edition  of  Polybius)  was  lying  open  be- 
fore him.  I  recognized  the  work  at  once :  it  was  a  favourite 
book  with  Bolingbroke,  and  we  had  often  discussed  the  merits 
of  its  author.  I  smiled  as  I  saw  that  that  book,  which  has 
to  statesmen  so  peculiar  an  attraction,  made  still  the  study 
from  which  the  busy,  restless,  ardent,  and  exalted  spirit  of 
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the  statesman  before  me  drew  its  intellectual  food.  But  at 
the  moment  in  which  I  entered  his  eye  was  absent  from  the 
page,  and  turned  abstractedly  in  an  opposite  though  still 
downcast  direction.  His  countenance  was  extremely  pale, 
his  lips  were  tightly  compressed,  and  an  air  of  deep  thought, 
mingled  as  it  seemed  to  me  with  sadness,  made  the  ruling 
expression  of  his  lordly  and  noble  features.  "  It  is  the  torpor 
of  ambition  after  one  of  its  storms, "  said  I,  inly  ;  and  I  ap- 
proached, and  laid  my  hand  on  his  shoulder. 

After  our  mutual  greetings,  I  said,  "Have  the  dead  so 
strong  an  attraction  that  at  this  hour  they  detain  the  courted 
and  courtly  Bolingbroke  from  the  admiration  and  converse  of 
the  living?" 

The  statesman  looked  at  me  earnestly:  "Have  you  heard 
the  news  of  the  day?"  said  he. 

"How  is  it  possible?     I  have  but  just  arrived  at  Paris." 

"You  do  not  know,  then,  that  I  have  resigned  my  office 
under  the  Chevalier !  " 

"  Resigned  your  office ! " 

"Resigned  is  a  wrong  word:  I  received  a  dismissal.  Im- 
mediately on  his  return  the  Chevalier  sent  for  me,  embraced 
me,  desired  me  to  prepare  to  follow  him  to  Lorraine;  and 
three  days  afterwards  came  the  Duke  of  Ormond  to  me,  to 
ask  me  to  deliver  up  the  seals  and  papers.  I  put  the  latter 
very  carefully  in  a  little  letter-case,  and  behold  an  end  to  the 
administration  of  Lord  Bolingbroke!  The  Jacobites  abuse 
me  terribly ;  their  king  accuses  me  of  neglect,  incapacity,  and 
treachery;  and  Fortune  pulls  down  the  fabric  she  has  built 
for  me,  in  order  to  pelt  me  with  the  stones ! " l 

"My  dear,  dear  friend,  I  am  indeed  grieved  for  you;  but  I 
am  more  incensed  at  the  infatuation  of  the  Chevalier.  Surely, 
surely  lie  must  already  have  seen  his  error,  and  solicited 
your  return?" 

"Return!"  cried  Bolingbroke,  and  his  eyes  flashed  fire, — 

"  return !  —    Hear  what  I  said  to  the  Queen-Mother  who  came 

to  attempt  a  reconciliation:   'Madam,'  said  I,  in  a  tone  as 

calm  as  I  could  command,  '  if  ever  this  hand  draws  the  sword, 

l  Letter  to  Sir  W.  Windham.  — ED. 
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or  employs  the  pen,  in  behalf  of  that  prince,  may  it  rot ! ' 
Keturn!  not  if  my  head  were  the  price  of  refusal!  Yet, 
Devereux,"  —  and  here  Bolingbroke's  voice  and  manner 
changed, —  "yet  it  is  not  at  these  tricks  of  fate  that  a  wise 
man  will  repine.  We  do  right  to  cultivate  honours ;  they  are 
sources  of  gratification  to  ourselves :  they  are  more ;  they  are 
incentives  to  the  conduct  which  works  benefits  to  others ;  but 
-we  do  wrong  to  afflict  ourselves  at  their  loss.  'Nee  queerere 
nee  spernere  honores  oportet.' 1  It  is  good  to  enjoy  the  bless- 
ings of  fortune :  it  is  better  to  submit  without  a  pang  to  their 
loss.  You  remember,  when  you  left  me,  I  was  preparing 
myself  for  this  stroke:  believe  me,  I  am  now  prepared." 

And  in  truth  Bolingbroke  bore  the  ingratitude  of  the 
Chevalier  well.  Soon  afterwards  he  carried  his  long  cher- 
ished wishes  for  retirement  into  effect;  and  Fate,  who  de- 
lights in  reversing  her  disk,  leaving  in  darkness  what  she 
had  just  illumined,  and  illumining  what  she  had  hitherto 
left  in  obscurity  and  gloom,  for  a  long  interval  separated  us 
from  each  other,  no  less  by  his  seclusion  than  by  the  publi- 
city to  which  she  condemned  myself. 

Lord  Bolingbroke's  dismissal  was  not  the  only  event  affect- 
ing me  that  had  occurred  during  my  absence  from  France. 
Among  the  most  active  partisans  of  the  Chevalier,  in  the  ex- 
pedition of  Lord  Mar,  had  been  Montreuil.  So  great,  indeed, 
had  been  either  his  services  or  the  idea  entertained  of  their 
value,  that  a  reward  of  extraordinary  amount  was  offered  for 
his  head.  Hitherto  he  had  escaped,  and  was  supposed  to  be 
still  in  Scotland,. 

But  what  affected  me  more  nearly  was  the  condition  of 
Gerald's  circumstances.  On  the  breaking  out  of  the  rebellion 
he  had  been  suddenly  seized,  and  detained  in  prison;  and  it 
was  only  upon  the  escape  of  the  Chevalier  that  he  was  re- 
leased :  apparently,  however,  nothing  had  been  proved  against 
him;  and  my  absence  from  the  head-quarters  of  intelligence 
left  me  in  ignorance  both  of  the  grounds  of  his  imprisonment 
and  the  circumstances  of  his  release. 

I  heard,  however,  from  Bolingbroke,  who  seemed  to  possess 
"  It  becomes  us  neither  to  court  nor  to  despise  honours." 


DEVEREUX.  353 

some  of  that  information  which  the  ecclesiastical  intriguants 
of  the  day  so  curiously  transmitted  from  court  to  court  and 
corner  to  corner,  that  Gerald  had  retired  to  Devereux  Court 
in  great  disgust  at  his  confinement.  However,  when  I  con- 
sidered his  bold  character,  his  close  intimacy  with  Montreuil, 
and  the  genius  for  intrigue  which  that  priest  so  eminently 
possessed,  I  was  not  much  inclined  to  censure  the  government 
for  unnecessary  precaution  in  his  imprisonment. 

There  was  another  circumstance  connected  with  the  rebel- 
lion which  possessed  for  me  an  individual  and  deep  interest. 
A  man  of  the  name  of  Barnard  had  been  executed  in  England 
for  seditious  and  treasonable  practices.  I  took  especial  pains 
to  ascertain  every  particular  respecting  him.  I  learned  that 
he  was  young,  of  inconsiderable  note,  but  esteemed  clever; 
and  had,  long  previously  to  the  death  of  the  Queen,  been  se- 
cretly employed  by  the  friends  of  the  Chevalier.  This  cir- 
cumstance occasioned  me  much  internal  emotion,  though  there 
could  be  no  doubt  that  the  Barnard  whom  I  had  such  cause 
to  execrate  had  only  borrowed  from  this  minion  the  disguise 
of  his  name. 

,The  Kegent  received  me  with  all  the  graciousness  and  com- 
plaisance for  which  he  was  so  remarkable.  To  say  the  truth, 
my  mission  had  been  extremely  fortunate  in  its  results;  the 
only  cause  in  which  the  Eegent  was  concerned  the  interests 
of  which  Peter  the  Great  appeared  to  disregard  was  that  of 
the  Chevalier;  but  I  had  been  fully  instructed  on  that  head 
anterior  to  my  legation. 

There  appears  very  often  to  be  a  sort  of  moral  fitness  be- 
tween the  beginning  and  the  end  of  certain  alliances  or  ac- 
quaintances. This  sentiment  is  not  very  clearly  expressed. 
I  am  about  to  illustrate  it  by  an  important  event  in  my  polit- 
ical life.  During  my  absence  Dubois  had  made  rapid  steps 
towards  being  a  great  man.  He  was  daily  growing  into 
power,  and  those  courtiers  who  were  neither  too  haughty  nor 
too  honest  to  bend  the  knee  to  so  vicious  yet  able  a  minion 
had  already  singled  him  out  as  a  fit  person  to  flatter  and  to 
rise  by.  For  me,  I  neither  sought  nor  avoided  him :  but  he 
was  as  civil  towards  me  as  his  brusque  temper  permitted  him 

22 
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to  be  towards  most  persons ;  and  as  our  careers  were  not  likely 
to  cross  one  another,  I  thought  I  might  reckon  on  his  neutral- 
ity, if  not  on  his  friendship.  Chance  turned  the  scale  against 
me. 

One  day  I  received  an  anonymous  letter,  requesting  me  to 

be,  at  such  an  hour,  at  a  certain  house  in  the  Rue .  It 

occurred  to  me  as  no  improbable  supposition  that  the  appoint- 
ment might  relate  to  my  individual  circumstances,  whether 
domestic  or  political,  and  I  certainly  had  not  at  the  moment 
any  ideas  of  gallantry  in  my  brain.  At  the  hour  prescribed 
I  appeared  at  the  place  of  assignation.  My  mind  misgave  me 
when  I  saw  a  female  conduct  me  into  a  little  chamber  hung 
with  tapestry  descriptive  of  the  loves  of  Mars  and  Venus. 
After  I  had  cooled  my  heels  in  this  apartment  about  a  quar- 
ter of  an  hour,  in  sailed  a  tall  woman,  of  a  complexion  almost 
Moorish.  I  bowed;  the  lady  sighed.  An  eclaircissement 
ensued;  and  I  found  that  I  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  the 
object  of  a  caprice  in  the  favourite  mistress  of  the  Abbe  Du- 
bois.  Nothing  was  further  from  my  wishes !  What  a  pity  it 
is  that  one  cannot  always  tell  a  woman  one's  mind! 

I  attempted  a  flourish  about  friendship,  honour,  and  the  re- 
spect due  to  the  amante  of  the  most  intimate  ami  I  had  in  the 
world. 

"Pooh!"  said  the  tawny  Calypso,  a  little  pettishly, — 
"pooh!  one  does  not  talk  of  those  things  here." 

"Madame,"  said  I,  very  energetically,  "I  implore  you  to 
refrain.  Do  not  excite  too  severe  a  contest  between  passion 
and  duty!  I  feel  that  I  must  fly  you:  you  are  already  too 
bewitching. " 

Just  as  I  rose  to  depart  in  rushes  the  femme  de  chambre, 
and  announces,  not  Monsieur  the  Abbe*,  but  Monseigneur  the 
Regent.  Of  course  (the  old  resort  in  such  cases)  I  was  thrust 
in  a  closet;  in  marches  his  Royal  Highness,  and  is  received 
very  cavalierly.  It  is  quite  astonishing  to  me  what  airs  those 
women  give  themselves  when  they  have  princes  to  manage! 
However,  my  confinement  was  not  long :  the  closet  had  an- 
other door;  ihefemme  de  chambre  slips  round,  opens  it,  and  I 
congratulate  myself  on  my  escape. 
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When  a  Frenchwoman  is  piqued,  she  passes  all  understand- 
ing. The  next  day  I  am  very  quietly  employed  at  breakfast, 
when  my  valet  ushers  in  a  masked  personage,  and  behold  my 
gentlewoman  again!  Human  endurance  will  not  go  too  far, 
and  this  was  a  case  which  required  one  to  be  in  a  passion  one 
way  or  the  other;  so  I  feigned  anger,  and  talked  with  exceed- 
ing dignity  about  the  predicament  I  had  been  placed  in  the 
day  before. 

"  Such  must  always  be  the  case, "  said  I,  "  when  one  is  weak 
enough  to  form  an  attachment  to  a  lady  who  encourages  so 
many  others!" 

"For  your  sake,"  said  the  tender  dame,  "for  your  sake, 
then,  I  will  discard  them  all ! " 

There  was  something  grand  in  this :  it  might  have  elicited 
a  few  strokes  of  pathos,  when  —  never  was  there  anything  so 
strangely  provoking  —  the  Abbe'  Dubois  himself  was  heard  in 
my  anteroom.  I  thought  this  chance,  but  it  was  more;  the 
good  Abbe,  I  afterwards  found,  had  traced  cause  for  suspicion, 
and  had  come  to  pay  me  a  visit  of  amatory  police.  I  opened 
my  dressing-room  door,  and  thrust  in  the  lady.  "There," 
said  I,  "are  the  back-stairs,  and  at  the  bottom  of  the  back- 
stairs is  a  door." 

Would  not  any  one  have  thought  this  hint  enough?  By  no 
means;  this  very  tall  lady  stooped  to  the  littleness  of  listening, 
and,  instead  of  departing,  stationed  herself  by  the  keyhole. 

I  never  exactly  learned  whether  Dubois  suspected  the  visit 
his  mistress  had  paid  me,  or  whether  he  merely  surmised, 
from  his  spies  or  her  escritoire,  that  she  harboured  an  incli- 
nation towards  me;  in  either  case  his  policy  was  natural,  and 
like  himself.  He  sat  himself  down,  talked  of  the  Regent,  of 
pleasure,  of  women,  and,  at  last,  of  this  very  tall  lady  in 
question. 

"La  pauvre  diablesse,"  said  he,  contemptuously,  "I  had 
once  compassion  on  her;  I  have  repented  it  ever  since.  You 
have  no  idea  what  a  terrible  creature  she  is ;  has  such  a  wen 
in  her  neck,  quite  a  goitre.  Mart  d  table !  "  (and  the  Abbe 
spat  in  his  handkerchief),  "I  would  sooner  have  a  liaison 
with  the  witch  of  Endor!" 
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Not  content  with  this,  he  went  on  in  his  usual  gross  and 
displeasing  manner  to  enumerate  or  to  forge  those  various 
particulars  of  her  personal  charms  which  he  thought  most 
likely  to  steel  me  against  her  attractions.  "  Thank  Heaven, 
at  least,"  thought  I,  "that  she  has  gone!" 

Scarcely  had  this  pious  gratulation  flowed  from  my  heart, 
before  the  door  was  burst  open,  and,  pale,  trembling,  eyes 
on  fire,  hands  clenched,  forth  stalked  the  lady  in  question. 
A  wonderful  proof  how  much  sooner  a  woman  would  lose  her 
character  than  allow  it  to  be  called  not  worth  the  losing! 
She  entered,  and  had  all  the  furies  of  Hades  lent  her  their 
tongues,  she  could  not  have  been  more  eloquent.  It  would 
have  been  a  very  pleasant  scene  if  one  had  not  been  a  partner 
in  it.  The  old  Abbs',  with  his  keen,  astute  marked  face, 
struggling  between  surprise,  fear,  the  sense  of  the  ridiculous, 
and  the  certainty  of  losing  his  mistress ;  the  lady,  foaming  at 
the  mouth,  and  shaking  her  clenched  hand  most  menacingly 
at  her  traducer;  myself  endeavouring  to  pacify,  and  acting, 
as  one  does  at  such  moments,  mechanically,  though  one  flat- 
ters one's  self  afterwards  that  one  acted  solely  from  wisdom. 

But  the  Abbe's  mistress  was  by  no  means  content  with  vin- 
dicating herself :  she  retaliated,  and  gave  so  minute  a  descrip- 
tion of  the  Abbe's  own  qualities  and  graces,  coupled  with  so 
many  pleasing  illustrations,  that  in  a  very  little  time  his 
coolness  forsook  him,  and  he  grew  in  as  great  a  rage  as  her- 
self. At  last  she  flew  out  of  the  room.  The  Abbe,  trembling 
with  passion,  shook  me  most  cordially  by  the  hand,  grinned 
from  ear  to  ear,  said  it  was  a  capital  joke,  wished  me  good- 
by  as  if  he  loved  me  better  than  his  eyes,  and  left  the  house 
my  most  irreconcilable  and  bitter  foe! 

How  could  it  be  otherwise?  The  rivalship  the  Abbe  might 
have  forgiven ;  such  things  happened  every  day  to  him :  but 
the  having  been  made  so  egregiously  ridiculous  the  Abbe 
could  not  forgive;  and  the  Abbe's  was  a  critical  age  for  jest- 
ing on  these  matters,  sixty  or  so.  And  then  such  unpalatable 
sarcasms  on  his  appearance!  " 'T  is  all  over  in  that  quarter," 
said  I  to  myself,  "but  we  may  find  another,"  and  I  drove  out 
that  very  day  to  pay  my  respects  to  the  Regent. 
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What  a  pity  it  is  that  one's  pride  should  so  often  be  the 
bane  of  one's  wisdom.  Ah!  that  one  could  be  as  good  a  man 
of  the  world  in  practice  as  one  is  in  theory !  my  master-stroke 
of  policy  at  that  moment  would  evidently  have  t>een  this :  I 
should  have  gone  to  the  Regent  and  made  out  a  story  similar 
to  the  real  one,  but  with  this  difference,  all  the  ridicule  of  the 
situation  should  have  fallen  upon  me,  and  the  little  Dubois 
should  have  been  elevated  on  a  pinnacle  of  respectable  ap- 
pearances! This,  as  the  Regent  told  the  Abbe  everything, 
would  have  saved  me.  I  saw  the  plan;  but  was  too  proud  to 
adopt  it;  I  followed  another  course  in  my  game:  I  threw 
away  the  knave,  and  played  with  the  king,  i.e.,  with  the  Re- 
gent. After  a  little  preliminary  conversation,  I  turned  the 
conversation  on  the  Abbe. 

"  Ah !  the  scelerat !  "  said  Philip,  smiling,  "  't  is  a  sad  dog, 
but  very  clever  and  loves  me ,  he  would  be  incomparable,  if 
he  were  but  decently  honest." 

"At  least,"  said  I,  "he  is  no  hypocrite,  and  that  is  some 
praise." 

"  Hem ! "  ejaculated  the  Duke,  very  slowly,  and  then, 
after  a  pause,  he  said,  "Count,  I  have  a  real  kindness  for 
you,  and  I  will  therefore  give  you  a  piece  of  advice :  think  as 
well  of  Dubois  as  you  can,  and  address  him  as  if  he  were  all 
you  endeavoured  to  fancy  him." 

After  this  hint,  which  in  the  mouth  of  any  prince  but 
Philip  of  Orleans  would  have  been  not  a  little  remarkable  for 
its  want  of  dignity,  my  prospects  did  not  seem  much  brighter; 
however,  I  was  not  discouraged. 

"  The  Abbe*, "  said  I,  respectfully,  "  is  a  choleric  man :  one 
may  displease  him ;  but  dare  I  hope  that  so  long  as  I  preserve 
inviolate  my  zeal  and  my  attachment  to  the  interests  and  the 
person  of  your  Highness,  no  —  " 

The  Regent  interrupted  me.  "You  mean  nobody  shall 
successfully  misrepresent  you  to  me?  No,  Count"  (and 
here  the  Regent  spoke  with  the  earnestness  and  dignity, 
which,  when  he  did  assume,  few  wore  with  a  nobler  grace)  — 
"  no,  Count,  I  make  a  distinction  between  those  who  minister 
to  the  state  and  those  who  minister  to  me.  I  consider  your 
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services  too  valuable  to  the  former  to  put  them  at  the  mercy 
of  the  latter.  And  now  that  the  conversation  has  turned 
upon  business  I  wish  to  spe"ak  to  you  about  this  scheme  of 
Gortz." 

After  a  prolonged  conference  with  the  Regent  upon  mat- 
ters of  business,  in  which  his  deep  penetration  into  human 
nature  not  a  little  surprised  me,  I  went  away  thoroughly  sat- 
isfied with  my  visit.  I  should  not  have  been  so  had  I  added 
to  my  other  accomplishments  the  gift  of  prophecy.  Above 
five  days  after  this  interview,  I  thought  it  would  be  but  pru- 
dent to  pay  the  Abbe  Dubois  one  of  those  visits  of  homage 
which  it  was  already  become  policy  to  pay  him.  "If  I  go," 
thought  I,  "it  will  seem  as  if  nothing  had  happened;  if  I 
stay  away,  it  will  seem  as  if  I  attached  importance  to  a  scene 
I  should  appear  to  have  forgotten." 

It  so  happened  that  the  Abbe  had  a  very  unusual  visitor 
that  morning,  in  the  person  of  the  austere  but  admirable  Due 
de  St.  Simon.  There  was  a  singular  and  almost  invariable 
distinction  in  the  Eegent's  mind  between  one  kind  of  regard 
and  another.  His  regard  for  one  order  of  persons  always 
arose  either  out  of  his  vices  or  his  indolence;  his  regard  for 
another,  out  of  his  good  qualities  and  his  strong  sense.  The 
Due  de  St.  Simon  held  the  same  place  in  the  latter  species  of 
affection  that  Dubois  did  in  the  former.  The  Due  was  just 
coming  out  of  the  Abbe's  closet  as  I  entered  the  anteroom. 
He  paused  to  speak  to  me,  while  Dubois,  who  had  followed 
the  Due  out,  stopped  for  one  moment,  and  surveyed  me  with 
a  look  like  a  thundercloud.  I  did  not  appear  to  notice  it,  but 
St.  Simon  did. 

"  That  look, "  said  he,  as  Dubois,  beckoning  to  a  gentleman 
to  accompany  him  to  his  closet,  once  more  disappeared,  "  that 
look  bodes  you  no  good,  Count." 

Pride  is  an  elevation  which  is  a  spring-board  at  one  time 
and  a  stumbling-block  at  another.  It  was  with  me  more 
often  the  stumbling-block  than  the  spring-board.  "Monsei- 
gneur  le  Due, "  said  I,  haughtily  enough,  and  rather  in  too 
loud  a  tone  considering  the  chamber  was  pretty  full,  "  in  no 
court  to  which  Morton  Devereux  proffers  his  services  shall  his 
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fortune  depend  upon  the  looks  of  a  low-born  insolent  or  a 
profligate  priest." 

St.  Simon  smiled  sardonically.  "Monsieur  le  Comte,"  said 
he,  rather  civilly,  "  I  honour  your  sentiments,  and  I  wish  you 
success  in  the  world  —  and  a  lower  voice." 

I  was  going  to  say  something  by  way  of  retort,  for  I  was  in 
a  very  bad  humour,  but  I  checked  myself:  "I  need  not," 
thought  I,  "make  two  enemies,  if  I  can  help  it." 

"I  shall  never,"  I  replied  gravely,  "I  shall  never  despair, 
so  long  as  the  Due  de  St.  Simon  lives,  of  winning  by  the  same 
arts  the  favour  of  princes  and  the  esteem  of  good  men." 

The  Due  was  flattered,  and  replied  suitably,  but  he  very 
soon  afterwards  went  away.  I  was  resolved  that  I  would 
not  go  till  I  had  fairly  seen  what  sort  of  reception  the  Abbe 
would  give  me.  I  did  not  wait  long:  he  came  out  of  his 
closet,  and  standing  in  his  usual  rude  manner  with  his  back 
to  the  fireplace,  received  the  addresses  and  compliments  of  his 
visitors.  I  was  not  in  a  hurry  to  present  myself,  but  I  did 
so  at  last  with  a  familiar  yet  rather  respectful  air.  Dubois 
looked  at  me  from  head  to  foot,  and  abruptly  turning  his 
back  upon  me,  said  with  an  oath,  to  a  courtier  who  stood  next 
to  him, —  "The  plagues  of  Pharaoh  are  come  again;  only  in- 
stead of  Egyptian  frogs  in  our  chambers,  we  have  the  still 
more  troublesome  guests, — English  adventurers!" 

Somehow  or  other  my  compliments  rarely  tell;  I  am 
lavish  enough  of  them,  but  they  generally  have  the  air  of 
sarcasms ;  thank  Heaven,  however,  no  one  can  accuse  me  of 
ever  wanting  a  rude  answer  to  a  rude  speech.  "Ha!  ha! 
ha ! "  said  I  now,  in  answer  to  Dubois,  with  a  courteous 
laugh,  "you  have  an  excellent  wit,  Abbe.  Apropos  of  ad- 
ventures, I  met  a  Monsieur  St.  Laurent,  Principal  of  the  In- 
stitution of  St.  Michael,  the  other  day.  'Count,'  said  he, 
hearing  I  was  going  to  Paris,  'you  can  do  me  an  especial 
favour!'  'What  is  it?'  said  I.  'Why,  a  cast-off  valet  of 
mine  is  living  at  Paris;  he  would  have  gone  long  since  to  the 
galleys,  if  he  had  not  taken  sanctuary  in  the  Church :  if  ever 
you  meet  him,  give  him  a  good  horsewhipping  on  my  account  ; 
his  name  is  William  Dubois.7  'Depend  upon  it,'  answered 
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I  to  Monsieur  St.  Laurent,  'that  if  he  is  servant  to  any  one 
not  belonging  to  the  royal  family,  I  will  fulfil  your  errand, 
and  horsewhip  him  soundly;  if  in  the  service  of  the  royal 
family,  why,  respect  for  his  masters  must  oblige  me  to  con- 
tent myself  with  putting  all  persons  on  their  guard  against 
a  little  rascal,  who  retains,  in  all  situations,  the  manners 
of  the  apothecary's  son  and  the  roguery  of  the  director's 
valet.'" 

All  the  time  I  was  relating  this  charming  little  anecdote, 
it  would  have  been  amusing  to  the  last  degree  to  note  the 
horrified  countenances  of  the  surrounding  gentlemen.  Dubois 
was  too  confounded,  too  aghast,  to  interrupt  me,  and  I  left 
the  room  before  a  single  syllable  was  uttered.  Had  Dubois 
at  that  time  been,  what  he  was  afterwards,  cardinal  and  prime 
minister,  I  should  in  all  probability  have  had  permanent 
lodgings  in  the  Bastile  in  return  for  my  story.  Even  as  it 
was,  the  Abbe  was  not  so  grateful  as  he  ought  to  have  been 
for  my  taking  so  much  pains  to  amuse  him !  In  spite  of  my 
anger  on  leaving  the  favourite,  I  did  not  forget  my  prudence, 
and  accordingly  I  hastened  to  the  Prince.  When  the  Regent 
admitted  me,  I  flung  myself  on  my  knee,  and  told  him,  ver- 
batim, all  that  had  happened.  The  Regent,  who  seems  to 
have  had  very  little  real  liking  for  Dubois,  could  not  help 
laughing  when  I  ludicrously  described  to  him  the  universal 
consternation  my  anecdote  had  excited.1 

"Courage,  my  dear  Count,"  said  he,  kindly,  "you  have 
nothing  to  fear;  return  home  and  count  upon  an  embassy!  " 

I  relied  on  the  royal  word,  returned  to  my  lodgings,  and 
spent  the  evening  with  Chaulieu  and  Fontenelle.  The  next 
day  the  Due  de  St.  Simon  paid  me  a  visit.  After  a  little  pre- 
liminary conversation,  he  unburdened  the  secret  with  which 
he  was  charged.  I  was  desired  to  leave  Paris  in  forty-eight 
hours. 

"Believe  me,"  said  St.  Simon,  "that  this  message  was  not 

1  On  the  death  of  Dubois,  the  Regent  wrote  to  the  Count  de  Noce",  whom 
he  had  banished  for  an  indiscreet  expression  against  the  favourite,  uttered  at 
one  of  his  private  suppers :  "  With  the  beast  dies  the  venom :  I  expect  you 
to-night  to  supper  at  the  Palais  Royal." 
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intrusted  to  me  by  the  Regent  without  great  reluctance.  He 
sends  you  many  condescending  and  kind  messages;  says  he 
shall  always  both  esteem  and  like  you,  and  hopes  to  see  you 
again,  some  time  or  other,  at  the  Palais  Royal.  Moreover, 
he  desires  the  message  to  be  private,  and  has  intrusted  it  to 
me  in  especial,  because  hearing  that  I  had  a  kindness  for  you, 
and  knowing  I  had  a  hatred  for  Dubois,  he  thought  I  should 
be  the  least  unwelcome  messenger  of  such  disagreeable  tid- 
ings. 'To  tell  you  the  truth,  St.  Simon,'  said  the  Regent, 
laughing,  'I  only  consent  to  have  him  banished,  from  a  firm 
conviction  that  if  I  do  not  Dubois  will  take  some  opportunity 
of  having  him  beheaded.' ' 

"  Pray, "  said  I,  smiling  with  a  tolerably  good  grace,  "  pray 
give  my  most  grateful  and  humble  thanks  to  his  Highness, 
for  his  very  considerate  and  kind  foresight.  I  could  not  have 
chosen  better  for  myself  than  his  Highness  has  chosen  for 
me:  my  only  regret  on  quitting  France  is  at  leaving  a  prince 
so  affable  as  Philip  and  a  courtier  so  virtuous  as  St.  Simon." 

Though  the  good  Due  went  every  year  to  the  Abbey  de  la 
Trappe  for  the  purpose  of  mortifying  his  sins  and  preserving 
his  religion  in  so  impious  an  atmosphere  as  the  Palais  Royal, 
he  was  not  above  flattery ;  and  he  expressed  himself  towards 
me  with  particular  kindness  after  my  speech. 

At  court,  one  becomes  a  sort  of  human  ant-bear,  and  learns 
to  catch  one's  prey  by  one's  tongue. 

After  we  had  eased  ourselves  a  little  by  abusing  Dubois, 
the  Due  took  his  leave  in  order  to  allow  me  time  to  prepare 
for  my  "journey,"  as  he  politely  called  it.  Before  he  left, 
he,  however,  asked  me  whither  my  course  would  be  bent? 
I  told  him  that  I  should  take  my  chance  with  the  Czar  Peter, 
and  see  if  his  czarship  thought  the  same  esteem  was  due  to 
the  disgraced  courtier  as  to  the  favoured  diplomatist. 

That  night  I  received  a  letter  from  St.  Simon,  enclosing 
one  addressed  with  all  due  form  to  the  Czar.  "  You  will  con- 
sider the  enclosed,"  wrote  St.  Simon,  "a  fresh  proof  of  the 
Regent's  kindness  to  you;  it  is  a  most  flattering  testimonial 
in  your  favour,  and  cannot  fail  to  make  the  Czar  anxious  to 
secure  your  services." 
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I  was  not  a  little  touched  by  a  kindness  so  unusual  in  princes 
to  their  discarded  courtiers,  and  this  entirely  reconciled  me 
to  a  change  of  scene  which,  indeed,  under  any  other  circum- 
stances, my  somewhat  morbid  love  for  action  and  variety 
would  have  induced  me  rather  to  relish  than  dislike. 

Within  thirty-six  hours  from  the  time  of  dismissal,  I  had 
turned  my  back  upon  the  French  capital. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

A     LONG     INTERVAL     OF     YEAKS. — A     CHANGE     OF     MIND    AND 

• 

ITS   CAUSES. 

THE  last  accounts  received  of  the  Czar  reported  him  to  be 
at  Dautzic.  He  had,  however,  quitted  that  place  when  I  ar- 
rived there.  I  lost  no  time  in  following  him,  and  presented 
myself  to  his  Majesty  one  day  after  his  dinner,  when  he  was 
sitting  with  one  leg  in  the  Czarina's  lap  and  a  bottle  of  the 
best  eau  de  vie  before  him.  I  had  chosen  my  time  well;  he 
received  me  most  graciously,  read  my  letter  from  the  Regent 
—  about  which,  remembering  the  fate  of  Bellerophon,  I  had 
had  certain  apprehensions,  but  which  proved  to  be  in  the 
highest  degree  complimentary  —  and  then  declared  himself 
extremely  happy  to  see  me  again.  However  parsimonious 
Peter  generally  was  towards  foreigners,  I  never  had  ground 
foi  personal  complaint  on  that  score.  The  very  next  day  I 
was  appointed  to  a  post  of  honour  and  profit  about  the  royal 
person ;  from  this  I  was  transferred  to  a  military  station,  in 
which  I  rose  with  great  rapidity;  and  I  was  only  occasionally 
called  from  my  warlike  duties  to  be  intrusted  with  diplomatic 
missions  of  the  highest  confidence  and  importance. 

It  is  this  portion  of  my  life  —  a  portion  of  nine  years  to  the 
time  of  the  Czar's  death  —  that  I  shall,  in  this  history,  the 
most  concentrate  and  condense.  In  truth,  were  I  to  dwell  upon 
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it  at  length,  I  should  make  little  more  than  a  mere  record  of 
political  events;  differing,  in  some  respects,  it  is  true,  from 
the  received  histories  of  the  time,  but  containing  nothing  to 
compensate  in  utility  for  the  want  of  interest.  That  this  was 
the  exact  age  for  adventurers,  Alberoni  and  Dubois  are  suffi- 
cient proofs.  Never  was  there  a  more  stirring,  active,  restless 
period;  never  one  in  which  the  genius  of  intrigue  was  so  per- 
vadingly  at  work.  I  was  not  less  fortunate  than  my  brethren. 
Although  scarcely  four  and  twenty  when  I  entered  the  Czar's 
service,  my  habits  of  intimacy  with  men  much  older;  my  cus- 
tomary gravity,  reserve,  and  thought;  my  freedom,  since 
Isora's  death,  from  youthful  levity  or  excess;  my  early  en- 
trance into  the  world ;  and  a  countenance  prematurely  marked 
with  the  lines  of  reflection  and  sobered  by  its  hue, —  made  me 
appear  considerably  older  than  I  was.  I  kept  my  own  coun- 
sel, and  affected  to  be  so:  youth  is  a  great  enemy  to  one's 
success ;  and  more  esteem  is  often  bestowed  upon  a  wrinkled 
brow  than  a  plodding  brain. 

All  the  private  intelligence  which  during  this  space  of  time 
I  had  received  from  England  was  far  from  voluminous.  My 
mother  still  enjoyed  the  quiet  of  her  religious  retreat.  A 
fire,  arising  from  the  negligence  of  a  servant,  had  consumed 
nearly  the  whole  of  Devereux  Court  (the  fine  old  house !  till 
that  went,  I  thought  even  England  held  one  friend).  Upon 
this  accident,  Gerald  had  gone  to  London;  and,  though  there 
was  now  no  doubt  of  his  having  been  concerned  in  the  Eebel- 
lion  of  1715,  he  had  been  favourably  received  at  court,  and 
was  already  renowned  throughout  London  for  his  pleasures, 
his  excesses,  and  his  munificent  profusion. 

Montreuil,  whose  lot  seemed  to  be  always  to  lose  by  in- 
trigue what  he  gained  by  the  real  solidity  of  his  genius,  had 
embarked  very  largely  in  the  rash  but  gigantic  schemes  of 
Gortz  and  Alberoni;  schemes  which,  had  they  succeeded, 
would  not  only  have  placed  a  new  king  upon  the  English 
throne,  but  wrought  an  utter  change  over  the  whole  face  of 
Europe.  With  Alberoni  and  with  Gortz  fell  Montreuil.  He 
was  banished  France  and  Spain;  the  penalty  of  death  awaited 
him  in  Britain ;  and  he  was  supposed  to  have  thrown  himself 
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into  some  convent  in  Italy,  where  his  name  and  his  character 
were  unknown.  In  this  brief  intelligence  was  condensed  all 
my  information  of  the  actors  in  my  first  scenes  of  life.  I 
return  to  that  scene  on  which  I  had  now  entered. 

At  the  age  of  thirty-three  I  had  acquired  a  reputation  suffi- 
cient to  content  my  ambition ;  my  fortune  was  larger  than  my 
wants ;  I  was  a  favourite  in  courts ;  I  had  been  successful  in 
camps ;  I  had  already  obtained  all  that  would  have  rewarded 
the  whole  lives  of  many  men  superior  to  myself  in  merit, 
more  ardent  than  myself  in  desires.  I  was  still  young;  my 
appearance,  though  greatly  altered,  manhood  had  rather  im- 
proved than  impaired.  I  had  not  forestalled  my  constitution 
by  excesses,  nor  worn  dry  the  sources  of  pleasure  by  too  large 
a  demand  upon  their  capacities;  why  was  it  then,  at  that 
golden  age,  in  the  very  prime  and  glory  of  manhood,  in  the 
very  zenith  and  summer  of  success,  that  a  deep,  dark,  pervad- 
ing melancholy  fell  upon  me?  a  melancholy  so  gloomy  that 
it  seemed  to  me  as  a  thick  and  impenetrable  curtain  drawn 
gradually  between  myself  and  the  blessed  light  of  human  en- 
joyment. A  torpor  crept  upon  me;  an  indolent,  heavy,  cling- 
ing languor  gathered  over  my  whole  frame,  the  physical  and 
tne  mental;  I  sat  for  hours  without  book,  paper,  object, 
thought,  gazing  on  vacancy,  stirring  not,  feeling  not,  —  yes, 
feeling,  but  feeling  only  one  sensation,  a  sick,  sad,  drooping 
despondency,  a  sinking  in  of  the  heart,  a  sort  of  gnawing 
within  as  if  something  living  were  twisted  round  my  vitals, 
and,  finding  no  other  food,  preyed,  though  with  a  sickly  and 
dull  maw,  upon  them.  This  disease  came  upon  me  slowly: 
it  was  not  till  the  beginning  of  the  second  year,  from  its  ob- 
vious and  palpable  commencement,  that  it  grew  to  the  height 
that  I  have  described.  It  began  with  a  distaste  to  all  that  I 
had  been  accustomed  to  enjoy  or  to  'pursue.  Music,  which  I 
had  always  passionately  loved,  though  from  some  defect  in 
the  organs  of  hearing,  I  was  incapable  of  attaining  the  small- 
est knowledge  of  the  science,  music  lost  all  its  diviner  spells, 
all  its  properties  of  creating  a  new  existence,  a  life  of  dream- 
ing and  vain  luxuries,  within  the  mind:  it  became  only  a  mo- 
notonous sound,  less  grateful  to  the  languor  of  my  faculties 
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than  an  utter  and  dead  stillness.  I  had  never  been  what  is 
generally  termed  a  boon  companion ;  but  I  had  had  the  social 
vanities,  if  not  the  social  tastes;  I  had  insensibly  loved  the 
board  which  echoed  with  applause  at  my  sallies,  and  the  com- 
rades who,  while  they  deprecated  my  satire,  had  been  com- 
plaisant enough  to  hail  it  as  wit.  One  of  my  weaknesses  is  a 
love  of  show,  and  I  had  gratified  a  feeling  not  the  less  cher- 
ished because  it  arose  from  a  petty  source,  in  obtaining  for 
my  equipages,  my  mansion,  my  banquets,  the  celebrity  which 
is  given  no  less  to  magnificence  than  to  fame:  now  I  grew  in- 
different alike  to  the  signs  of  pomp,  and  to  the  baubles  of 
taste;  praise  fell  upon  a  listless  ear,  and  (rare  pitch  of 
satiety!)  the  pleasures  that  are  the  offspring  of  our  foibles 
delighted  me  no  more.  I  had  early  learned  from  Bolingbroke 
a  love  for  the  converse  of  men,  eminent,  whether  for  wisdom 
or  for  wit:  the  graceful  badinage,  or  the  keen  critique;  the 
sparkling  flight  of  the  winged  words  which  circled  and  re- 
bounded from  lip  to  lip,  or  the  deep  speculation  upon  the 
mysterious  and  unravelled  wonders  of  man,  of  Nature,  and  the 
world;  the  light  maxim  upon  manners,  or  the  sage  inquiry 
into  the  mines  of  learning,  all  and  each  had  possessed  a  link 
to  bind  my  temper  and  my  tastes  to  the  graces  and  fascina- 
tion of  social  life.  Now  a  new  spirit  entered  within  me: 
the  smile  faded  from  my  lip,  and  the  jest  departed  from  my 
tongue;  memory  seemed  no  less  treacherous  than  fancy,  and 
deserted  me  the  instant  I  attempted  to  enter  into  those  con- 
tests of  knowledge  in  which  I  had  been  not  undistinguished 
before.  I  grew  confused  and  embarrassed  in  speech;  my 
words  expressed  a  sense  utterly  different  to  that  which  I  had 
intended  to  convey;  and  at  last,  as  my  apathy  increased,  I 
sat  at  my  own  board,  silent  and  lifeless,  freezing  into  ice  the 
very  powers  and  streams  of  converse  which  I  had  once  been 
the  foremost  to  circulate  and  to  warm. 

At  the  time  I  refer  to,  I  was  Minister  at  one  of  the  small 
Continental  courts,  where  life  is  a  round  of  unmeaning  eti- 
quette and  wearisome  ceremonials,  a  daily  labour  of  trifles,  a 
ceaseless  pageantry  of  nothings.  I  had  been  sent  there  upon 
one  important  event;  the  business  resulting  from  it  had  soon 
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ceased,  and  all  the  duties  that  remained  for  me  to  discharge 
were  of  a  negative  and  passive  nature.  Nothing  that  could 
arouse,  nothing  that  could  occupy  faculties  that  had  for  years 
been  so  perpetually  wound  up  to  a  restless  excitement,  was  left 
for  me  in  this  terrible  reservoir  of  ennui.  I  had  come  thither 
at  once  from  the  skirmishing  and  wild  warfare  of  a  Tartar  foe ;  a 
war  in  which,  though  the  glory  was  obscure,  the  action  was  per- 
petual and  exciting.  I  had  come  thither,  and  the  change  was 
as  if  I  had  passed  from  a  mountain  stream  to  a  stagnant  pool. 

Society  at  this  court  reminded  me  of  a  state  funeral :  every- 
thing was  pompous  and  lugubrious,  even  to  the  drapery  — 
even  to  the  feathers  —  which,  in  other  scenes,  would  have 
been  consecrated  to  associations  of  levity  or  of  grace;  the 
hourly  pageant  swept  on  slow,  tedious,  mournful,  and  the  ob- 
ject of  the  attendants  was  only  to  entomb  the  Pleasure  which 
they  affected  to  celebrate.  What  a  change  for  the  wild,  the 
strange,  the  novel,  the  intriguing,  the  varying  life,  which, 
whether  in  courts  or  camps,  I  had  hitherto  led!  The  internal 
change  that  came  over  myself  is  scarcely  to  be  wondered  at ; 
the  winds  stood  still,  and  the  straw  they  had  blown  from 
quarter  to  quarter,  whether  in  anger  or  in  sport,  began  to 
moulder  upon  the  spot  where  they  had  left  it. 

From  this  cessation  of  the  aims,  hopes,  and  thoughts  of 
life  I  was  awakened  by  the  spreading,  as  it  were,  of  another 
disease:  the  dead,  dull,  aching  pain  at  my  heart  was  suc- 
ceeded by  one  acute  and  intense ;  the  absence  of  thought  gave 
way  to  one  thought  more  terrible,  more  dark,  more  despairing 
than  any  which  had  haunted  me  since  the  first  year  of  Isora's 
death ;  and  from  a  numbness  and  pause,  as  it  were,  of  exist- 
ence, existence  became  too  keen  and  intolerable  a  sense.  I 
will  enter  into  an  explanation. 

At  the  court  of ,  there  was  an  Italian,  not  uncelebrated 

for  his  wisdom,  nor  unbeloved  for  an  innocence  and  integrity 
of  life  rarely  indeed  to  be  met  with  among  his  countrymen. 
The  acquaintance  of  this  man,  who  was  about  fifty  years  of 
age,  and  who  was  devoted  almost  exclusively  to  the  pursuit 
of  philosophical  science,  I  had  sedulously  cultivated.  His 
conversation  pleased  me ;  his  wisdom  improved;  and  his  be- 
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nevolence,  which  reminded  me  of  the  traits  of  La  Fontaine,  it 
was  so  infantine,  made  me  incline  to  love  him.  Upon  the 
growth  of  the  fearful  malady  of  mind  which  seized  me,  I  had 
discontinued  my  visits  and  my  invitations  to  the  Italian;  and 
Bezoni  (so  was  he  called)  felt  a  little  offended  by  my  neglect. 
As  soon,  however,  as  he  discovered  my  state  of  mind,  the 
good  man's  resentment  left  him.  He  forced  himself  upon  my 
solitude,  and  would  sit  by  me  whole  evenings, —  sometimes 
without  exchanging  a  word,  sometimes  with  vain  attempts  to 
interest,  to  arouse,  or  to  amuse  me. 

At  last,  one  evening  —  it  was  the  era  of  a  fearful  suffering 
to  me  —  our  conversation  turned  upon  those  subjects  which 
are  at  once  the  most  important  and  the  most  rarely  discussed. 
We  spoke  of  religion.  We  first  talked  upon  the  theology  of 
revealed  religion.  As  Bezoni  warmed  into  candour,  I  per- 
ceived that  his  doctrines  differed  from  iny  own,  and  that  he 
inly  disbelieved  that  divine  creed  which  Christians  profess 
to  adore.  From  a  dispute  on  the  ground  of  faith,  we  came  to 
one  upon  the  more  debatable  ground  of  reason.  We  turned 
from  the  subject  of  revealed  to  that  of  natural  religion;  and 
we  entered  long  and  earnestly  into  that  randest  of  all  earthly 
speculations,  —  the  metaphysical  proofs  of  the  immortality 
of  the  soul.  Again  the  sentiments  of  Bezoni  were  opposed  to 
mine.  He  was  a  believer  in  the  dark  doctrine  which  teaches 
that  man  is  dust  and  that  all  things  are  forgotten  in  the 
grave.  He  expressed  his  opinions  with  a  clearness  and  pre- 
cision the  more  impressive  because  totally  devoid  of  cavil  and 
of  rhetoric.  I  listened  in  silence,  but  with  a  deep  and  most 
chilling  dismay.  Even  now  I  think  I  see  the  man  as  he  sat 
before  me,  the  light  of  the  lamp  falling  on  his  high  forehead 
and  dark  features;  even  now  I  think  I  hear  his  calm,  low 
voice  —  the  silver  voice  of  his  country  —  stealing  to  my  heart, 
and  withering  the  only  pure  and  unsullied  hope  which  I  yet 
cherished  there. 

Bezoni  left  me,  unconscious  of  the  anguish  he  bequeathed 
me,  to  think  over  all  he  had  said.  I  did  not  sleep  nor  even 
retire  to  bed.  I  laid  my  head  upon  my  hands,  and  surren- 
dered myself  to  turbulent  yet  intense  reflection.  Every  man 
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who  has  lived  much  in  the  world,  and  conversed  with  its  va- 
rious tribes,  has,  I  fear,  met  with  many  who,  on  this  moment- 
ous subject,  profess  the  same  tenets  as  Bezoni.  But  he  was 
the  first  person  I  had  met  of  that  sect  who  had  evidently 
thought  long  and  deeply  upon  the  creed  he  had  embraced.  He 
was  not  a  voluptuary  nor  a  boaster  nor  a  wit.  He  had  not 
been  misled  by  the  delusions  either  of  vanity  or  of  the  senses. 
He  was  a  man  pure,  innocent,  modest,  full  of  all  tender  char- 
ities and  meek  dispositions  towards  mankind:  it  was  evi- 
dently his  interest  to  believe  in  a  future  state ;  he  could  have 
had  nothing  to  fear  from  it.  Not  a  single  passion  did  he 
cherish  which  the  laws  of  another  world  would  have  con- 
demned. Add  to  this,  what  I  have  observed  before,  that  he 
was  not  a  man  fond  of  the  display  of  intellect,  nor  one  that 
brought  to  the  discussions  of  wisdom  the  artillery  of  wit.  He 
was  grave,  humble,  and  self-diffident,  beyond  all  beings.  I 
would  have  given  a  kingdom  to  have  found  something  in  the 
advocate  by  which  I  could  have  condemned  the  cause :  I  could 
not,  and  I  was  wretched. 

I  spent  the  whole  of  the  next  week  among  my  books.  I 
ransacked  whatever  in  my  scanty  library  the  theologians  had 
written  or  the  philosophers  had  bequeathed  upon  that  mighty 
secret.  I  arranged  their  arguments  in  my  mind.  I  armed 
myself  with  their  weapons.  I  felt  my  heart  spring  joyously 
within  me  as  I  felt  the  strength  I  had  acquired,  and  I  sent  to 
the  philosopher  to  visit  me,  that  I  might  conquer  and  confute 
him.  He  came;  but  he  spoke  with  pain  and  reluctance.  He 
saw  that  I  had  taken  the  matter  far  more  deeply  to  heart  than 
he  could  have  supposed  it  possible  in  a  courtier  and  a  man  of 
fortune  and  the  world.  Little  did  he  know  of  me  or  my 
secret  soul.  I  broke  down  his  reserve  at  last.  I  unrolled  my 
arguments.  I  answered  his,  and  we  spent  the  whole  night 
in  controversy.  He  left  me,  and  I  was  more  bewildered  than 
ever. 

To  speak  truth,  he  had  devoted  years  to  the  subject :  I  had 
devoted  only  a  week.  He  had  come  to  his  conclusions  step 
by  step;  he  had  reached  the  great  ultimatum  with  slowness, 
with  care,  and,  he  confessed,  with  anguish  and  with  reluc- 
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tance.  What  a  match  was  I,  who  brought  a  hasty  temper, 
and  a  limited  reflection  on  that  subject  to  a  reasoner  like  this? 
His  candour  staggered  and  chilled  me  even  more  than  his 
logic.  Arguments  that  occurred  not  to  me,  upon  my  side  of 
the  question,  he  stated  at  length  and  with  force;  I  heard, 
and,  till  he  replied  to  them,  I  deemed  they  were  unanswera- 
ble :  the  reply  came,  and  I  had  no  counter-word.  A  meeting 
of  this  nature  was  often  repeated ;  and  when  he  left  me,  tears 
crept  into  my  wild  eyes,  my  heart  melted  within  me,  and  I 
wept ! 

I  must  now  enter  more  precisely  than  I  have  yet  done  into 
my  state  of  mind  upon  religious  matters  at  the  time  this  dis- 
pute with  the  Italian  occurred.  To  speak  candidly,  I  had 
been  far  less  shocked  with  his  opposition  to  me  upon  matters 
of  doctrinal  faith  than  with  that  upon  matters  of  abstract 
reasoning.  Bred  a  Roman  Catholic,  though  pride,  consist- 
ency, custom,  made  me  externally  adhere  to  the  Papal  Church, 
I  inly  perceived  its  errors  and  smiled  at  its  superstitions. 
And  in  the  busy  world,  where  so  little  but  present  objects 
or  human  anticipations  of  the  future  engross  the  attention,  I 
had  never  given  the  subject  that  consideration  which  would 
have  enabled  me  (as  it  has  since)  to  separate  the  dogmas  of 
the  priest  from  the  precepts  of  the  Saviour,  and  thus  con- 
firmed my  belief  as  the  Christian  by  the  very  means  which 
would  have  loosened  it  as  the  Sectarian.  So  that  at  the  time 
Bezoni  knew  me  a  certain  indifference  to  —  perhaps  arising 
from  an  ignorance  of  —  doctrinal  points,  rendered  me  little 
hurt  by  arguments  against  opinions  which  I  embraced  indeed, 
but  with  a  lukewarm  and  imperfect  affection.  But  it  was  far 
otherwise  upon  abstract  points  of  reasoning,  far  otherwise, 
when  the  hope  of  surviving  this  frail  and  most  unhallowed 
being  was  to  be  destroyed.  I  might  have  been  indifferent  to 
cavil  upon  what  was  the  word  of  God,  but  never  to  question 
of  the  justice  of  God  Himself.  In  the  whole  world  there  was 
not  a  more  ardent  believer  in  our  imperishable  nature,  nor 
one  more  deeply  interested  in  the  belief.  Do  not  let  it  be 
supposed  that  because  I  have  not  often  recurred  to  Isora's 
death  (or  because  I  have  continued  my  history  in  a  jesting 
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and  light  tone)  that  that  event  ever  passed  from  the  memory 
which  it  had  turned  to  bitterness  and  gall.  Never  in  the 
masses  of  intrigue,  in  the  festivals  of  pleasure,  in  the  tu< 
mults  of  ambition,  in  the  blaze  of  a  licentious  court,  or  by  the 
rude  tents  of  a  barbarous  host, —  never,  my  buried  love,  had  I 
forgotten  thee!  That  remembrance,  had  no  other  cause  ex- 
isted, would  have  led  me  to  God.  Every  night,  in  whatever 
toils  or  whatever  objects,  whatever  failures  or  triumphs,  the 
day  had  been  consumed;  every  night  before  I  laid  my  head 
upon  my  widowed  and  lonely  pillow, —  I  had  knelt  down  and 
lifted  my  heart  to  Heaven,  blending  the  hopes  of  that  Heaven 
with  the  memory  and  the  vision  of  Isora.  Prayer  had  seemed 
to  me  a  commune  not  only  with  the  living  God,  but  with  the 
dead  by  whom  His  dwelling  is  surrounded.  Pleasant  and 
soft  was  it  to  turn  to  one  thought,  to  which  all  the  holiest 
portions  of  my  nature  clung  between  the  wearying  acts  of  this 
hard  and  harsh  drama  of  existence.  Even  the  bitterness  of 
Isora's  early  and  unavenged  death  passed  away  when  I 
thought  of  the  heaven  to  which  she  was  gone,  and  in  which, 
though  I  journeyed  now  through  sin  and  travail  and  recked 
little  if  the  paths  of  others  differed  from  my  own,  I  yet 
trusted  with  a  solemn  trust  that  I  should  meet  her  at  last. 
There  was  I  to  merit  her  with  a  love  as  undying,  and  at 
length  as  pure,  as  her  own.  It  was  this  that  at  the  stated 
hour  in  which,  after  my  prayer  for  our  reunion,  I  surrendered 
my  spirit  to  the  bright  and  wild  visions  of  her  far,  but  not 
impassable  home, —  it  was  this  which  for  that  single  hour 
made  all  around  me  a  paradise  of  delighted  thoughts !  It  was 
not  the  little  earth,  nor  the  cold  sky,  nor  the  changing  wave, 
nor  the  perishable  turf, —  no,  nor  the  dead  wall  and  the  nar- 
row chamber, —  which  were  around  me  then!  No  dreamer 
ever  was  so  far  from  the  localities  of  flesh  and  life  as  I  was 
in  that  enchanted  hour:  a  light  seemed  to  settle  upon  all 
things  around  me ;  her  voice  murmured  on  my  ear,  her  kisses 
melted  on  my  brow;  I  shut  my  eyes,  and  I  fancied  that  I 
beheld  her. 

Wherefore  was  this  comfort?    Whence  came  the  spell  which 
admitted  me  to  this  fairy  land?    What  was  the  source  of  the 
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hope  and  the  rapture  and  the  delusion?  Was  it  not  the  deep 
certainty  that  Isora  yet  existed ;  that  her  spirit,  her  nature, 
her  love  were  preserved,  were  inviolate,  were  the  same? 
That  they  watched  over  me  yet,  that  she  knew  that  in  that 
hour  I  was  with  her,  that  she  felt  my  prayer,  that  even  then 
she  anticipated  the  moment  when  my  soul  should  burst  the 
human  prison-house  and  be  once  more  blended  with  her  own? 

What!  and  was  this  to  be  no  more?  Were  those  mystic 
and  sweet  revealings  to  be  mute  to  me  forever?  Were  my 
thoughts  of  Isora  to  be  henceforth  bounded  to  the  charnel- 
house  and  the  worm?  Was  she  indeed  no  more?  No  more, — 
oh,  intolerable  despair!  ,  Why,  there  was  not  a  thing  I  had 
once  known,  not  a  dog  that  I  had  caressed,  not  a  book  that  I 
had  read,  which  I  could  know  that  I  should  see  no  more,  and, 
knowing,  not  feel  something  of  regret.  No  more!  were  we, 
indeed,  parted  forever  and  forever?  Had  she  gone  in  her 
young  years,  with  her  warm  affections,  her  new  hopes,  all 
green  and  unwithered  at  her  heart,  at  once  into  dust,  still- 
ness, ice?  And  had  I  known  her  only  for  one  year,  one  little 
year,  to  see  her  torn  from  me  by  a  violent  and  bloody  death, 
and  to  be  left  a  mourner  in  this  vast  and  eternal  charnel, 
without  a  solitary  consolation  or  a  gleam  of  hope?  Was  the 
earth  to  be  henceforth  a  mere  mass  conjured  from  the  bones 
and  fattened  by  the  clay  of  our  dead  sires?  Were  the  stars  and 
the  moon  to  be  mere  atoms  and  specks  of  a  chill  light,  no 
longer  worlds,  which  the  ardent  spirit  might  hereafter  reach 
and  be  fitted  to  enjoy?  Was  the  heaven  —  the  tender,  blue, 
loving  heaven,  in  whose  far  regions  I  had  dreamed  was  Isora's 
home,  and  had,  therefore,  grown  better  and  happier  when  I 
gazed  upon  it  —  to  be  nothing  but  cloud  and  air?  and  had  the 
love  which  had  seemed  so  immortal,  and  so  springing  from  that 
which  had  not  blent  itself  with  mortality,  been  but  a  gross  lamp 
fed  only  by  the  properties  of  a  brute  nature,  and  placed  in  a  dark 
cell  of  clay,  to  glimmer,  to  burn,  and  to  expire  with  the  frail 
walls  which  it  had  illumined?  Dust,  death,  worms, —  were 
these  the  heritage  of  love  and  hope,  of  thought,  of  passion,  of 
all  that  breathed  and  kindled  and  exalted  and  created  within? 

Could  I  contemplate  this  idea;  could  I  believe  it  possible? 


372 

I  could  not.  But  against  the  abstract,. the  logical  arguments 
lor  tliis  idea,  liad  I  a,  reply:'  I  shudder  as  J  write  that  at 
Unit  time  I  had  not!  I  eiidea.voured  to  fix  my  whole  thoughts 
to  the  study  of  those  subtle  reasoning*  which  I  liad  hitherto 
80  imperfectly  conned  ;  but  my  mind  was  jarring,  irresolute, 
bewildered,  confused;  my  stake  seemed  too  vast  to  allow  me 
coolness  for  the  game. 

Whoever  has  had  cause  for  some  refined  and  deep  study  in 
the  midst  of  the  noisy  and  loud  world  may  perhaps  readily 
comprehend  that  feeling  which  now  possessed  me;  a  feeling 
that  it  was  utterly  impossible  to  abstract  and  concentrate 
one's  thoughts,  while  at  the  mercy  of  every  intruder,  and 
fevered  and  fretful  by  every  disturbance.  Men  early  and 
long  accustomed  to  mingle  such  reflections  with  the  avoca? 
tions  of  courts  and  cities  have  grown  callous  to  these  inter- 
ruptions, and  it  has  been  in  the  very  heart  of  the  multitude 
that  the  profoundest  Speculations  have  been  cherished  and 
produced;  but  I  was  not  of  this  mould.  The  world,  which 
before  had  been  distasteful,  now  grew  insufferable;  I  longed 
for  some  seclusion,  some  utter  solitude,  some  quiet  and  im- 
penetrated nook,  that  I  might  give  my  undivided  mind  to  the 
knowledge  of  these  things,  and  build  the  tower  of  divine  rea- 
sonings by  which  I  might  ascend  to  heaven.  It  was  at  this 
time,  and  in  the  midst  of  my  fiercest  internal  conflict,  that 
the  great  Czar  died,  and  I  was  suddenly  recal^-d  to  Russia. 

"Now,"  I  said,  when  I  heard  of  my  release,  "now  shall  my 
wishes  be  fulfilled!  "  : 

I  Sent  to  Be/oni.  He  came,  but  ho  refused,  as  indeed  he 
had  for  some  time  done,  to  speak  to  me  further  upon  the.  ques- 
tion which  so  wildly  engrossed  me.  "I  forgive  you,"  said  I, 
when  we  parted,  "I  forgive,  you  for  all  that  you  have  cost 
me:  I  feel  that  the  moment  is  now  at  hand  when  my  faith 
shall  frame  a  weapon  A\  herewith  to  triumph  over  yours!" 

Father  in  Heaven!  thanks  be  to  Thee  that  my  doubts  were 
at  last  removed,  and  the  cloud  rolled  away  from  my  soul. 

1-e/oni  embraced  me,  and  wept  over  me.  "All  good  men," 
said  he,  "have  a  mighty  int'Mvst  in  your  success;  for  me 
there  is  nothing  dark,  even  in  the  mute  grave,  if  it  covers  the 
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;  is  lies  of  one  who  has  loved  and  served  his  brethren,  and  done, 
with  a  wilful  heart,  no  living  creature  wrong." 

Soon  afterwards  the  Italian  lost  his  life  in  attending  the 
victims  of  a  fearful  and  contagious  disease,  whom  even  the 
regular  practitioners  of  the  healing  art  hesitated  to  visit. 

At  this  moment  I  am,  in  the  strictest  acceptation  of  the 
words,  a  believer  and  a  Christian.  I  have  neither  anxiety 
nor  doubt  upon  the  noblest  and  the  most  comforting  of  all 
creeds,  and  I  am  grateful,  among  the  other  blessings  which 
faith  has  brought  me, —  I  am  grateful  that  it  has  brought  me 
CHARITY!  Dark  to  all  human  beings  was  Bezoni's  doc- 
trine,—  dark,  above  all,  to  those  who  have  mourned  on  earth; 
so  withering  to  all  the  hopes  which  cling  the  most  enduringly 
to  tlic  heart  was  his  unhappy  creed  that  he  who  knows  how 
insc|>:ir;i.lily,  though  insensibly,  our  moral  legislation  is  woven 
with  our  supposed  self-interest  will  scarcely  marvel  at,  even 
while  he  condemns,  the  unwise  and  unholy  persecution  which 
that  creed  universally  sustains !  Many  a  most  wretched  hour, 
many  a  pang  of  agony  and  despair,  did  those  doctrines  inflict 
upon  myself;  but  I  know  that  the  intention  of  Bezoni  was 
henevolenee.  and  that  the  practice  of  his  life  was  virtue:  and 
while  my  reason  tells  me  that  God  will  not  punish  the  re- 
luctant and  involuntary  error  of  one  to  whom  all  God's  crea- 
tures were  so  dear,  my  religion  bids  me  hope  that  I  shall  meet 
him  in  that  world  where  no  error  is,  and  where  the  Great 
Spirit  to  whom  all  human  passions  are  unknown  avenges  the 
momentary  doubt  of  His  justice  by  a  proof  of  the  infinity  of 
His  mercy. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

THE   RETREAT. 

I  ARRIVED  at  St.  Petersburg,  and  found  the  Czarina,  whose 
conjugal  perfidy  was  more,  than  suspected,  tolerably  resigned 
to  the  extinction  of  that  dazzling  life  whose  incalculable  and 
god-like  utility  it  is  reserved  for  posterity  to  appreciate !  I 
have  observed,  by  the  way,  that  in  general  men  are  the  less 
mourned  by  their  families  in  proportion  as  they  are  the  more 
mourned  by  the  community.  The  great  are  seldom  amiable; 
and  those  who  are  the  least  lenient  to  our  errors  are  invariably 
our  relations! 

Many  circumstances  at  that  time  conspired  to  make  my 
request  to  quit  the  imperial  service  appear  natural  and  appro- 
priate. The  death  of  the  Czar,  joined  to  a  growing  jealousy 
and  suspicion  between  the  English  monarch  and  Russia, 
which,  though  long  existing,  was  now  become  more  evident 
and  notorious  than  heretofore,  gave  me  full  opportunity  to 
observe  that  my  pardon  had  been  obtained  from  King  George 
three  years  since,  and  that  private  as  well  as  national  ties 
rendered  my  return  to  England  a  measure  not  only  of  expedi- 
ency but  necessity.  The  imperial  Catherine  granted  me  my 
dismissal  in  the  most  flattering  terms,  and  added  the  high 
distinction  of  the  Order  founded  in  honour  of  the  memorable 
feat  by  which  she  had  saved  her  royal  consort  and  the  Russian 
army  to  the  Order  of  St.  Andrew,  which  I  '  had  already 
received. 
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I  transferred  my  wealth,  now  immense,  to  England,  and, 
with  the  pomp  which  became  the  rank  and  reputation  Fortune 
had  bestowed  upon  me,  I  commenced  the  long  land-journey  I 
had  chalked  out  to  myself.  Although  I  had  alleged  my  wish 
to  revisit  England  as  the  main  reason  of  my  retirement  from 
Russia,  I  had  also  expressed  an  intention  of  visiting  Italy 
previous  to  my  return  to  England.  The  physicians,  indeed, 
had  recommended  to  me  that  delicious  climate  as  an  antidote 
to  the  ills  my  constitution  had  sustained  in  the  freezing  skies 
of  the  north ;  and  in  my  own  heart  I  had  secretly  appointed 
some  more  solitary  part  of  the  Divine  Land  for  the  scene  of 
my  purposed  hermitage  and  seclusion.  It  is  indeed  astonish- 
ing how  those  who  have  lived  much  in  cold  climates  yearn  for 
lands  of  mellow  light  and  summer  luxuriance ;  and  I  felt  for 
a  southern  sky  the  same  resistless  longing  which  sailors,  in 
the  midst  of  the  vast  ocean,  have  felt  for  the  green  fields  and 
various  landscape  of  the  shore. 

I  traversed,  then,  the  immense  tracts  of  Russia,  passed 
through  Hungary,  entered  Turkey,  which  I  had  wished  to 
visit,  where  I  remained  a  short  time;  and,  crossing  the  Adri- 
atic, hailed,  for  the  first  time,  the  Ausonian  shore.  It  was 
the  month  of  May  —  that  month,  of  whose  lustrous  beauty 
none  in  a  northern  clime  can  dream  —  that  I  entered  Italy. 
It  may  serve  as  an  instance  of  the  power  with  which  a  thought 
that,  however  important,  is  generally  deemed  of  too  abstract 
and  metaphysical  a  nature  deeply  to  engross  the  mind,  pos- 
sessed me  then,  that  I  —  no  cold  nor  unenthusiastic  votary  of 
the  classic  Muse  —  made  no  pilgrimage  to  city  or  ruin,  but, 
after  a  brief  sojourn  at  Ravenna,  where  I  dismissed  all  my 
train,  set  out  alone  to  find  the  solitary  cell  for  which  I  now 
sickened  with  a  hermit's  love. 

It  was  at  a  small  village  at  the  foot  of  the  Apennines  that 
I  found  the  object  of  my  search.  Strangely  enough,  there 
blended  with  my  philosophical  ardour  a  deep  mixture  of  my 
old  romance.  Nature,  to  whose  voice  the  dweller  in  cities 
and  straggler  with  mankind  had  been  so  long  obtuse,  now 
pleaded  audibly  at  my  heart,  and  called  me  to  her  embraces, 
as  a  mother  calls  unto  her  wearied  child.  My  eye,  as  with  a 
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new  vision,  became  open  to  the  mute  yet  eloquent  loveliness 
of  this  most  fairy  earth;  and  hill  and  valley,  the  mirror  of 
silent  waters,  the  sunny  stillness  of  woods,  and  the  old 
haunts  of  satyr  and  nymph,  revived  in  me  the  fountains  of 
past  poetry,  and  became  the  receptacles  of  a  thousand  spells, 
mightier  than  the  charms  of  any  enchanter  save  Love,  "which 
was  departed, —  Youth,  which  was  nearly  gone,  —  and  Nature, 
which  (more  vividly  than  ever)  existed  for  me  still. 

I  chose,  then,  my  retreat.  As  I  was  fastidious  in  its  choice, 
I  cannot  refrain  trom  the  luxury  of  describing  it.  Ah,  little 
did  I  dream  that  I  had  come  thither,  not  only  to  find  a  divine 
comfort  but  the  sources  of  a  human  and  most  passionate  woe ! 
Mightiest  of  the  Roman  bards !  in  whom  tenderness  and  rea- 
son were  so  entwined,  and  who  didst  sanctify  even  thine  un- 
holy errors  with  so  beautiful  and  rare  a  genius!  what  an 
invariable  truth  one  line  of  thine  has  expressed:  "Even  in 
the  fairest  fountain  of  delight  there  is  a  secret  and  evil  spring 
eternally  bubbling  up  and  scattering  its  bitter  waters  over  the 
very  flowers  which  surround  its  margin !  " 

In  the  midst  of  a  lovely  and  tranquil  vale  was  a  small  cot- 
tage ;  that  was  my  home.  The  good  people  there  performed 
for  me  all  the  hospitable  offices  I  required.  At  a  neighbour- 
ing monastery  I  had  taken  the  precaution  to  make  myself 
known  to  the  superior.  Not  all  Italians  —  no,  nor  all  monks 
—  belong  to  either  of  the  two  great  tribes  into  which  they  are 
generally  divided, —  knaves  or  fools.  The  Abbot  Anselmo 
was  a  man  of  rather  a  liberal  and  enlarged  mind;  he  not  only 
kept  my  secret,  which  was  necessary  to  my  peace,  but  he  took 
my  part,  which  was  perhaps  necessary  to  my  safety.  A  phi- 
losopher, who  desires  only  to  convince  himself,  and  upon  one 
subject,  does  not  require  many  books.  Truth  lies  in  a  small 
compass ;  and  for  my  part,  in  considering  any  speculative  sub- 
ject, I  would  sooner  have  with  me  one  book  of  Euclid  as  a 
model  than  all  the  library  of  the  Vatican  as  authorities.  But 
then  I  am  not  fond  of  drawing  upon  any  resources  but  those 
of  reason  for  reasonings:  wiser  men  than  I  am  are  not  so 
strict.  The  few  books  that  I  did  require  were,  however,  of  a 
nature  very  illicit  in  Italy;  the  good  Father  passed  them  to 
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me  from  Ravenna,  under  his  own  protection.  "  I  was  a  holy 
man,"  he  said,  "who  wished  to  render  the  Catholic  Church  a 
great  service,  by  writing  a  vast  book  against  certain  atrocious 
opinions;  and  the  works  I  read  were,  for  the  most  part,  works 
that  I  was  about  to  confute."  This  report  gained  me  protec- 
tion and  respect;  and,  after  I  had  ordered  my  agent  at  Ra- 
venna to  forward  to  the  excellent  Abbot  a  piece  of  plate,  and  a 
huge  cargo  of  a  rare  Hungary  wine,  it  was  not  the  Abbot's  fault 
if  I  was  not  the  most  popular  person  in  the  neighbourhood. 

But  to  my  description :  my  home  was  a  cottage ;  the  valley 
in  which  it  lay  was  divided  by  a  mountain  stream,  which 
came  from  the  forest  Apennine,  a  sparkling  and  wild  stranger, 
and  softened  into  quiet  and  calm  as  it  proceeded  through  its 
green  margin  in  the  vale.  And  that  margin,  how  dazzlingly 
green  it  was !  At  the  distance  of  about  a  mile  from  my  hut, 
the  stream  was  broken  into  a  slight  waterfall,  whose  sound 
was  heard  distinct  and  deep  in  that  still  place;  and  often  I 
paused,  from  my  midnight  thoughts,  to  listen  to  its  enchanted 
and  wild  melody.  The  fall  was  unseen  by  the  ordinary  wan- 
derer, for,  there,  the  stream  passed  through  a  thick  copse ;  and 
even  when  you  pierced  the  grove,  and  gained  the  water-side, 
dark  trees  hung  over  the  turbulent  wave,  and  the  silver  spray 
was  thrown  upward  through  the  leaves,  and  fell  in  diamonds 
upon  the  deep  green  sod. 

This  was  a  most  favoured  haunt  with  me :  the  sun  glancing 
through  the  idle  leaves;  the  music  of  the  water;  the  solemn 
absence  of  all  other  sounds,  except  the  songs  of  birds,  to 
which  the  ear  grew  accustomed,  and,  at  last,  in  the  abstrac- 
tion of  thought,  scarcely  distinguished  from  the  silence;  the 
fragrant  herbs;  and  the  unnumbered  and  nameless  flowers 
which  formed  my  couch, — were  all  calculated  to  make  me 
pursue  uninterruptedly  the  thread  of  contemplation  which  I 
•had,  in  the  less  voluptuous  and  harsher  solitude  of  the  closet, 
first  woven  from  the  web  of  austerest  thought.  I  say  pursue, 
for  it  was  too  luxurious  and  sensual  a  retirement  for  the  con- 
ception of  a  rigid  and  severe  train  of  reflection;  at  least  it 
would  have  been  so  to  me.  But  when  the  thought  is  once 
born,  such  scenes  seem  to  me  the  most  fit  to  cradle  and  to  rear 
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it.  The  torpor  of  the  physical  appears  to  leave  to  the  mental 
frame  a  full  scope  and  power;  the  absence  of  human  cares, 
sounds,  and  intrusions,  becomes  the  best  nurse  to  contempla- 
tion ;  and  even  that  delicious  and  vague  sense  of  enjoyment 
which  would  seem,  at  first,  more  genial  to  the  fancy  than  the 
mind,  preserves  the  thought  undisturbed  because  contented; 
so  that  all  but  the  scheming  mind  becomes  lapped  in  sleep, 
and  the  mind  itself  lives  distinct  and  active  as  a  dream,  —  a 
dream,  not  vague  nor  confused  nor  unsatisfying,  but  endowed 
with  more  than  the  clearness,  the  precision,  the  vigour,  of 
waking  life. 

A  little  way  from  this  waterfall  was  a  fountain,  a  remnant 
of  a  classic  and  golden  age.  Never  did  Naiad  gaze  on  a  more 
glassy  mirror,  or  dwell  in  a  more  divine  retreat.  Through  a 
crevice  in  an  overhanging  mound  of  the  emerald  earth,  the 
father  stream  of  the  fountain  crept  out,  born,  like  Love, 
among  flowers,  and  in  the  most  sunny  smiles;  it  then  fell, 
broadening  and  glowing,  into  a  marble  basin,  at  whose  bot- 
tom, in  the  shining  noon,  you  might  see  a  soil  which  mocked 
the  very  hues  of  gold,  and  the  water  insects,  in  their  quaint 
shapes  and  unknown  sports,  grouping  or  gliding  in  the  mid- 
most wave.  A  small  temple  of  the  lightest  architecture  stood 
before  the  fountain,  and  in  a  niche  therein  a  mutilated  statue, 
—  possibly  of  the  Spirit  of  the  place.  By  this  fountain  my 
evening  walk  would  linger  till  the  short  twilight  melted  away 
and  the  silver  wave  trembled  in  the  light  of  the  western  star. 
Oh,  then  what  feelings  gathered  over  me  as  I  turned  slowly 
homeward!  the  air  still,  breathless,  shining;  the  stars  gleam- 
ing over  the  woods  of  the  far  Apennine;  the  hills  growing 
huger  in  the  shade ;  the  small  insects  humming  on  the  wing ; 
and,  ever  and  anon,  the  swift  bat,  wheeling  round  and  amidst 
them;  the  music  of  the  waterfall  deepening  on  the  ear;  and 
the  light  and  hour  lending  even  a  mysterious  charm  to  the 
cry  of  the  weird  owl,  flitting  after  its  prey,  —  all  this  had  a 
harmony  in  my  thoughts  and  a  food  for  the  meditations  in 
which  my  days  and  nights  were  consumed.  The  World 
moulders  away  the  fabric  of  our  early  nature,  and  Solitude 
rebuilds  it  on  a  firmer  base. 
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CHAPTER   II. 

THE   VICTORY. 

O  EARTH!  Reservoir  of  life,  over  whose  deep  bosom  brood 
the  wings  of  the  Universal  Spirit,  shaking  upon  thee  a  bless- 
ing and  a  power, —  a  blessing  and  a  power  to  produce  and  re- 
produce the  living  from  the  dead,  so  that  our  flesh  is  woven 
from  the  same  atoms  which  were  once  the  atoms  of  our  sires, 
and  the  inexhaustible  nutriment  of  Existence  is  Decay!  0 
eldest  and  most  solemn  Earth,  blending  even  thy  loveliness 
and  joy  with  a  terror  and  an  awe !  thy  sunshine  is  girt  with 
clouds  and  circled  with  storm  and  tempest ;  thy  day  cometh 
from  the  womb  of  darkness,  and  returneth  unto  darkness,  as 
man  returns  unto  thy  bosom.  The  green  herb  that  laughs  in 
the  valley,  the  water  that  sings  merrily  along  the  wood;  the 
many-winged  and  all-searching  air,  which  garners  life  as  a 
harvest  and  scatters  it  as  a  seed, —  all  are  pregnant  with  cor- 
ruption and  carry  the  cradled  death  within  them,  as  an  oak 
banqueteth  the  destroying  worm.  But  who  that  looks  upon 
thee,  and  loves  thee,  and  inhales  thy  blessings  will  ever 
mingle  too  deep  a  moral  with  his  joy?  Let  us  not  ask  whence 
come  the  garlands  that  we  wreathe  around  our  altars  or  shower 
upon  our  feasts :  will  they  not  bloom  as  brightly,  and  breathe 
with  as  rich  a  fragrance,  whether  they  be  plucked  from  the 
garden  or  the  grave?  0  Earth,  my  Mother  Earth!  dark  Sep- 
ulchre that  closes  upon  all  which  the  Flesh  bears,  but  Vesti- 
bule of  the  vast  regions  which  the  Soul  shall  pass,  how  leaped 
my  heart  within  me  when  I  first  fathomed  thy  real  spell ! 

Yes!  never  shall  I  forget  the  rapture  with  which  I  hailed 
the  light  that  dawned  upon  me  at  last!  Never  shall  I  for- 
get the  suffocating,  the  full,  the  ecstatic  joy  with  which  I  saw 
the  mightiest  of  all  human  hopes  accomplished;  and  felt,  as 
if  an  angel  spoke,  that  there  is  a  life  beyond  the  grave !  Tell 
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me  not  of  the  pride  of  ambition ;  tell  me  not  of  the  triumphs 
of  science :  never  had  ambition  so  lofty  an  end  as  the  search 
after  immortality !  never  had  science  so  sublime  a  triumph  as 
the  conviction  that  immortality  will  be  gained!  I  had  been 
at  my  task  the  whole  night, —  pale  alchymist,  seeking  from 
meaner  truths  to  extract  the  greatest  of  all !  At  the  first  hour 
of  day,  lo !  the  gold  was  there :  the  labour  for  which  I  would 
have  relinquished  life  was  accomplished;  the  dove  descended 
upon  the  waters  of  my  soul.  I  fled  from  the  house.  I  was 
possessed  as  with  a  spirit.  I  ascended  a  hill,  which  looked 
for  leagues  over  the  sleeping  valley.  A  gray  mist  hung 
around  me  like  a  veil;  I  paused,  and  the  great  sun  broke 
slowly  forth ;  I  gazed  upon  its  majesty,  and  my  heart  swelled. 
"So  rises  the  soul,"  I  said,  "from  the  vapours  of  this  dull 
being ;  but  the  soul  waneth  not,  neither  setteth  it,  nor  know- 
eth  it  any  night,  save  that  from  which  it  dawneth ! "  The 
mists  rolled  gradually  away,  the  sunshine  deepened,  and  the 
face  of  Nature  lay  in  smiles,  yet  silently,  before  me.  It  lay 
before  me,  a  scene  that  I  had  often  witnessed  and  hailed  and 
worshipped :  but  it  was  not  the  same  ;  a  glory  had  passed  over 
it ;  it  was  steeped  in  a  beauty  and  a  holiness,  in  which  neither 
youth  nor  poetry  nor  even  love  had  ever  robed  it  before !  The 
change  which  the  earth  had  undergone  was  like  that  of  some 
being  we  have  loved,  when  death  is  passed,  and  from  a  mortal 
it  becomes  an  angel ! 

I  uttered  a  cry  of  joy,  and  was  then  as  silent  as  all  around 
me.  I  felt  as  if  henceforth  there  was  a  new  compact  between 
Nature  and  myself.  I  felt  as  if  every  tree  and  blade  of  grass 
were  henceforth  to  be  eloquent  with  a  voice  and  instinct  with 
a  spell.  I  felt  as  if  a  religion  had  entered  into  the  earth,  and 
made  oracles  of  all  that  the  earth  bears;  the  old  fables  of 
Dodona  were  to  become  realized,  and  the  very  leaves  to  be 
hallowed  by  a  sanctity  and  to  murmur  with  a  truth.  I  was 
no  longer  only  a  part  of  that  which  withers  and  decays;  I 
was  no  longer  a  machine  of  clay,  moved  by  a  spring,  and  to 
be  trodden  into  the  mire  which  I  had  trod;  I  was  no  longer 
tied  to  humanity  by  links  which  could  never  be  broken,  and 
which,  if  broken,  would  avail  me  not.  I  was  become,  as  if 
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by  a  miracle,  a  part  of  a  vast  though  unseen  spirit.  It  was 
not  to  the  matter,  but  to  the  essences,  of  things  that  T  bore 
kindred  and  alliance;  the  stars  and  the  heavens  resumed  over 
me  their  ancient  influence;  and,  as  I  looked  along  the  far  hills 
and  the  silent  landscape,  a  voice  seemed  to  swell  from  the 
stillness,  and  to  say,  "  I  am  the  life  of  these  things,  a  spirit 
distinct  from  the  things  themselves.  It  is  to  me  that  you  be- 
long forever  and  forever:  separate,  but  equally  indissolu- 
ble ;  apart,  but  equally  eternal !  " 

I  spent  the  day  upon  the  hills.  It  was  evening  when  I  re- 
turned. I  lingered  by  the  old  fountain,  and  saw  the  stars 
rise,  and  tremble,  one  by  one,  upon  the  wave.  The  hour  was 
that  which  Isora  had  loved  the  best,  and  that  which  the  love 
of  her  had  consecrated  the  most  to  me.  And  never,  oh,  never, 
did  it  sink  into  my  heart  with  a  deeper  sweetness,  or  a  more 
soothing  balm.  I  had  once  more  knit  my  soul  to  Isora's :  I 
could  once  more  look  from  the  toiling  and  the  dim  earth,  and 
forget  that  Isora  had  left  me,  in  dreaming  of  our  reunion. 
Blame  me  not,  you  who  indulge  in  a  religious  hope  more  se- 
vere and  more  sublime;  you  who  miss  no  footsteps  from  the 
earth,  nor  pine  for  a  voice  that  your  human  wanderings  can 
hear  no  more,  —  blame  me  not,  you  whose  pulses  beat  not  for 
the  wild  love  of  the  created,  but  whose  spirit  languishes  only 
for  a  nearer  commune  with  the  Creator, —  blame  me  not  too 
harshly  for  my  mortal  wishes,  nor  think  that  my  faith  was 
the  less  sincere  because  it  was  tinted  in  the  most  unchanging 
dyes  of  the  human  heart,  and  indissolubly  woven  with  the 
memory  of  the  dead!  Often  from  our  weaknesses  our  strong- 
est principles  of  conduct  are  born;  and  from  the  acorn  which 
a  breeze  has  wafted  springs  the  oak  which  defies  the  storm. 

The  first  intoxication  and  rapture  consequent  upon  the  re- 
ward of  my  labour  passed  away;  but,  unlike  other  excite- 
ment, it  was  followed  not  by  languor  or  a  sated  and  torpid 
calm:  a  soothing  and  delicious  sensation  possessed  me;  my 
turbulent  senses  slept;  and  Memory,  recalling  the  world,  re- 
joiced at  the  retreat  which  Hope  had  acquired. 

I  now  surrendered  myself  to  a  nobler  philosophy  than  in 
crowds  and  cities  I  had  hitherto  known.  I  no  longer  satir- 
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ized'  I  inquired:  I  no  longer  derided;  I  examined.  I  looked 
from  the  natural  proofs  of  immortality  to  the  written  promise 
of  our  Father;  I  sought  not  to  baffle  men,  but  to  worship 
Truth;  I  applied  myself  more  to  the  knowledge  of  good  and 
evil-  I  bowed  my  soul  before  the  loveliness  of  Virtue;  and 
though  scenes  of  wrath  and  passion  yet  lowered  in  the  future, 
and  I  was  again  speedily  called  forth  to  act,  to  madden,  to 
contend,  perchance  to  sin,  the  Image  is  still  unbroken,  and 
the  Votary  has  still  an  offering  for  its  Altar! 


CHAPTER  III. 

THE   HERMIT    OF    THE   WELL. 

THE  thorough  and  deep  investigation  of  those  principles 
from  which  we  learn  the  immortality  of  the  soul,  and  the  na- 
ture of  its  proper  ends,  leads  the  mind  through  such  a  course 
of  reflection  and  of  study;  it  is  attended  with  so  many  exalt- 
ing, purifying,  and,  if  I  may  so  say,  etherealizing  thoughts, 
—  that  I  do  believe  no  man  has  ever  pursued  it,  and  not  gone 
back  to  the  world  a  better  and  a  nobler  man  than  he  was  be- 
fore. Nay,  so  deeply  must  these  elevating  and  refining  stud- 
ies be  conned,  so  largely  and  sensibly  must  they  enter  the 
intellectual  system,  that  I  firmly  think  that  even  a  sensualist 
who  has  only  considered  the  subject  with  a  view  to  convince 
himself  that  he  is  clay,  and  has  therefore  an  excuse  to  the 
curious  conscience  for  his  grosser  desires;  nay,  should  he 
come  to  his  wished-for  yet  desolate  conclusion,  from  which 
the  abhorrent  nature  shrinks  and  recoils,  I  do  nevertheless 
firmly  think,  should  the  study  have  been  long  and  deep,  that 
he  would  wonder  to  find  his  desires  had  lost  their  poignancy 
and  his  objects  their  charm.  He  would  descend  from  the  Alp 
he  had  climbed  to  the  low  level  on  which  he  formerly  deemed 
it  a  bliss  to  dwell,  with  the  feeling  of  one  who,  having  long 
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drawn  in  high  places  an  empyreal  air,  has  become  unable  to 
inhale  the  smoke  and  the  thick  vapour  he  inhaled  of  yore. 
His  soul  once  aroused  would  stir  within  him,  though  he  felt 
it  not,  and  though  he  grew  not  a  believer,  he  would  cease  to 
be  only  the  voluptuary. 

I  meant  at  one  time  to  have  here  stated  the  arguments 
which  had  perplexed  me  on  one  side,  and  those  which  after- 
wards convinced  me  on  the  other.  I  do  not  do  so  for  many 
reasons,  one  of  which  will  suffice;  namely,  the  evident  and 
palpable  circumstance  that  a  dissertation  of  that  nature  would, 
in  a  biography  like  the  present,  be  utterly  out  of  place  and 
yeason.  Perhaps,  however,  at  a  later  period  of  life,  I  may 
collect  my  own  opinions  on  the  subject  into  a  separate  work, 
and  bequeath  that  work  to  future  generations,  upon  the  same 
conditions  as  the  present  memoir. 

One  day  I  was  favoured  by  a  visit  from  one  of  the  monks 
At  the  neighbouring  abbey.  After  some  general  conversation 
he  asked  me  if  I  had  yet  encountered  the  Hermit  of  the  Well? 

"  No, "  said  I,  and  I  was  going  to  add,  that  I  had  not  even 
heard  of  him,  "  but  I  now  remember  that  the  good  people  of 
the  house  have  more  than  once  spoken  to  me  of  him  as  a  rigid 
and  self -mortify  ing  recluse." 

"Yes,"  said  the  holy  friar;  "Heaven  forbid  that  I  should 
say  aught  against  the  practice  of  the  saints  and  pious  men  to 
deny  unto  themselves  the  lusts  of  the  flesh,  but  such  penances 
may  be  carried  too  far.  However,  it  is  an  excellent  custom, 
and  the  Hermit  of  the  Well  is  an  excellent  creature.  Santa 
Maria!  what  delicious  stuff  is  that  Hungary  wine  your 
scholarship  was  pleased  to  bestow  upon  our  father  Abbot. 
He  suffered  me  to  taste  it  the  eve  before  last.  I  had  been 
suffering  with  a  pain  in  the  reins,  and  the  wine  acted  power- 
fully upon  me  as  an  efficacious  and  inestimable  medicine.  Do 
you  find,  my  Son,  that  it  bore  the  journey  to  your  lodging 
here  as  well  as  to  the  convent  cellars?" 

"  Why,  really,  my  Father,  I  have  none  of  it  here ;  but  the 
people  of  the  house  have  a  few  flasks  of  a  better  wine  than 
ordinary,  if  you  will  deign  to  taste  it  in  lieu  of  the  Hungary 
wine." 
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"Oh  —  oli!"  said  the  monk,  groaning,  "my  reins  trouble 
me  much:  perhaps  the  wine  may  comfort  me!  "  and  the  wine 
was  brought. 

"  It  is  not  of  so  rare  a  flavour  as  that  which  you  sent  to  our 
reverend  father,"  said  the  monk,  wiping  his  mouth  with  his 
long  sleeve.  "  Hungary  must  be  a  charming  place ;  is  it  far 
from  hence?  It  joins  the  heretical, —  I  pray  your  pardon, — 
it  joins  the  continent  of  England,  I  believe?  " 

"  Not  exactly,  Father ;  but  whatever  its  topography,  it  is  a 
rare  country  —  for  those  who  like  it!  But  tell  me  of  this 
Hermit  of  the  Well.  How  long  has  he  lived  here?  and  how 
came  he  by  his  appellation?  Of  what  country  is  he?  and  of 
what  birth?" 

"You  ask  me  too  many  questions  at  once,  my  Son.  The 
country  of  the  holy  man  is  a  mystery  to  us  all.  He  speaks 
the  Tuscan  dialect  well,  but  with  a  foreign  accent.  Never- 
theless, though  the  wine  is  not  of  Hungary,  it  has  a  pleasant 
flavour.  I  wonder  how  the  rogues  kept  it  so  snugly  from  the 
knowledge  and  comfort  of  their  pious  brethren  of  the 
monastery ! " 

"And  how  long  has  the  Hermit  lived  in  your  vicinity?  " 

"Nearly  eight  years,  my  Son.  It  was  one  winter's  evening 
that  he  came  to  our  convent  in  the  dress  of  a  worldly  trav- 
eller, to  seek  our  hospitality,  and  a  shelter  for  the  night, 
which  was  inclement  and  stormy.  He  stayed  with  us  a  few 
days,  and  held  some  conversation  with  our  father  Abbot;  and 
one  morning,  after  roaming  in  the  neighbourhood  to  look  at 
the  old  stones  and  ruins,  which  is  the  custom  of  travellers, 
he  returned,  put  into  our  box  some  alms,  and  two  days  after- 
wards he  appeared  in  the  place  he  now  inhabits  and  in  the 
dress  he  assumes." 

"  And  of  what  nature,  my  Father,  is  the  place,  and  of  what 
fashion  the  dress?" 

"Holy  Saint  Francis!"  exclaimed  the  Father,  with  a  sur- 
prise so  great  that  I  thought  at  first  it  related  to  the  wine. 
"Holy  Saint  Francis!  have  you  not  seen  the  well  yet?" 

"No,  Father,  unless  you  speak  of  the  fountain  about  a  mile 
and  a  quarter  distant.  *' 
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"  Tush  —  tush !  "  said  the  good  man,  "  what  ignoramuses 
you  travellers  are !  You  affect  to  know  what  kind  of  slippers 
Prester  John  wears  and  to  have  been  admitted  to  the  bed- 
chamber of  the  Pagoda  of  China;  and  yet,  when  one  comes 
to  sound  you,  you  are  as  ignorant  of  everything  a  man  of  real 
learning  knows  as  an  Englishman  is  of  his  missal.  Why,  I 
thought  that  every  fool  in  every  country  had  heard  of  the 
Holy  Well  of  St.  Francis,  situated  exactly  two  miles  from 
our  famous  convent,  and  that  every  fool  in  the  neighbourhood 
had  seen  it." 

"  What  the  fools,  my  Father,  Avhether  in  this  neighbourhood 
or  any  other,  may  have  heard  or  seen,  I,  who  profess  not  os- 
tensibly to  belong  to  so  goodly  an  order,  cannot  pretend  to 
know ;  but  be  assured  that  the  Holy  Well  of  St.  Francis  is  as 
unfamiliar  to  me  as  the  Pagoda  of  China  —  Heaven  bless  him 
—  is  to  you." 

Upon  this  the  learned  monk,  after  expressing  due  astonish- 
ment, offered  to  show  it  to  me;  and  as  I  thought  I  might  by 
acquiescence  get  rid  of  him  the  sooner,  and  as,  moreover,  I 
wished  to  see  the  Abbot,  to  whom  some  books  for  me  had  been 
lately  sent,  I  agreed  to  the  offer. 

The  well,  said  the  monk,  lay  not  above  a  mile  out  of  the 
customary  way  to  the  monastery ;  and  after  we  had  finished 
the  flask  of  wine,  we  sallied  out  on  our  excursion, — the  monk 
upon  a  stately  and  strong  ass,  myself  on  foot. 

The  Abbot,  on  granting  me  his  friendship  and  protection, 
had  observed  that  I  was  not  the  only  stranger  and  recluse  on 
whom  his  favour  was  bestowed.  He  had  then  mentioned  the 
Hermit  of  the  Well,  as  an  eccentric  and  strange  being,  who 
lived  an  existence  of  rigid  penance,  harmless  to  others,  pain- 
ful only  to  himself.  This  story  had  been  confirmed  in  the 
few  conversations  I  had  ever  interchanged  with  my  host  and 
hostess,  who  seemed  to  take  a  peculiar  pleasure  in  talking  of 
the  Solitary ;  and  from  them  I  had  heard  also  many  anecdotes 
of  his  charity  towards  the  poor  and  his  attention  to  the  sick. 
All  these  circumstances  came  into  my  mind  as  the  good  monk 
indulged  his  loquacity  upon  the  subject,  and  my  curiosity  be- 
came at  last  somewhat  excited  respecting  my  fellow  recluse. 
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I  now  learned  from  the  monk  that  the  post  of  Hermit  of 
the  Well  was  an  office  of  which  the  present  anchorite  was  by 
no  means  the  first  tenant.  The  well  was  one  of  those  springs, 
frequent  in  Catholic  countries,  to  which  a  legend  and  a  sanc- 
tity are  attached;  and  twice  a  year  —  once  in  the  spring,  once 
in  the  autumn  —  the  neighbouring  peasants  nocked  together, 
on  a  stated  day,  to  drink,  and  lose  their  diseases.  As  the 
spring  most  probably  did  possess  some  medicinal  qualities,  a 
few  extraordinary  cures  had  occurred,  especially  among  those 
pious  persons  who  took  not  biennial,  but  constant  draughts ; 
and  to  doubt  its  holiness  was  downright  heresy. 

Now,  hard  by  this  well  was  a  cavern,  which,  whether  first 
formed  by  nature  or  art,  was  now,  upon  the  whole,  constructed 
into  a  very  commodious  abode;  and  here,  for  years  beyond 
the  memory  of  man,  some  solitary  person  had  fixed  his  abode 
to  dispense  and  to  bless  the  water,  to  be  exceedingly  well  fed 
by  the  surrounding  peasants,  to  wear  a  long  gown  of  serge  or 
sackcloth,  and  to  be  called  the  Hermit  of  the  Well.  So  fast 
as  each  succeeding  anchorite  died  there  were  enough  candi- 
dates eager  to  supply  his  place;  for  it  was  no  bad  metier  to 
some  penniless  imposter  to  become  the  quack  and  patentee  of 
a  holy  specific.  The  choice  of  these  candidates  always  rested 
with  the  superior  of  the  neighbouring  monastery;  and  it  is 
not  impossible  that  he  made  an  indifferently  good  percentage 
upon  the  annual  advantages  of  his  protection  and  choice. 

At  the  time  the  traveller  appeared,  the  former  hermit  had 
just  departed  this  life,  and  it  was,  therefore,  to  the  vacancy 
thus  occasioned  that  he  had  procured  himself  to  be  elected. 
The  incumbent  appeared  quite  of  a  different  mould  from  the 
former  occupants  of  the  hermitage.  He  accepted,  it  is  true, 
the  gifts  laid  at  regular  periods  upon  a  huge  stone  between 
the  hermitage  and  the  well,  but  he  distributed  among  the 
donors  alms  far  more  profitable  than  their  gifts.  He  entered 
no  village,  borne  upon  an  ass  laden  with  twin  sacks,  for  the 
purpose  of  sanctimoniously  robbing  the  inhabitants;  no  pro- 
fane songs  were  ever  heard  resounding  from  his  dwelling  by 
the  peasant  incautiously  lingering  at  a  late  hour  too  near  its 
vicinity;  my  guide,  the  monk,  complained  bitterly  of  his  un- 
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sociability,  and  no  scandalous  legend  of  nymph-like  comfort- 
ers and  damsel  visitants  haunting  the  sacred  dwelling  escaped 
from  the  garrulous  friar's  well-loaded  budget. 

"Does  he  study  much?"  said  I,  with  the  interest  of  a 
student. 

"I  fear  me  not,"  quoth  the  monk.  "I  have  had  occasion 
often  to  enter  his  abode,  and  I  have  examined  all  things  with 
a  close  eye, — for,  praised  be  the  Lord,  I  have  faculties  more 
than  ordinarily  clear  and  observant,  —  but  I  have  seen  no 
books  therein,  excepting  a  missal,  and  a  Latin  or  Greek  Tes- 
tament, I  know  not  well  which;  nay,  so  incurious  or  un- 
learned is  the  holy  man  that  he  rejected  even  a  loan  of  the 
1  Life  of  Saint  Francis, '  notwithstanding  it  has  many  and  rare 
pictures,  to  say  nothing  of  its  most  interesting  and  amazing 
tales." 

More  might  the  monk  have  said,  had  we  not  now  suddenly 
entered  a  thick  and  sombre  wood.  A  path  cut  through  it  was 
narrow,  and  only  capable  of  admitting  a  traveller  on  foot  or 
horseback ;  and  the  boughs  overhead  were  so  darkly  interlaced 
that  the  light  scarcely,  and  only  in  broken  and  erratic  glim- 
merings, pierced  the  canopy. 

"  It  is  the  wood,"  said  the  monk,  crossing  himself,  "  wherein 
the  wonderful  adventure  happened  to  Saint  Francis,  which  I 
will  one  day  narrate  at  length  to  you." 

"And  we  are  near  the  well,  I  suppose?  "  said  I. 

"  It  is  close  at  hand, "  answered  the  monk. 

In  effect  we  had  not  proceeded  above  fifty  yards  before  the 
path  brought  us  into  a  circular  space  of  green  sod,  in  the  midst 
of  which  was  a  small  square  stone  building,  of  plain  but  not 
inelegant  shape,  and  evidently  of  great  antiquity.  At  one 
side  of  this  building  was  an  iron  handle,  for  the  purpose  of 
raising  water,  that  cast  itself  into  a  stone  basin,  to  which 
was  affixed  by  a  strong  chain  an  iron  cup.  An  inscription  in 
monkish  Latin  was  engraved  over  the  basin,  requesting  the 
traveller  to  pause  and  drink,  and  importing  that  what  that 
water  was  to  the  body,  faith  was  to  the  soul;  near  the  cistern 
was  a  rude  seat,  formed  by  the  trunk  of  a  tree.  The  door  of 
the  well-house  was  of  iron,  and  secured  by  a  chain  and  lock; 
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perhaps  the  pump  was  so  contrived  that  only  a  certain  quan- 
tum of  the  sanctified  beverage  could  be  drawn  up  at  a  time, 
without  application  to  some  mechanism  within;  and  wayfarers 
were  thereby  prevented  from  helping  themselves  ad  libitum, 
and  thus  depriving  the  anchorite  of  the  profit  and  the  neces- 
sity of  his  office. 

It  was  certainly  a  strange,  lonely,  and  wild  place ;  and  the 
green  sward,  round  as  a  fairy  ring,  in  the  midst  of  trees, 
which,  black,  close,  and  huge,  circled  it  like  a  wall;  and  the 
solitary  gray  building  in  the  centre,  gaunt  and  cold,  startled 
the  eye  with  the  abruptness  of  its  appearance,  and  the  strong 
contrast  made  by  its  wan  hues  to  the  dark  verdure  and  forest 
gloom  around  it. 

I  took  a  draught  of  the  water,  which  was  very  cold  and 
tasteless,  and  reminded  the  monk  of  his  disorder  in  the  reins, 
to  which  a  similar  potation  might  possibly  be  efficacious.  To 
this  suggestion  the  monk  answered  that  he  would  certainly  try 
the  water  some  other  time ;  but  that  at  present  the  wine  he 
had  drunk  might  pollute  its  divine  properties.  So  saying,  he 
turned  off  the  conversation  by  inviting  me  to  follow  him  to 
the  hermitage. 

In  our  way  thither  he  pointed  out  a  large  fragment  of  stone, 
and  observed  that  the  water  would  do  me  evil  instead  of  good 
if  I  forgot  to  remunerate  its  guardian.  I  took  the  hint,  and 
laid  a  piece  of  silver  on  the  fragment. 

A  short  journey  through  the  wood  brought  us  to  the  foot  of 
a  hill  covered  with  trees,  and  having  at  its  base  a  strong  stone 
door,  the  entrance  to  the  excavated  home  of  the  anchorite. 
The  monk  gently  tapped  thrice  at  this  door,  but  no  answer 
came.  "The  holy  man  is  from  home,"  said  he,  "let  us 
return." 

We  did  so;  and  the  monk,  keeping  behind  me,  managed,  as 
he  thought  unseen,  to  leave  the  stone  as  naked  as  we  had 
found  it!  We  now  struck  through  another  path  in  the  wood, 
and  were  soon  at  the  convent.  I  did  not  lose  the  opportunity 
to  question  the  Abbot  respecting  his  tenant:  I  learned  from 
him  little  more  than  the  particulars  I  have  already  narrated, 
save  that  in  concluding  his  details,  he  said :  — 
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"  I  can  scarcely  doubt  but  that  the  Hermit  is,  like  yourself, 
a  person  of  rank;  his  bearing  and  his  mien  appear  to  denote 
it.  He  has  given,  and  gives  yearly,  large  sums  to  the  uses 
of  the  convent;  and,  though  he  takes  the  customary  gifts  of 
the  pious  villagers,  it  is  only  by  my  advice  and  for  the  pur- 
pose of  avoiding  suspicion.  Should  he  be  considered  rich, 
it  might  attract  cupidity;  and  there  are  enough  bold  hands 
and  sharp  knives  in  the  country  to  place  the  wealthy  and  the 
unguarded  in  some  peril.  Whoever  he  may  be  —  for  he  has 
not  confided  his  secret  to  me  —  I  do  not  doubt  but  that  he  is 
doing  penance  for  some  great  crime;  and,  whatever  be  the 
crime,  I  suspect  that  its  earthly  punishment  is  nearly  over. 
The  Hermit  is  naturally  of  a  delicate  and  weak  frame,  and 
year  after  year  I  have  marked  him  sensibly  wearing  away;  so 
that  when  I  last  saw  him,  three  days  since,  I  was  shocked  at 
the  visible  ravages  which  disease  or  penance  had  engraven 
upon  him.  If  ever  Death  wrote  legibly,  its  characters  are  in 
that  brow  and  cheek." 

"  Poor  man !  Know  you  not  even  whom  to  apprise  of  his 
decease  when  he  is  no  more?" 

"  I  do  not  yet ;  but  the  last  time  I  saw  him  he  told  me  that 
he  found  himself  drawing  near  his  end,  and  that  he  should 
not  quit  life  without  troubling  me  with  one  request." 

After  this  the  Abbot  spoke  of  other  matters,  and  my  visit 
expired. 

Interested  in  the  recluse  more  deeply  than  I  acknowledged 
to  myself,  I  found  my  steps  insensibly  leading  me  homeward 
by  the  more  circuitous  road  which  wound  first  by  the  holy 
well.  I  did  not  resist  the  impulse,  but  walked  musingly 
onward  by  the  waning  twilight,  for  the  day  was  now  over, 
until  I  came  to  the  well.  As  I  emerged  from  the  wood,  I 
started  involuntarily  and  drew  back.  A  figure,  robed  from 
head  to  foot  in  a  long  sable  robe,  sat  upon  the  rude  seat  be- 
side the  well ;  sat  so  still,  so  motionless,  that  coming  upon  it 
abruptly  in  that  strange  place,  the  heart  beat  irregularly  at 
an  apparition  so  dark  in  hue  and  so  death-like  in  its  repose. 
The  hat,  large,  broad,  and  overhanging,  which  suited  the  cos- 
tume, was  lying  on  the  ground;  and  the  face,  which  inclined 
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upward,  seemed  to  woo  the  gentle  air  of  the  quiet  and  soft 
skies.  I  approached  a  few  steps,  and  saw  the  profile  of  the 
countenance  more  distinctly  than  I  had  done  before.  It  was 
of  a  marble  whiteness;  the  features,  though  sharpened  and 
attenuated  by  disease,  were  of  surpassing  beauty;  the  hair 
was  exceedingly,  almost  effeminately,  long,  and  hung  in 
waves  of  perfect  jet  on  either  side;  the  mouth  was  closed 
firmly,  and  deep  lines  or  rather  furrows  were  traced  from  its 
corners  to  either  nostril.  The  stranger's  beard,  of  a  hue 
equally  black  as  the  hair,  was  dishevelled  and  neglected,  but 
not  very  long;  and  one  hand,  which  lay  on  the  sable  robe, 
was  so  thin  and  wan  you  might  have  deemed  the  very  star- 
light could  have  shone  through  it.  I  did  not  doubt  that  it 
was  the  recluse  whom  I  saw;  I  drew  near  and  accosted  him. 

"Your  blessing,  holy  Father,  and  your  permission  to  taste 
the  healing  of  your  well." 

Sudden  as  was  my  appearance,  and  abrupt  my  voice,  the 
Hermit  evinced  by  no  startled  gesture  a  token  of  surprise. 
He  turned  very  slowly  round,  cast  upon  me  an  indifferent 
glance,  and  said,  in  a  sweet  and  very  low  tone,  — 

"You  have  my  blessing,  Stranger:  there  is  water  in  the 
cistern;  drink,  and  be  healed." 

I  dipped  the  bowl  in  the  basin,  and  took  sparingly  of  the 
water.  In  the  accent  and  tone  of  the  stranger,  my  ear,  accus- 
tomed to  the  dialects  of  many  nations,  recognized  something 
English;  I  resolved,  therefore,  to  address  him  in  my  native 
tongue,  rather  than  the  indifferent  Italian  in  which  I  had  first 
accosted  him. 

"  The  water  is  fresh  and  cooling  •  would,  holy  Father,  that 
it  could  penetrate  to  a  deeper  malady  than  the  ills  of  flesh; 
that  it  could  assuage  the  fever  of  the  heart,  or  lave  from  the 
wearied  mind  the  dust  which  it  gathers  from  the  mire  and 
travail  of  the  world." 

Now  the  Hermit  testified  surprise;  but  it  was  slight  and 
momentary.  He  gazed  upon  me  more  attentively  than  he 
had  done  before,  and  said,  after  a  pause, — 

"My  countryman!  and  in  this  spot!  It  is  not  often  that 
the  English  penetrate  into  places  where  no  ostentatious  celeb- 
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rity  dwells  to  sate  curiosity  and  flatter  pride.  My  country- 
man: it  is  well,  and  perhaps  fortunate.  Yes,"  he  said,  after 
a  second  pause,  "yes;  it  were  indeed  a  boon,  had  the  earth  a 
fountain  for  the  wounds  which  fester  and  the  disease  which 
consumes  the  heart." 

"The  earth  has  oblivion,  Father,  if  not  a  cure." 

"It  is  false!  "  cried  the  Hermit,  passionately,  and  starting 
wildly  from  his  seat;  "the  earth  has  no  oblivion.  The 
grave, —  is  that  forgetfulness?  No,  no:  there  is  no  grave  for 
the  soul !  The  deeds  pass;  the  flesh  corrupts :  but  the  menu 
ory  passes  not,  and  withers  not.  From  age  to  age,  from 
world  to  world,  through  eternity,  throughout  creation,  it  i^ 
perpetuated;  and  immortality, —  a  curse, —  a  hell!" 

Surprised  by  the  vehemence  of  the  Hermit,  I  was  still  more 
startled  by  the  agonizing  and  ghastly  expression  of  his  face. 

"  My  Father, "  said  I,  "  pardon  me  if  I  have  pressed  upon  a 
sore.  I  also  have  that  within  which,  did  a  stranger  touch  it, 
would  thrill  my  whole  frame  with  torture,  and  I  would  fain 
ask  from  your  holy,  soothing,  and  pious  comfort,  something 
of  alleviation  or  of  fortitude." 

The  Hermit  drew  near  to  me ;  he  laid  his  thin  hand  upon 
my  arm,  and  looked  long  and  wistfully  in  my  face.  It  was 
then  that  a  suspicion  crept  through  me  which  after  observa- 
tion proved  to  be  true,  that  the  wanderings  of  those  dark  eyes 
and  the  meaning  of  that  blanched  brow  were  tinctured  with 
insanity. 

"Brother  and  fellow  man,"  said  he,  niQurnfully,  "hast  thou 
in  truth  suffered?  and  dost  thou  still  smart  at  the  remem- 
brance? We  are  friends  then.  If  thou  hast  suffered  as  much 
as  I  have,  I  will  fall  down  and  do  homage  to  thee  as  a  supe- 
rior; for  pain  has  its  ranks,  and  I  think  at  times  that  none 
ever  climbed  the  height  that  I  have  done.  Yet  you  look  not 
like  one  who  has  had  nights  of  delirium,  and  days  in  which 
the  heart  lay  in  the  breast,  as  a  corpse  endowed  with  con- 
sciousness might  lie  in  the  grave,  feeling  the  worm  gnaw  it, 
and  the  decay  corrupt,  and  yet  incapable  of  resistance  or  of 
motion.  Your  cheek  is  thin,  but  firm;  your  eye  is  haughty 
and  bright;  you  have  the  air  of  one  who  has  lived  with  men, 
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and  struggled  and  not  been  vanquished  in  the  struggle.  Suf- 
fered! No,  man,  no, — you  have  not  suffered!  " 

"  My  Father,  it  is  not  in  the  countenance  that  Fate  graves 
her  records.  I  have,  it  is  true,  contended  with  my  fellows; 
and  if  wealth  and  honour  be  the  premium,  not  in  vain :  but  I 
have  not  contended  against  Sorrow  with  a  like  success ;  and  I 
stand  before  you,  a  being  who,  if  passion  be  a  tormentor  and 
the  death  of  the  loved  a  loss,  has  borne  that  which  the  most 
wretched  will  not  envy." 

•  Again  a  fearful  change  came  over  the  face  of  the  recluse : 
he  grasped  my  arm  more  vehemently,  "  You  speak  my  own 
sorrows ;  you  utter  my  own  curse ;  I  will  see  you  again ;  you 
may  do  my  last  will  better  than  yon  monks.  Can  I  trust 
you?  If  you  have  in  truth  known  misfortune,  I  will!  I  will! 
yea,  even  to  the  outpouring  —  merciful,  merciful  God,  what 
would  I  say, —  what  would  I  reveal!" 

Suddenly  changing  his  voice,  he  released  me,  and  said, 
touching  his  forehead  with  a  meaning  gesture  and  a  quiet 
smile,  "  You  say  you  are  my  rival  in  pain.  Have  you  ever 
known  the  rage  and  despair  of  the  heart  mount  here  ?  It  is  a 
wonderful  thing  to  be  calm  as  I  am  now,  when  that  rising 
makes  itself  felt  in  fire  and  torture ! " 

"  If  there  be  aught,  Father,  which  a  man  who  cares  not  what 
country  he  visit,  or  what  deed  —  so  it  be  not  of  guilt  or  shame 
—  he  commit,  can  do  towards  the  quiet  of  your  soul,  say  it, 
and  I  will  attempt  your  will." 

"You  are  kind,  my.  Son,"  said  the  Hermit,  resuming  his  first 
melancholy  and  dignified  composure  of  mien  and  bearing; 
"  and  there  is  something  in  your  voice  which  seems  to  me  like 
a  tone  that  I  have  heard  in  youth.  Do  you  live  near  at 
hand?" 

"In  the  valley,  about  four  miles  hence;  I  am,  like  your- 
self, a  fugitive  from  the  world." 

"  Come  to  me  then  to-morrow  at  eve ;  to-morrow !  No,  that 
is  a  holy  eve,  and  I  must  keep  it  with  scourge  and  prayer. 
The  next  at  sunset.  I  shall  be  collected  then,  and  I  would 
fain  know  more  of  you  than  I  do.  Bless  you,  my  Son;  adieu." 

"Yet  stay,  Father,  may  I  not  conduct  you  home?" 
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"No;  my  limbs  are  weak,  but  I  trust  they  can  carry  me  to 
that  home,  till  I  be  borne  thence  to  my  last.  Farewell !  the 
night  grows,  and  man  fills  even  these  shades  with  peril.  The 
eve  after  next,  at  sunset,  we  meet  again." 

So  saying,  the  hermit  waved  his  hand,  and  I  stood  apart, 
watching  his  receding  figure,  until  the  trees  cloaked  the  last 
glimpse  from  my  view.  I  then  turned  homeward,  and  reached 
my  cottage  in  safety,  despite  of  the  hermit's  caution.  But 
I  did  not  retire  to  rest:  a  powerful  foreboding,  rather  than 
suspicion,  that,  in  the  worn  and  wasted  form  which  I  had 
beheld,  there  was  identity  with  one  whom  I  had  not  met  for 
years,  and  whom  I  had  believed  to  be  no  more,  thrillingly 
possessed  me. 

"Can  —  can  it  be?"  thought  I.  "Can  grief  have  a  desola- 
tion, or  remembrance  an  agony,  sufficient  to  create  so  awful  a 
change?  And  of  all  human  beings,  for  that  one  to  be  singled 
out;  that  one  in  whom  passion  and  sin  were,  if  they  existed, 
nipped  in  their  earliest  germ,  and  seemingly  rendered  barren 
of  all  fruit !  If  too,  almost  against  the  evidence  of  sight  and 
sense,  an  innate  feeling  has  marked  in  that  most  altered  form 
the  traces  of  a  dread  recognition,  would  not  his  memory  have 
been  yet  more  vigilant  than  mine?  Am  I  so  changed  that  he 
should  have  looked  me  in  the  face  so  wistfully,  and  found 
there  naught  save  the  lineaments  of  a  stranger?"  And,  act- 
uated by  this  thought,  I  placed  the  light  by  the  small  mirror 
which  graced  my  chamber.  I  recalled,  as  I  gazed,  my  feat- 
ures as  they  had  been  in  earliest  youth.  "No,"  I  said,  with 
a  sigh,  "there  is  nothing  here  that  he  should  recognize." 

And  I  said  aright,:  my  features,  originally  small  and  deli- 
cate, had  grown  enlarged  and  prominent.  The  long  locks  of 
my  youth  (for  only  upon  state  occasions  did  my  early  vanity 
consent  to  the  fashion  of  the  day)  were  succeeded  by  curls, 
short  and  crisped;  the  hues,  alternately  pale  and  hectic,  that 
the  dreams  of  romance  had  once  spread  over  my  cheek,  had  set- 
tled into  the  unchanging  bronze  of  manhood;  the  smooth  lip 
and  unshaven  chin  were  clothed  with  a  thick  hair;  the  once 
unfurrowed  brow  was  habitually  knit  in  thought;  and  the 
ardent,  restless  expression  that  boyhood  wore  had  yielded  to 
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the  quiet  unmoved  countenance  of  one  in  whom  long  custom 
has  subdued  all  outward  sign  of  emotion,  and  many  and  vari- 
ous events  left  no  prevalent  token  of  the  mind  save  that  of  an 
habitual  but  latent  resolution.  My  frame,  too,  once  scarcely 
less  slight  than  a  woman's,  was  become  knit  and  muscular; 
and  nothing  was  left  by  which,  in  the  foreign  air,  the  quiet 
brow,  and  the  athletic  form,  my  very  mother  could  have  rec- 
ognized the  slender  figure  and  changeable  face  of  the  boy  she 
had  last  beheld.  The  very  sarcasm  of  the  eye  was  gone ;  and 
I  had  learned  the  world's  easy  lesson, — the  dissimulation  of 
composure. 

I  have  noted  one  thing  in  others,  and  it  was  particularly 
noticeable  in  me;  namely,  that  few  who  mix  very  largely 
with  men,  and  with  the  courtier's  or  the  citizen's  design,  ever 
retain  the  key  and  tone  of  their  original  voice.  The  voice  of 
a  young  man  is  as  yet  modulated  by  nature,  and  expresses  the 
passion  of  the  moment;  that  of  the  matured  pupil  of  art  ex- 
presses rather  the  customary  occupation  of  his  life.  Whether 
he  aims  at  persuading,  convincing,  or  commanding  others, 
his  voice  irrevocably  settles  into  the  key  he  ordinarily  em- 
ploys ;  and,  as  persuasion  is  the  means  men  chiefly  employ  in 
their  commerce  with  each  other,  especially  in  the  regions  of  a 
court,  so  a  tone  of  artificial  blandness  and  subdued  insinua- 
tion is  chiefly  that  in  which  the  accents  of  worldly  men  are 
clothed;  the  artificial  intonation,  long  continued,  grows  into 
nature,  and  the  very  pith  and  basis  of  the  original  sound  frit- 
ter themselves  away.  The  change  was  great  in  me,  for  at 
that  time  which  I  brought  in  comparison  with  the  present  my 
age  was  one  in  which  the  voice  is  yet  confused  and  undecided, 
struggling  between  the  accents  of  youth  and  boyhood;  so  that 
even  this  most  powerful  and  unchanging  of  all  claims  upon 
the  memory  was  in  a  great  measure  absent  in  me ;  and  noth- 
ing but  an  occasional  and  rare  tone  could  have  produced  even 
that  faint  and  unconscious  recognition  which  the  Hermit  had 
confessed. 

I  must  be  pardoned  these  egotisms,  which  the  nature  of  my 
story  renders  necessary. 

With  what  eager  impatience  did  I  watch  the  hours  to  the 
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appointed  interview  with  the  Hermit  languish  themselves 
away!  However,  before  that  time  arrived  and  towards  the 
evening  of  the  next  day,  I  was  surprised  by  the  rare  honour 
of  a  visit  from  Anselmo  himself.  He  came  attended  by  two 
of  the  mendicant  friars  of  his  order,  and  they  carried  between 
them  a  basket  of  tolerable  size,  which,  as  mine  hostess  after- 
wards informed  me,  with  many  a  tear,  went  back  somewhat 
heavier  than  it  came,  from  the  load  of  certain  receptacula  of 
that  rarer  wine  which  she  had  had  the  evening  before  the  in 
discreet  hospitality  to  produce. 

The  Abbot  came  to  inform  me  that  the  Hermit  had  been  with 
him  that  morning,  making  many  inquiries  respecting  me.  "  I 
told  him,"  said  he,  "that  I  was  acquainted  with  your  name 
and  birth,  but  that  I  was  under  a  solemn  promise  not  to  re- 
veal them,  without  your  consent ;  and  I  am  now  here,  my  Son, 
to  learn  from  you  whether  that  consent  may  be  obtained?" 

"  Assuredly  not,  holy  Father ! "  said  I,  hastily ;  nor  was  I 
contented  until  I  had  obtained  a  renewal  of  his  promise  to 
that  effect.  This  seemed  to  give  the  Abbot  some  little  cha- 
grin :  perhaps  the  Hermit  had  offered  a  reward  for  my  discov- 
ery. However,  I  knew  that  Anselmo,  though  a  griping  was 
a  trustworthy  man,  and  I  felt  safe  in  his  renewed  promise.  I 
saw  him  depart  with  great  satisfaction,  and  gave  myself  once 
more  to  conjectures  respecting  the  strange  recluse. 

As  the  next  evening  I  prepared  to  depart  towards  the  her- 
mitage, I  took  peculiar  pains  to  give  my  person  a  foreign  and 
disguised  appearance.  A  loose  dress,  of  rude  and  simple 
material,  and  a  high  cap  of  fur,  were  pretty  successful  in  ac- 
complishing this  purpose.  And,  as  I  gave  the  last  look  at 
the  glass  before  I  left  the  house,  I  said  inly,  "If  there  be 
any  truth  in  my  wild  and  improbable  conjecture  respecting 
the  identity  of  the  anchorite,  I  think  time  and  this  dress  are 
sufficient  wizards  to  secure  me  from  a  chance  of  discovery.  I 
will  keep  a  guard  upon  my  words  and  tones,  until,  if  my 
thought  be  verified,  a  moment  fit  for  unmasking  myself  ar- 
rives. But  would  to  God  that  the  thought  be  groundless !  In 
such  circumstances,  and  after  such  an  absence,  to  meet  him ! 
Noj  and  yet —  Well,  this  meeting  will  decide." 
S 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

THE   SOLUTION   OF    MANY    MYSTERIES.  A    DARK    VIEW   OF  , THE 

LIFE   AND    NATURE    OF    MAN. 

POWERFUL,  though  not  clearly  developed  in  my  own  mind, 
was  the  motive  which  made  me  so  strongly  desire  to  preserve 
the  incognito  during  my  interview  with  the  Hermit.  I  have 
before  said  that  I  could  not  resist  a  vague  but  intense  belief 
that  he  was  a  person  whom  I  had  long  believed  in  the  grave ; 
and  I  had  more  than  once  struggled  against  a  dark  but  pass- 
ing suspicion  that  that  person  was  in  some  measure  —  medi- 
ately, though  not  directly  —  connected  with  the  mysteries  of 
my  former  life.  If  both  these  conjectures  were  true,  I 
thought  it  possible  that  the  communication  the  Hermit  wished 
to  make  might  be  made  yet  more  willingly  to  me  as  a  stranger 
than  if  he  knew  who  was  in  reality  his  confidant.  And,  at 
all  events,  if  I  could  curb  the  impetuous  gushings  of  my  own 
heart,  which  yearned  for  immediate  disclosure,  I  might  by 
hint  and  prelude  ascertain  the  advantages  and  disadvantages 
of  revealing  myself. 

I  arrived  at  the  well :  the  Hermit  was  already  at  the  place 
of  rendezvous,  seated  in  the  same  posture  in  which  I  had 
before  seen  him.  I  made  my  reverence  and  accosted  him. 

"I  have  not  failed  you,  Father." 

"That  is  rarely  a  true  boast  with  men,"  said  the  Hermit, 
smiling  mournfully,  but  without  sarcasm;  "and  were  the 
promise  of  greater  avail,  it  might  not  have  been  so  rigidly 
kept." 

"  The  promise,  Father,  seemed  to  me  of  greater  weight  than 
you  would  intimate,"  answered  I. 

"How  mean  you?"  said  the  Hermit,  hastily. 

"  Why,  that  we  may  perhaps  serve  each  other  by  our  meet- 
ing :  you,  Father,  may  comfort  me  by  your  counsels ;  I  you  by 
my  readiness  to  obey  your  request. " 
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The  Hermit  looked  at  me  for  some  moments,  and,  as  well  as 
I  could,  I  turned  away  my  face  from  his  gaze.  I  might  have 
spared  myself  the  effort.  He  seemed  to  recognize  nothing 
familiar  in  my  countenance;  perhaps  his  mental  malady  as- 
sisted my  own  alteration. 

"  I  have  inquired  respecting  you, "  he  said,  after  a  pause, 
"  and  I  hear  that  you  are  a  learned  and  wise  man,  who  has 
seen  much  of  the  world,  and  played  the  part  both  of  soldier 
and  of  scholar  in  its  various  theatres:  is  my  information 
true?  " 

"  Not  true  with  the  respect  to  the  learning,  Father,  but  true 
with  regard  to  the  experience.  I  have  been  a  pilgrim  in 
many  countries  of  Europe." 

"Indeed!"  said  the  Hermit,  eagerly.  "Come  with  me  to 
my  home,  and  tell  me  of  the  wonders  you  have  seen." 

I  assisted  the  Hermit  to  rise,  and  he  walked  slowly  towards 
the  cavern,  leaning  upon  my  arm.  Oh,  how  that  light  touch 
thrilled  through  my  frame !  How  I  longed  to  cry,  "  Are  you 
not  the  one  whom  I  have  loved,  and  mourned,  and  believed 
buried  in  the  tomb?  "  But  I  checked  myself.  We  moved  on 
in  silence.  The  Hermit's  hand  was  on  the  door  of  the  cavern, 
when  he  said,  in  a  calm  tone,  but  with  evident  effort,  and 
turning  his  face  from  me  while  he  spoke:  — 

"  And  did  your  wanderings  ever  carry  you  into  the  farther 
regions  of  the  north?  Did  the  fame  of  the  great  Czar  ever 
lead  you  to  the  city  he  has  founded?" 

"I  am  right!  I  am  right! "  thought  I,  as  I  answered,  "In 
truth,  holy  Father,  I  spent  not  a  long  time  at  Petersburg ;  but 
I  am  not  a  stranger  either  to  its  wonders  or  its  inhabitants." 

"Possibly,  then,  you  may  have  met  with  the  English  fa- 
vourite of  the  Czar  of  whom  I  hear  in  my  retreat  that  men 
have  lately  spoken  somewhat  largely?"  The  Hermit  paused 
again.  We  were  now  in  a  long,  low  passage,  almost  in  dark- 
ness. I  scarcely  saw  him,  yet  I  heard  a  convulsed  movement 
in  his  throat  before  he  uttered  the  remainder  of  the  sentence. 
"He  is  called  the  Count  Devereux." 

"Father,"  said  I,  calmly,  "I  have  both  seen  and  known  the 
man." 
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"  Ha! "  said  the  Hermit,  and  he  leaned  for  a  moment  against 
the  wall;  "known  him  —  and  —  how  —  how  —  I  mean,  where 
is  he  at  this  present  time?" 

"That,  Father,  is  a  difficult  question  respecting  one  who 
has  led  so  active  a  life.  He  was  ambassador  at  the  court  of 
,  just  before  I  left  it." 

We  had  now  passed  the  passage  and  gained  a  room  of  tol- 
erable size;  an  iron  lamp  burned  within,  and  afforded  a  suffi- 
cient but  somewhat  dim  light.  The  Hermit,  as  I  concluded 
my  reply,  sank  down  on  a  long  stone  bench,  beside  a  table  of 
the  same  substance,  and  leaning  his  face  on  his  hand,  so  that 
the  long,  large  sleeve  he  wore  perfectly  concealed  his  feat- 
ures, said,  "Pardon  me;  my  breath  is  short,  and  my  frame 
weak;  I  am  quite  exhausted,  but  will  speak  to  you  more 
anon. " 

I  uttered  a  short  answer,  and  drew  a  small  wooden  stool 
within  a  few  feet  of  the  Hermit's  seat.  After  a  brief  silence 
he  rose,  placed  wine,  bread,  and  preserved  fruits  before  me 
and  bade  me  eat.  I  seemed  to  comply  with  his  request,  and 
the  apparent  diversion  of  my  attention  from  himself  some- 
what relieved  the  embarrassment  under  which  he  evidently 
laboured. 

"May  I  hope,"  he  said,  "that  were  my  commission  to  this 
—  to  the  Count  Devereuf  —  you  would  execute  it  faithfully 
and  with  speed?  Yet  stay:  you  have  a  high  mien,  as  of  one 
above  fortune,  but  your  garb  is  rude  and  poor ;  and  if  aught 
of  gold  could  compensate  your  trouble,  the  Hermit  has  other 
treasuries  besides  this  cell." 

"I  will  do  your  bidding,  Father,  without  robbing  the  poor. 
You  wish,  then,  that  I  should  seek  Morton  Devereux;  you 
wish  that  I  should  summon  him  hither;  you  wish  to  see  and 
to  confer  with  him?" 

"  God  of  mercy  forbid !  "  cried  the  Hermit,  and  with  such  a 
vehemence  that  I  was  startled  from  the  design  of  revealing 
myself,  which  I  was  on  the  point  of  executing.  "I  would 
rather  that  these  walls  would  crash  me  into  dust,  or  that  this 
solid  stone  would  crumble  beneath  my  feet,  —  ay,  even  into 
a  bottomless  pit,  than  meet  the  glance  of  Morton  Devereux !  " 
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"Is  it  even  so?"  said  I,  stooping  over  the  wine-cup;  "ye 
have  been  foes  then,  I  suspect.  Well,  it  matters  not:  tell 
me  your  errand,  and  it  shall  be  done." 

"  Done !  "  cried  the  Hermit,  and  a  new  and  certainly  a  most 
natural  suspicion  darted  within  him,  "  done !  and  —  fool  that 
I  am !  —  who  or  what  are  you  that  I  should  believe  you  take 
so  keen  an  interest  in  the  wishes  of  a  man  utterly  unknown 
to  you?  I  tell  you  that  my  wish  is  that  you  should  cross  seas 
and  traverse  lands  until  you  find  the  man  I  have  named  to 
you.  Will  a  stranger  do  this,  and  without  hire?  No  —  no  — 
I  was  a  fool,  and  will  trust  the  monks,  and  give  gold,  and 
then  my  errand  will  be  sped." 

"  Father,  or  rather  brother, "  said  I,  with  a  slow  and  firm 
voice,  "for  you  are  of  mine  own  age,  and  you  have  the  pas- 
sion and  the  infirmity  which  make  brethren  of  all  mankind,  I 
am  one  to  whom  all  places  are  alike :  it  matters  not  whether 
I  visit  a  northern  or  a  southern  clime ;  I  have  wealth,  which 
is  sufficient  to  smooth  toil;  I  have  leisure,  which  makes  occu- 
pation an  enjoyment.  More  than  this,  I  am  one  who  in  his 
gayest  and  wildest  moments  has  ever  loved  mankind,  and 
would  have  renounced  at  any  time  his  own  pleasure  for  the 
advantage  of  another.  But  at  this  time,  above  all  others,  I 
am  most  disposed  to  forget  myself,  and  there  is  a  passion  in 
your  words  which  leads  me  to  hope  that  it  may  be  a  great 
benefit  which  I  can  confer  upon  you." 

"You  speak  well,"  said  the  Hermit,  musingly,  "and  I  may 
trust  you;  I  will  consider  yet  a  little  longer,  and  to-morrow 
at  this  hour  you  shall  have  my  final  answer.  If  you  execute 
the  charge  I  entrust  to  you,  may  the  blessing  of  a  dying  and 
most  wretched  man  cleave  to  you  forever!  But  hush;  the 
clock  strikes:  it  is  my  hour  of  prayer." 

And,  pointing  to  a  huge  black  clock  that  hung  opposite  the 
door,  and  indicated  the  hour  of  nine  (according  to  our  Eng- 
lish mode  of  numbering  the  hours),  the  Hermit  fell  on  his 
knees,  and,  clasping  his  hands  tightly,  bent  his  face  over 
them  in  the  attitude  of  humiliation  and  devotion.  I  fol- 
lowed his  example.  After  a  few  minutes  he  rose :  "  Once  in 
every  three  hours,"  said  he,  with  a  ghastly  expression,  "for 
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the  last  twelve  years  have  I  bowed  my  soul  in  anguish  before 
God,  and  risen  to  feel  that  it  was  in  vain :  I  ain  cursed  with- 
out and  within !  " 

"  My  Father,  my  Father,  is  this  your  faith  in  the  mercies  of 
the  Kedeemer  who  died  for  man?  " 

"  Talk  not  to  me  of  faith !  "  cried  the  Hermit,  wildly.  "  Ye 
laymen  and  worldlings  know  nothing  of  its  mysteries  and  its 
powers.  But  begone!  the  dread  hour  is  upon  me,  when  my 
tongue  is  loosed  and  my  brain  darkened,  and  I  know  not  my 
words  and  shudder  at  my  own  thoughts.  Begone !  no  human 
being  shall  witness  those  moments :  they  are  only  for  Heaven 
and  my  own  soul." 

So  saying,  this  unhappy  and  strange  being  seized  me  by  the 
arm  and  dragged  me  towards  the  passage  we  had  entered.  I 
was  in  doubt  whether  to  yield  to  or  contend  with  him ;  but 
there  was  a  glare  in  his  eye  and  a  flush  upon  his  brow,  which, 
while  it  betrayed  the  dreadful  disease  of  his  mind,  made  me 
fear  that  resistance  to  his  wishes  might  operate  dangerously 
upon  a  frame  so  feeble  and  reduced.  I  therefore  mechani- 
cally obeyed  him.  He  opened  again  the  entrance  to  his 
rugged  home,  and  the  moonlight  streamed  wanly  over  his 
dark  robes  and  spectral  figure. 

"Go,"  said  he,  more  mildly  than  before,  "go,  and  forgive 
the  vehemence  of  one  whose  mind  and  heart  alike  are  broken 
within  him.  Go,  but  return  to-morrow  at  sunset.  Your  air 
disposes  me  to  trust  you." 

So  saying,  he  closed  the  door  upon  me,  and  I  stood  without 
the  cavern  alone. 

But  did  I  return  home?  Did  I  hasten  to  press  my  couch  in 
sleep  and  sweet  forgetfulness,  while  he  was  in  that  gloomy 
sepulture  of  the  living,  a  prey  to  anguish,  and  torn  by  the 
fangs  of  madness  and  a  fierce  disease?  No:  on  the  damp 
grass,  beneath  the  silent  skies,  I  passed  a  night  which  could 
scarcely  have  been  less  wretched  than  his  own.  My  conject- 
ure was  now  and  in  full  confirmed.  Heavens!  how  I  loved 
that  man!  how,  from  my  youngest  years,  had  my  soul's  fond- 
est affections  interlaced  themselves  with  him!  with  what  an- 
guish had  I  wept  his  imagined  death !  and  now  to  know  that 
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he  lay  within  those  walls,  smitten  from  brain  to  heart  with 
so  fearful  and  mysterious  a  curse, — to  know,  too,  that  he 
dreaded  the  sight  of  me, —  of  me  who  would  have  laid  down 
my  life  for  his !  the  grave,  which  I  imagined  his  home,  had 
been  a  mercy  to  a  doom  like  this. 

"H*e  fears,"  I  murmured,  and  I  wept  as  I  said  it,  "to  look 
on  one  who  would  watch  over,  and  soothe,  and  bear  with  him, 
with  more  than  a  woman's  love!  By  what  awful  fate  has 
this  calamity  fallen  on  one  so  holy  and  so  pure?  or  by  what 
preordered  destiny  did  I  come  to  these  solitudes,  to  find  at 
the  same  time  a  new  charm  for  the  earth  and  a  spell  to  change 
it  again  into  a  desert  and  a  place  of  woe?" 

All  night  I  kept  vigil  by  the  cave,  and  listened  if  I  could 
catch  moan  or  sound;  but  everything  was  silent:  the  thick 
walls  of  the  rock  kept  even  the  voice  of  despair  from  my  ear. 
The  day  dawned,  and  I  retired  among  the  trees,  lest  the  Her- 
mii  might  come  out  unawares  and  see  me.  At  sunrise  I  saw 
him  appear  for  a  few  moments  and  again  retire,  and  I  then 
hastened  home,  exhausted  and  wearied  by  the  internal  con- 
flicts of  the  night,  to  gather  coolness  and  composure  for  the 
ensuing  interview,  which  I  contemplated  at  once  with  eager- 
ness and  dread. 

At  the  appointed  hour  I  repaired  to  the  cavern:  the  door 
was  partially  closed;  I  opened  it,  hearing  no  answer  to  my 
knock,  and  walked  gently  along  the  passage ;  but  I  now  heard 
shrieks  and  groans  and  wild  laughter  as  I  neared  the  rude 
chamber.  I  paused  for  a  moment,  and  then  in  terror  and  dis- 
may entered  the  apartment.  It  was  empty,  but  I  saw  near 
the  clock  a  small  door,  from  within  which  the  sounds  that 
alarmed  me  proceeded.  I  had  no  scruple  in  opening  it,  and 
found  myself  in  the  Hermit's  sleeping  chamber,  —  a  small  dark 
room,  where,  upon  a  straw  pallet,  lay  the  wretched  occupant 
in  a  state  of  frantic  delirium.  I  stood  mute  and  horror-struck, 
while  his  exclamations  of  frenzy  burst  upon  my  ear. 

"  There  —  there !  "  he  cried,  "  I  have  struck  thee  to  the 
heart,  and  now  I  will  kneel,  and  kiss  those  white  lips,  and 
bathe  my  hands  in  that  blood!  Ha!  —  do  I  hate  thee?  —  hate 
—  ay  —  hate,  abhor,  detest!  Have  you  the  beads  there?  —  let 
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me  tell  them.  Yes,  I  will  go  to  the  confessional  —  confess? 

No,  no  —  all  the  priests  in  the  world  could  not  lift  up  a 

soul  so  heavy  with  guilt.  Help  —  help  —  help!  I  am  fall- 
ing—  falling  —  there  is  the  pit,  and  the  fire,  and  the  devils! 
Do  you  hear  them  laugh?  —  I  can  laugh  too! — ha!  ha!  ha! 
Hush,  I  have  written  it  all  out,  in  a  fair  hand ;  he  shall  read 
it;  and  then,  0  God!  what  curses  he  will  heap  upon  my 
head!  Blessed  Saint  Francis,  hear  me!  Lazarus,  Lazarus, 
speak  for  me !  " 

Thus  did  the  Hermit  rave,  while  my  flesh  crept  to  hear  him. 
I  stood  by  his  bedside,  and  called  on  him,  but  he  neither 
heard  nor  saw  me.  Upon  the  ground,  by  the  bed's  head,  as 
if  it  had  dropped  from  under  the  pillow,  was  a  packet  sealed 
and  directed  to  myself.  I  knew  the  handwriting  at  a  glance, 
even  though  the  letters  were  blotted  and  irregular,  and  possi- 
bly traced  in  the  first  moment  that  his  present  curse  fell  upon 
the  writer.  I  placed  the  packet  in  my  bosom;  the  Hermit 
saw  not  the  motion;  he  lay  back  on  the  bed,  seemingly  in 
utter  exhaustion.  I  turned  away,  and  hastened  to  the  monas- 
tery for  assistance.  As  I  hurried  through  the  passage,  the 
Hermit's  shrieks  again  broke  upon  me,  with  a  fiercer  vehe- 
mence than  before.  I  flew  from  them,  as  if  they  were  sounds 
from  the  abyss  of  Hades.  I  flew  till,  breathless,  and  half- 
senseless  myself,  I  fell  down  exhausted  by  the  gate  of  the 
monastery. 

The  two  most  skilled  in  physic  of  the  brethren  were  imme- 
diately summoned,  and  they  lost  not  a  moment  in  accompany- 
ing me  to  the  cavern.  All  that  evening,  until  midnight,  the 
frenzy  of  the  maniac  seemed  rather  to  increase  than  abate. 
But  at  that  hour,  exactly  indeed  as  the  clock  struck  twelve, 
he  fell  all  at  once  into  a  deep  sleep. 

Then  for  the  first  time,  but  not  till  the  weary  brethren  had 
at  this  favourable  symptom  permitted  themselves  to  return 
for  a  brief  interval  to  the  monastery,  to  seek  refreshment  for 
themselves  and  to  bring  down  new  medicines  for  the  patient, 
—  then,  for  the  first  time,  I  rose  from  the  Hermit's  couch  by 
which  I  had  hitherto  kept  watch,  and  repairing  to  the  outer 
chamber,  took  forth  the  packet  superscribed  with  my  name. 
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There,  alone  in  that  gray  vault,  and  by  the  sepulchral  light 
of  the  single  lamp,  I  read  what  follows :  — 

THE    HEEMITS    MANUSCRIPT. 

Morton  Devereux,  if  ever  this  reach  you,  read  it,  shudder,  and,  what- 
ever your  afflictions,  bless  God  that  you  are  not  as  I  am.  Do  you  re- 
member my  prevailing  characteristic  as  a  boy  V  No,  you  do  not.  You 
will  say  "  devotion  !  "  It  was  not !  "  Gentleness."  It  was  not :  it  was 
JEALOUSY!  Now  does  the  truth  flash  on  you?  Yes,  that  was  the 
disease  that  was  in  my  blood,  and  in  my  heart,  and  through  whose 
ghastly  medium  every  living  object  was  beheld.  Did  I  love  you  ?  Yes, 
1  loved  you,  —  ay,  almost  with  a  love  equal  to  your  own.  I  loved  my 
mother ;  I  loved  Gerald  ;  I  loved  Montreuil.  It  was  a  part  of  my  nature 
to  love,  and  I  did  not  resist  the  impulse.  You  I  loved  better  than  all ; 
but  I  was  jealous  of  each.  If  my  mother  caressed  you  or  Gerald,  if  you 
opened  your  heart  to  either,  it  stung  me  to  the  quick.  I  it  was  who  said 
to  my  mother,  "  Caress  him  not,  or  I  shall  think  you  love  him  better 
than  me."  I  it  was  who  widened,  from  my  veriest  childhood,  the  breach 
between  Gerald  and  yourself.  I  it  was  who  gave  to  the  childish  reproach 
a  venom,  and  to  the  childish  quarrel  a  barb.  Was  this  love  ?  Yes,  it 
was  love ;  but  I  could  not  endure  that  ye  should  love  one  another  as 
ye  loved  me.  It  delighted  me  when  one  confided  to  my  ear  a  complaint 
against  the  other,  and  said,  "  Aubrey,  this  blow  could  not  have  come 
from  thee  ! " 

Montreuil  early  perceived  my  bias  of  temper :  he  might  have  cor- 
rected it  and  with  ease.  I  was  not  evil  in  disposition ;  I  was  insensible 
of  my  own  vice.  Had  its  malignity  been  revealed  to  me,  I  should  have 
recoiled  in  horror.  Montreuil  had  a  vast  power  over  me ;  he  could 
mould  me  at  his  will.  Montreuil,  I  repeat,  might  have  saved  me,  and 
thyself,  and  a  third  being,  better  and  purer  than  either  of  us  was,  even 
in  our  cradles.  Montreuil  did  not :  he  had  an  object  to  serve,  and  he 
sacrificed  our  whole  house  to  it.  He  found  me  one  day  weeping  over  a 
dog  that  I  had  killed.  "  Why  did  you  destroy  it  ? "  he  said ;  and  I 
answered,  "  Because  it  loved  Morton  better  than  me  !  "  And  the  priest 
said,  "  Thou  didst  right,  Aubrey  !  "  Yes,  from  that  time  he  took  ad- 
vantage of  my  infirmity,  and  could  rouse  or  calm  all  my  passions  in 
proportion  as  he  irritated  or  soothed  it. 

You  know  this  man's  object  during  the  latter  period  of  his  residence 
with  us  :  it  was  the  restoration  of  the  House  of  Stuart.  He  was  alter- 
nately the  spy  and  the  agitator  in  that  cause.  Among  more  comprehen- 
sive plans  for  effecting  this  object,  was  that  of  securing  the  heirs  to  the 
great  wealth  and  popular  name  of  Sir  William  Devereux.  This  was 


404  DEVEREUX. 

only  a  minor  mesh  in  the  intricate  web  of  his  schemes ;  but  it  is  the 
character  of  the  man  to  take  exactly  the  same  pains,  and  pursue  the 
same  laborious  intrigues,  for  a  small  object  as  for  a  great  one.  His 
first  impression,  on  entering  our  house,  was  in  favour  of  Gerald  ;  and  I 
believe  he  really  likes  him  to.this  day  better  than  either  of  us.  Partly 
your  sarcasms,  partly  Gerald's  disputes  with  you,  partly  my  repre- 
sentations, —  for  I  was  jealous  even  of  the  love  of  Montreuil,  —  prepos- 
sessed him  against  you.  He  thought,  too,  that  Gerald  had  more  talent 
to  serve  his  purposes  than  yourself  and  more  facility  in  being  moulded 
to  them ;  and  he  believed  our  uncle's  partiality  to  you  far  from  being 
unalienable.  I  have  said  that,  at  the  latter  period  of  his  residence  with 
us,  he  was  an  agent  of  the  exiled  cause.  At  the  time  I  now  speak  of, 
he  had  not  entered  into  the  great  political  scheme  which  engrossed  him 
afterwards.  He  was  merely  a  restless  and  aspiring  priest,  whose  whole 
hope,  object,  ambition,  was  the  advancement  of  his  order.  He  knew 
that  whoever  inherited,  or  whoever  shared,  my  uncle's  wealth,  could, 
under  legitimate  regulation,  promote  any  end  which  the  heads  of  that 
order  might  select ;  and  he  wished  therefore  to  gain  the  mastery  over 
us  all.  Intrigue  was  essentially  woven  with  his  genius,  and  by  intrigue 
only  did  he  ever  seek  to  arrive  at  any  end  he  had  in  view.1  He  soon 
obtained  a  mysterious  and  pervading  power  over  Gerald  and  myself. 
Your  temper  at  once  irritated  him,  and  made  him  despair  of  obtaining 
an  ascendant  over  one  who,  though  he  testified  in  childhood  none  of  the 
talents  for  which  he  has  since  been  noted,  testified,  nevertheless,  a 
shrewd,  penetrating,  and  sarcastic  power  of  observation  and  detection. 
You,  therefore,  he  resolved  to  leave  to  the  irregularities  of  your  own 
nature,  confident  that  they  would  yield  him  the  opportunity  of  detaching 
your  uncle  from  you  and  ultimately  securing  to  Gerald  his  estates. 

The  trial  at  school  first  altered  his  intentions.  He  imagined  that  he 
then  saw  in  you  powers  which  might  be  rendered  availing  to  him  :  he 
conquered  his  pride  —  a  great  feature  in  his  character  —  and  he  resolved 
to  seek  your  affection.  Your  subsequent  regularity  of  habits  and  suc- 
cess in  study  confirmed  him  in  his  resolution  ;  and  when  he  learned  from 
my  uncle's  own  lips  that  the  Devereux  estates  would  devolve  on  you,  he 
thought  that  it  would  be  easier  to  secure  your  affection  to  him  than  to 
divert  that  affection  which  my  uncle  had  conceived  for  you.  At  this 
time,  I  repeat,  he  had  no  particular  object  in  view ;  none,  at  least,  beyond 
that  of  obtaining  for  the  interest  of  his  order  the  direction  of  great 
wealth  and  some  political  influence.  Some  time  after  —  I  know  not 
exactly  when,  but  before  we  returned  to  take  our  permanent  abode  at 

1  It  will  be  observed  that  Aubrey  frequently  repeats  former  assertions; 
this  is  one  of  the  most  customary  traits  of  insanity.  —  ED. 
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Devereux  Court  —  a  share  in  the  grand  political  intrigue  which  was 
then  in  so  many  branches  carried  on  throughout  England,  and  even 
Europe,  was  confided  to  Montreuil. 

In  this  I  helieve  he  was  the  servant  of  his  order,  rather  than  immedi- 
ately of  the  exiled  House  ;  and  I  have  since  heard  that  even  at  that  day 
he  had  acquired  a  great  reputation  among  the  professors  of  the  former. 
You,  Morton,  he  decoyed  not  into  this  scheme  before  he  left  England  : 
he  had  not  acquired  a  sufficient  influence  over  you  to  trust  you  with  the 
disclosure.  To  Gerald  and  myself  he  was  more  confidential.  Gerald 
eagerly  embraced  his  projects  through  a  spirit  of  enterprise ;  I  through 
a  spirit  of  awe  and  of  religion  RELIGION  1  Yes.  —  then,  —  long  after, 
—  now,  —  when  my  heart  was  and  is  the  home  of  all  withering  and  evil 
passions,  Religion  reigned,  —  reigns,  over  me  a  despot  and  a  tyrant. 
Its  terrors  haunt  me  at  this  hour ;  they  people  the  earth  and  the  air 
with  shapes  of  ghastly  menace !  They  —  Heaven  pardon  me !  what 
would  my  madness  utter?  Madness?  —  madness?  Ay,  that  is  the  real 
scourge,  the  real  fire,  the  real  torture,  the  real  hell,  of  this  fair  earth  ! 

Montreuil,  tlien,  by  different  pleas,  won  over  Gerald  and  myself.  He 
left  us,  but  engaged  us  in  constant  correspondence  "  Aubrey,"  he  said, 
before  he  departed,  and  when  he  saw  that  I  was  wounded  by  his  appar- 
ent cordiality  towards  you  and  Gerald  —  "  Aubrey,"  he  said,  soothing 
me  on  this  point,  "  think  not  that  1  trust  Gerald  or  the  arrogant  Morton 
as  I  trust  you.  You  have  my  real  heart  and  my  real  trust.  It  is  neces- 
sary to  the  execution  of  this  project,  so  important  to  the  interests  of 
religion  and  so  agreeable  to  the  will  of  Heaven,  that  we  should  secure 
all  co-operators  :  but  they,  your  brothers,  Aubrey,  are  the  tools  of  that 
mighty  design  ;  you  are  its  friend."  Thus  it  was  that,  at  all  times  when 
he  irritated  too  sorely  the  vice  of  my  nature,  he  flattered  it  into  second- 
ing his  views;  and  thus,  instead  of  conquering  my  evil  passions,  he  con- 
quered by  them.  Curses  —  No,  no,  no  !  —  I  will  be  calm. 

We  returned  to  Devereux  Court,  and  we  grew  from  boyhood  into 
youth.  I  loved  you  then,  Morton.  Ah !  what  would  I  not  give  now 
for  one  pure  feeling,  such  as  I  felt  in  your  love  ?  Do  you  remember  the 
day  on  which  you  had  extorted  from  my  uncle  his  consent  to  your  leav- 
ing us  for  the  pleasures  and  pomps  of  London  ?  Do  you  remember  the 
evening  of  that  day,  when  I  came  to  seek  you,  and  we  sat  down  on  a 
little  mound,  and  talked  over  your  projects,  and  you  spoke  then  to  me 
of  my  devotion  and  my  purer  and  colder  feelings  ?  Morton,  at  that 
very  moment  my  veins  burned  with  passion !  —  at  that  very  moment  my 
heart  was  feeding  the  vulture  fated  to  live  and  prey  within  it  forever  1 
Thrice  did  I  resolve  to  confide  in  you,  as  we  then  sat  together,  and 
thrice  did  my  evil  genius  forbid  it.  You  seemed,  even  in  your  affection 
to  me,  so  wholly  engrossed  with  your  own  hopes ;  you  seemed  so  little  to 
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regret  leaving  me ;  you  stung,  so  often  and  so  deeply,  in  our  short  con- 
ference, that  feeling  which  made  me  desire  to  monopolize  all  things  in 
those  I  loved,  that  I  said  inly,  —  "  Why  should  I  bare  my  heart  to  one 
who  can  so  little  understand  it  ?  "  And  so  .we  turned  home,  and  you 
dreamed  not  of  that  which  was  then  within  me,  and  which  waa  destined 
to  be  your  curse  and  mine 

Not  many  weeks  previous  to  that  night,  I  had  seen  one  whom  to  see 
was  to  love  1  Love  !  —  I  tell  you,  Morton,  that  that  word  is  expressive 
of  soft  and  fond  emotion,  and  there  should  be  another  expressive  of  all 
that  is  fierce  and  dark  and  unrelenting  in  the  human  heart !  —  all  that 
seems  most  like  the  deadliest  and  the  blackest  hate,  and  yet  is  not  hate ! 
1  saw  this  being,  and  from  that  moment  my  real  nature,  which  had  slept 
hitherto,  awoke  1  I  remember  well  it  was  one  evening  in  the  beginning 
of  summer  that  I  first  saw  her.  She  sat  alone  in  the  little  garden  beside 
the  cottage  door,  and  I  paused,  and,  unseen,  looked  over  the  slight  fence 
that  separated  us,  and  fed  my  eyes  with  a  loveliness  that  I  thought  till 
then  only  twilight  or  the  stars  could  wear !  From  that  evening  I  came, 
night  after  night,  to  watch  her  from  the  same  spot ;  and  every  time  I 
beheld  her  the  poison  entered  deeper  and  deeper  into  my  system.  At 
length  I  had  an  opportunity  of  being  known  to  her,  of  speaking  to  her, 
of  hearing  her  speak,  of  touching  the  ground  she  had  hallowed,  of  enter 
ing  the  home  where  she  dwelt  1 

I  must  explain :  I  said  that  both  Gerald  and  myself  corresponded 
privately  with  Montreuil;  we  were  both  bound  over  to  secrecy  with 
regard  to  you ;  and  this,  my  temper  and  Gerald's  coolness  with  you 
rendered  an  easy  obligation  to  both ;  —  I  say  my  temper,  for  I  loved  to 
think  I  had  a  secret  not  known  to  another ;  and  I  carried  this  reserve 
even  to  the  degree  of  concealing  from  Gerald  himself  the  greater  part  of 
the  correspondence  between  me  and  the  Abbe.  In  his  correspondence 
with  each  of  us,  Montreuil  acted  with  his  usual  skill ;  to  Gerald,  as  the 
elder  in  years,  the  more  prone  to  enterprise,  and  the  manlier  in  aspect 
and  in  character,  was  allotted  whatever  object  was  of  real  trust  or  im- 
portance. Gerald  it  was  who,  under  pretence  of  pursuing  his  accus- 
tomed sports,  conferred  with  the  A'arious  agents  of  intrigue  who  from, 
time  to  time  visited  our  coast  ;  and  to  me  the  Abbe  gave  words  of 
endearment  and  affected  the  language  of  more  entire  trust.  "What, 
ever,"  he  would  say,  "  in  our  present  half  mellowed  projects,  is  exposed 
to  danger,  but  does  not  promise  reward,  I  entrust  to  Gerald  ;  hereafter, 
far  higher  employment,  under  far  safer  and  surer  auspices,  will  be 
yours.  We  are  the  heads :  be  ours  the  nobler  occupation  to  plan  ;  and 
let  us  leave  to  inferior  natures  the  vain  and  perilous  triumph  to  execute 
what  we  design." 

All  this  I  readily  assented  to ;  for,  despite  my  acquiescence  in  Mon- 
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treuil's  wishes,  I  loved  not  enterprise,  or  rather  I  hated  whatever 
roused  me  from  the  dreamy  and  abstracted  indolence  which  was  most 
dear  to  my  temperament.  Sometimes,  however,  with  a  great  show  of 
confidence,  Montreuil  would  request  me  to  execute  some  quiet  and  un- 
important commission ;  and  of  this  nature  was  one  I  received  while  I 
was  thus,  unknown  even  to  the  object,  steeping  my  soul  in  the  first 
intoxication  of  love.  The  plots  then  carried  on  by  certain  ecclesiastics 
I  need  not  say  extended,  in  one  linked  chain,  over  the  greater  part  of  the 
Continent.  Spain,  in  especial,  was  the  theatre  of  these  intrigues;  and 
among  the  tools  employed  in  executing  them  were  some  who,  though 
banished  from  that  country,  still,  by  the  rank  they  had  held  in  it,  car- 
ried a  certain  importance  in  their  very  names.  Foremost  of  these  was 
the  father  of  the  woman  I  loved;  and  foremost,  in  whatever  promised 
occupation  to  a  restless  mind,  he  was  always  certain  to  be. 

Montreuil  now  commissioned  me  to  seek  out  a  certain  Barnard  (an 
underling  in  those  secret  practices  or  services,  for  which  he  afterwards 
suffered,  and  who  was  then  in  that  part  of  the  country),  and  to  com- 
municate to  him  some  messages  of  which  he  was  to  be  the  bearer  to  this 
Spaniard.  A  thought  flashed  upon  me  —  Montreuil's  letter  mentioned, 
accidentally,  that  the  Spaniard  had  never  hitherto  seen  Barnard :  could 
I  not  personate  the  latter,  deliver  the  messages  myself,  and  thus  win 
that  introduction  to  the  daughter  which  I  so  burningly  desired,  and 
which,  from  the  close  reserve  of  the  father's  habits,  I  might  not  other- 
wise effect  ?  The  plan  was  open  to  two  objections :  one,  that  I  was 
known  personally  in  the  town  in  the  environs  of  which  the  Spaniard 
lived,  and  he  might  therefore  very  soon  discover  who  I  really  was  ;  the 
other  that  I  was  not  in  possession  of  all  the  information  which  Barnard 
might  possess,  and  which  the  Spaniard  might  wish  to  learn  ;  but  these 
objections  had  not  much  weight  with  me.  To  the  first,  I  said  inly,  "  I 
will  oppose  the  most  constant  caution ;  I  will  go  always  on  foot  and 
alone;  I  will  never  be  seen  in  the  town  itself;  and  even  should  the 
Spaniard,  who  'seems  rarely  to  stir  abroad,  and  who,  possibly,  does  not 
speak  our  language,  —  even  should  he  learn  by  accident  that  Barnard 
is  only  another  name  for  Aubrey  Devereux,  it  will  not  be  before  I  have 
gained  my  object;  nor,  perhaps,  before  the  time  when  I  myself  may 
wish  to  acknowledge  my  identity."  To  the  second  objection  I  saw  a  yet 
more  ready  answer.  "  I  will  acquaint  Montreuil  at  once,"  I  said,  "  with 
my  intention  ;  I  will  claim  his  connivance  as  a  proof  of  his  confidence, 
and  as  an  essay  of  my  own  genius  of  intrigue."  I  did  so  ;  the  priest, 
perhaps  delighted  to  involve  me  so  deeply,  and  to  find  me  so  ardent  in 
his  project,  consented.  Fortunately,  as  I  before  said,  Barnard  was  an 
underling,  —  young,  unknown,  and  obscure.  My  youth,  therefore,  was 
not  so  great  a  foe  to  my  assumed  disguise  as  it  might  otherwise  have 
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been.  Montreuil  supplied  all  requisite  information.  I  tried  (for  the 
first  time,  with  ;i  beating  heart  and  a  tremulous  voice)  the  imposition ! 
it  succeeded ;  I  continued  it.  Yes,  Morton,  yes  1  —  pour  forth  upon 
me  your  bitterest  execration,  in  me,  in  your  brother,  in  the  brother  so 
'  dear  to  you,  —  in  the  brother  whom  you  imagined  so  passionless,  so 
pure,  so  sinless,  —  behold  that  Barnard,  the  lover,  the  idolatrous  lover 
—  the  foe,  the  deadly  foe,  —  of  Isora  d'  Alvarez  1 

Here  the  manuscript  was  defaced  for  some  pages  by  inco- 
herent and  meaningless  ravings.  It  seemed  as  if  one  of  his 
dark  tits  of  frenzy  had  at  that  time  come  over  the  writer.  At 
length,  in  a  more  firm  and  clear  character  than  that  immedi- 
ately preceding  it,  the  manuscript  continued  as  follows :  — 

I  loved  her,  but  even  then  it  was  with  a  fierce  and  ominous  love 
(ominous  of  what  it  became).  Often  in  the  still  evenings,  when  we 
stood  together  watching  the  sun  set ;  when  my  tongue  trembled,  but  did 
not  dare  to  speak ;  when  all  soft  and  sweet  thoughts  filled  the  heart  and 
glistened  in  the  eye  of  that  most  sensitive  and  fairy  being ;  when  my 
own  brow  perhaps  seemed  to  reflect  the  same  emotions,  —  feelings 
which  I  even  shuddered  to  conceive  raged  within  me.  Had  we  stood 
together  in  those  moments  upon  the  brink  of  a  precipice,  I  could  have 
wound  my  arms  around  her  and  leaped  with  her  into  the  abyss.  Every- 
thing but  one  nursed  my  passion ;  nature,  solitude,  early  dreams,  all 
kindled  and  fed  that  fire :  Religion  only  combated  it ;  I  knew  it  was  a 
crime  to  love  any  of  earth's  creatures  as  I  loved.  I  used  the  scourge 
and  the  fast  ; 1  I  wept  hot,  burning  tears ;  I  prayed,  and  the  intensity 
of  my  prayer  appalled  even  myself,  as  it  rose  from  my  maddened  heart, 
in  the  depth  and  stillness  of  the  lone  night :  but  the  flame  burned  higher 
and  more  scorchingly  froin  the  opposition  ;  nay,  it  was  the  very  knowl- 
edge that  my  love  was  criminal  that  made  it  assume  so  fearful  and  dark 
a  shape.  "  Thou  art  the  cause  of  my  downfall  from  Heaven  !  "  I  mut- 
tered, when  I  looked  upon  Isora's  calm  face :  "  thou  feelest  it  not,  and 
I  could  destroy  thee  and  myself,  —  myself  the  criminal,  thee  the  cause 
of  the  crime  1 " 

It  must  have  been  that  my  eyes  betrayed  my  feelings  that  Isora  loved 
me  not,  that  she  shrank  from  me  even  at  the  first :  why  else  should  I 
not  have  called  forth  the  same  sentiments  which  she  gave  to  you  ?  Was 

1  I  need  not  point  out  to  the  novel-reader  how  completely  the  character  of 
Aubrey  haa  been  stolen  in  a  certain  celebrated  French  romance.  But  the 
writer  I  allude  to  is  not  so  unmerciful  as  M.  de  Balzac,  who  has  pillaged  scenes 
iii  "  The  Disowned  "  with  a  most  gratifying  politeness. 
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not  my  form  cast  in  a  mould  as  fair  as  yours  ?  did  not  my  voice  whisper 
in  as  sweet  a  tone  ?  did  I  not  love  her  with  as  wild  a  love  ?  Why  should 
she  not  have  loved  me  ?  I  was  the  first  whom  she  beheld  :  she  would 

—  ay,   perhaps  she  would  have   loved   me,  if   you  had  not  come  and 
marred  all.    Curse  yourself,  then,  that  you  were  my  rival !  curse  yourself 
that  you  made  my  heart  as  a  furnace,  and  smote  my  brain  with  frenzy ; 
curse  —  O  sweet  Virgin,  forgive  me  !  —  I  know  not,  —  I  know  not  what 
my  tongue  utters  or  my  hand  traces ! 

You  came,  then,  Morton,  you  came ;  you  knew  her ;  you  loved  her ; 
she  loved  you.  I  learned  that  you  had  gained  admittance  to  the  cottage, 
and  the  moment  I  learned  it,  I  looked  on  Isora,  and  felt  my  fate,  as  by 
intuition  :  I  saw  at  once  that  she  was  prepared  to  love  you  ;  I  saw  the 
very  moment  when  that  love  kindled  from  conception  into  form  ;  I  saw 

—  and  at  that  moment  my  eyes  reeled  and  my  ears  rang  as  with  the 
sound  of  a  rushing  sea,  and  I  thought  I  felt  a  cord  snap  within  my  brain, 
which  has  never  been  united  again. 

Once  only,  after  your  introduction  to  the  cottage,  did  I  think  of  con- 
fiding to  you  my  love  and  rivalship  ;  you  remember  one  night  when  we 
met  by  the  castle  cave,  and  when  your  kindness  touched  and  softened 
me  despite  of  myself.  The  day  after  that  night  I  sought  you,  with  the 
intention  of  communicating  to  you  all ;  and  while  I  was  yet  struggling 
with  my  embarrassment  and  the  suffocating  tide  of  my  emotions,  you 
premeditated  me  by  giving  me  your  confidence.  Engrossed  by  your 
own  feelings,  you  were  not  observant  of  mine ;  and  as  you  dwelt  and 
dilated  upon  your  love  for  Isora,  all  emotions,  save  those  of  agony  and 
of  fury,  vanished  from  my  breast.  I  did  not  answer  you  then  at  any 
length,  for  I  was  too  agitated  to  trust  to  prolix  speech ;  but  by  the  next 
day  I  had  recovered  myself,  and  I  resolved,  as  far  as  I  was  able,  to  play 
the  hypocrite.  "  He  cannot  love  her  as  I  do  1  "  I  said ;  "  perhaps  I 
may,  without  disclosure  of  my  rivalship  and  without  sin  in  the  attempt, 
detach  him  from  her  by  reason."  Fraught  with  this  idea,  I  collected 
myself,  sought  you,  remonstrated  with  you,  represented  the  worldly  folly 
of  your  love,  and  uttered  all  that  prudence  preaches  —  in  vain,  when 
it  preaches  against  passion ! 

Let  me  be  brief.  I  saw  that  I  made  no  impression  on  you;  I  stifled 
my  wrath  ;  I  continued  to  visit  and  watch  Isora.  I  timed  my  oppor- 
tunities well :  my  constant  knowledge  of  your  motions  allowed  me  to  do 
that  ;  besides,  I  represented  to  the  Spaniard  the  necessity,  through 
political  motives,  of  concealing  myself  from  you;  hence,  we  never  en- 
countered each  other.  One  evening,  Alvarez  had  gone  out  to  meet  one 
of  his  countrymen  and  confederates.  I  found  Isora  alone,  in  the  most 
sequestered  part  of  the  garden ;  her  loveliness,  and  her  exceeding  gen- 
tleness of  manner,  melted  me.  For  the  first  time  audibly  my  heart 
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spoke  out,  and  I  told  her  of  my  idolatry.  Idolatry  !  ay,  that  is  the  only 
word,  since  it  signifies  both  worship  and  guilt !  She  heard  me  timidly, 
gently,  coldly.  She  spoke ;  and  I  found  confirmed  from  her  own  lips 
what  my  reason  had  before  told  me,  —  that  there  was  no  hope  for  me. 
The  iron  that  entered  also  roused  my  heart.  "  Enough !  "  I  cried 
fiercely,  "  you  love  this  Morton  Devereux,  and  for  him  I  am  scorned." 
Isora  blushed  and  trembled,  and  all  my  senses  fled  from  me.  1  scarcely 
know  in  what  words  my  rage  and  my  despair  clothed  themselves :  but  I 
know  that  I  divulged  myself  to  her;  I  know  that  I  told  her  I  was  the 
brother,  the  rival,  the  enemy  of  the  man  she  loved,  —  I  know  that  1 
uttered  the  fiercest  and  the  wildest  menaces  and  execrations,  —  I  know 
that  my  vehemence  so  overpowered  and  terrified  her  that  her  mind  was 
scarcely  less  clouded  —  less  lost,  rather  —  than  my  own.  At  that  mo- 
ment the  sound  of  your  horse's  hoofs  was  heard.  Isora's  eyes  bright- 
ened and  her  mien  grew  firm.  "  He  comes,"  she  said,  "  and  he  will 
protect  me  !  "  "  Hark !  "  I  said,  sinking  my  voice,  and,  as  my  drawn 
sword  flashed  in  one  hand,  the  other  grasped  her  arm  with  a  savage 
force,  —  "  hark,  woman !  "  I  said,  —  and  an  oath  of  the  blackest  fury 
accompanied  my  threats,  —  "  swear  that  you  will  never  divulge  to 
Morton  Devereux  who  is  his  real  rival,  that  you  will  never  declare  to 
him  nor  to  any  one  else  that  the  false  Barnard  and  the  true  Aubrey 
Devereux  are  the  same,  —  swear  this,  or  I  swear  [and  I  repeated,  with 
a  solemn  vehemence,  that  dread  oath]  that  I  will  stay  here  ;  that  I  will 
confront  my  rival ;  that,  the  moment  he  beholds  me,  I  will  plunge  this 
sword  in  his  bosom ;  and  that,  before  I  perish  myself,  I  will  hasten  to 
the  town,  and  will  utter  there  a  secret  which  will  send  your  father  to 
the  gallows :  now,  your  choice  ?  " 

Morton,  you  have  often  praised,  my  uncle  has  often  jested  at,  the 
womanish  softness  of  my  face.  There  have  been  moments  when  I  have 
seen  that  face  in  the  glass,  and  known  it  not,  but  started  in  wild  affright, 
and  fancied  that  I  beheld  a  demon ;  perhaps  in  that  moment  this  change 
was  over  it.  Slowly  Isora  gazed  upon  me  ;  slowly  blanched  into  the 
hues  of  death  grew  her  cheek  and  lip ;  slowly  that  lip  uttered  the  oath 
I  enjoined.  I  released  my  gripe,  and  she  fell  to  the  earth  suddenly, 
and  stunned  as  if  struck  by  lightning.  I  stayed  not  to  look  on  what  I 
had  done ;  I  heard  your  step  advance ;  I  fled  by  a  path  that  led  from 
the  garden  to  the  beach ;  and  I  reached  my  home  without  retaining  a 
single  recollection  of  the  space  I  had  traversed  to  attain  it. 

Despite  the  night  I  passed  —  a  night  which  I  will  leave  you  to  imagine 
— .1  rose  the  next  morning  with  a  burning  interest  to  learn  from  you 
•what  had  passed  after  my  flight,  and  with  a  power,  peculiar  to  the 
stormiest  passions,  of  an  outward  composure  while  I  listened  to  the 
recital.  I  saw  that  I  was  safe ;  and  I  heard,  with  a  joy  so  rapturous 
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that  T  question  whether  even  Isora's  assent  to  my  love  would  have  given 
me  an  equal  transport,  that  she  had  rejected  you.  I  uttered  some  advice 
to  you  commonplace  enough :  it  displeased  you,  and  we  separated. 

That  evening,  to  my  surprise,  I  was  privately  visited  by  Montreuil. 
He  had  some  designs  in  hand  which  brought  him  from  France  into  the 
neighbourhood,  but  which  made  him  desirous  of  concealment.  He  soon 
drew  from  me  my  secret;  it  is  marvellous,  indeed,  what  power  he  had 
of  penetrating,  ruling,  moulding,  my  feelings  and  my  thoughts.  He 
wished,  at  that  time,  a  communication  to  be  made  and  a  letter  to  be 
given  to  Alvarez.  I  could  not  execute  this  commission  personally ;  for 
you  had  informed  me  of  your  intention  of  watching  if  you  could  not  dis- 
cover or  meet  with  Barnard,  and  I  knew  you  were  absent  from  home  on 
that  very  purpose.  Nor  was  Montreuil  himself  desirous  of  incurring  the 
risk  of  being  seen  by  you,  —  you  over  whom,  sooner  or  later,  he  then 
trusted  to  obtain  a  power  equal  to  that  which  he  held  over  your  brothers. 
Gerald  then  was  chosen  to  execute  the  commission.  He  did  so ;  he  met 

Alvarez  for  the  first  and  only  time  on  the  beach,  by  the  town  of . 

You  saw  him,  and  imagined  you  beheld  the  real  Barnard. 

But  I  anticipate ;  for  you  did  not  inform  me  of  that  occurrence,  nor 
the  inference  you  drew  from  it,  till  afterwards.  You  returned,  however, 
after  witnessing  that  meeting,  and  for  two  days  your  passions  (passions 
which,  intense  and  fierce  as  mine,  show  that,  under  similar  circumstances, 
you  might  have  been  equally  guilty)  terminated  in  fever.  You  were  con- 
fined to  your  bed  for  three  or  four  days ;  meanwhile  I  took  advantage 
of  the  event.  Montreuil  suggested  a  plan  which  I  readily  embraced. 
1  sought  the  Spaniard,  and  told  him  in  confidence  that  you  were  a  suitor 
—  but  a  suitor  upon  the  most  dishonourable  terms  —  to  his  daughter.  I 
told  him.  moreover,  that  you  had  detected  his  schemes,  and,  in  order  to 
deprive  Isora  of  protection  and  abate  any  obstacles  arising  from  her 
pride,  meant  to  betray  him  to  the  Government.  1  told  him  that  his  best 
and  most  prudent,  nay,  his  only  chance  of  safety  for  Jsora  and  himself 
was  to  leave  his  present  home  and  take  refuge  in  the  vast  mazes  of  the 
metropolis.  I  told  him  not  to  betray  to  you  his  knowledge  of  your  crim- 
inal intentions,  lest  it  might  needlessly  exasperate  you.  I  furnished  him 
wherewithal  to  repay  you  the  sum  which  you  had  lent  him,  and  by 
which  you  had  commenced  his  acquaintance;  and  I  dictated  to  him  the 
very  terms  of  the  note  in  which  the  sum  was  to  be  inclosed.  After  this 
I  felt  happy.  You  were  separated  from  Isora :  she  might  forget  you ; 
you  might  forget  her.  I  was  possessed  of  the  secret  of  her  father's  pres- 
ent retreat :  I  might  seek  it  at  my  pleasure,  and  ultimately  —  so  hope 
whispered  —  prosper  in  my  love. 

Some  time  afterwards  you  mentioned  your  suspicions  of  Gerald ;  I  did 
not  corroborate,  but  I  did  not  seek  to  destroy  them.  "  They  already 
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hate  each  other,"  I  said ;  "  can  the  hate  be  greater  ?  meanwhile,  let  it 
divert  suspicion  from  me !  "  Gerald  knew  of  the  agency  of  the  real 
Barnard,  though  he  did  not  know  that  I  had  assumed  the  name  of  that 
person.  When  you  taxed  him  with  his  knowledge  of  the  man,  he  was 
naturally  confused.  You  interpreted  that  confusion  into  the  fact  of 
beino"  your  rival,  while  in  truth  it  arose  from  his  belief  that  you  had 
possessed  yourself  of  his  political  schemes.  Montreuil,  who  had  lurked 
chiefly  in  the  islet  opposite  "  the  Castle  Cave,"  had  returned  to  France 
on  the  same  day  that  Alvarez  repaired  to  London.  Previous  to  this,  we 
had  held  some  conferences  together  upon  my  love.  At  first  he  had 
opposed  and  reasoned  with  it ;  but,  startled  and  astonished  by  the  inten- 
sity with  which  it  possessed  me,  he  gave  way  to  my  vehemence  at  last. 
I  have  said  that  I  had  adopted  his  advice  in  one  instance.  The  fact  of 
havino-  received  his  advice,  —  the  advice  of  one  so  pious,  so  free  from 
human  passion,  so  devoted  to  one  object,  which  appeared  to  him  the 
cause  of  Religion ;  advice,  too,  in  a  love  so  fiery  and  overwhelming,  — 
that  fact  made  me  think  myself  less  criminal  than  I  had  done  before. 
He  advised  me  yet  further.  "  Do  not  seek  Isora,"  he  said,  "  till  some 
time  has  elapsed  ;  till  her  new-born  love  for  your  brother  has  died  away ; 
till  the  impression  of  fear  you  have  caused  in  her  is  somewhat  effaced; 
till  time  and  absence,  too,  have  done  their  work  in  the  mind  of  Morton, 
and  you  will  no  longer  have  for  your  rival  one  who  is  not  only  a  brother, 
but  a  man  of  a  fierce,  resolute,  and  unrelenting  temper." 

I  yielded  to  this  advice :  partly  because  it  promised  so  fair ;  partly 
because  I  was  not  systematically  vicious,  and  I  wished,  if  possible,  to  do 
away  with  our  rivalship ;  and  principally,  because  I  knew,  in  the  mean- 
while, that  if  I  was  deprived  of  her  presence,  so  also  were  you;  and 
jealousy  with  me  was  a  far  more  intolerable  and  engrossing  passion  than 
the  very  love  from  which  it  sprang.  So  time  passed  on:  you  affected 
to  have  conquered  your  attachment;  you  affected  to  take  pleasure  in 
levity  and  the  idlest  pursuits  of  worldly  men.  I  saw  deeper  into  your 
heart,  for  the  moment  I  entertained  the  passion  of  love  in  my  own 
breast,  my  eyes  became  gifted  with  a  second  vision  to  penetrate  the 
most  mysterious  and  hoarded  secrets  in  the  love  of  others. 

Two  circumstances  of  importance  happened  before  you  left  Devereux 
Court  for  London ;  the  one  was  the  introduction  to  your  service  of  Jean 
Desmarais,  the  second  was  your  breach  with  Montreuil.  I  speak  now 
of  the  first.  A  very  early  friend  did  the  priest  possess,  born  in  the 
same  village  as  himself  and  in  the  same  rank  of  life ;  he  had  received  a 
good  education  and  possessed  natural  genius.  At  a  time  when,  from 
some  fraud  in  a  situation  of  trust  which  he  had  held  in  a  French  noble- 
man's family,  he  was  in  destitute  and  desperate  circumstances,  it  occurred 
to  Montreuil  to  provide  for  him  by  placing  him  in  our  family.  Some 
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accidental  and  frivolous  remark  of  yours  which  I  had  repeated  in  my 
correspondence  with  Montreuil  as  illustrative  of  your  manner,  and  your 
affected  pursuits  at  that  time,  presented  an  opportunity  to  a  plan  before 
conceived.  Desmarais  came  to  England  in  a  smuggler's  vessel,  pre- 
sented himself  to  you  as  a  servant,  and  was  accepted,  In  this  plan  Mon- 
treuil had  two  views  :  first,  that  of  securing  Desmarais  a  place  in  England, 
tolerably  profitable  to  himself  and  convenient  for  any  plot  or  scheme 
which  Montreuil  might  require  of  him  in  this  country;  secondly,  that 
of  setting  a  perpetual  and  most  adroit  spy  upon  all  your  motions. 

As  to  the  second  occurrence  to  which  I  have  referred;  namely,  your 
breach  with  Montreuil  —  " 

Here  Aubrey,  with  the  same  terrible  distinctness  which 
had  characterized  his  previous  details  and  which  shed  a  double 
horror  over  the  contrast  of  the  darker  and  more  frantic  pas- 
sages in  the  manuscript,  related  what  the  reader  will  remem- 
ber Oswald  had  narrated  before,  respecting  the  letter  he  had 
brought  from  Madame  de  Balzac.  It  seems  that  Montreuil's 
abrupt  appearance  in  the  hall  had  been  caused  by  Desmarais, 
who  had  recognized  Oswald,  on  his  dismounting  at  the  gate, 
and  had  previously  known  that  he  was  in  the  employment  of 
the  Jansenistical  intriguante  Madame  de  Balzac. 

Aubrey  proceeded  then  to  say  that  Montreuil,  invested  with 
far  more  direct  authority  and  power  than  he  had  been  hitherto 
in  the  projects  of  that  wise  order  whose  doctrines  he  had  so 
darkly  perverted,  repaired  to  London ;  and  that,  soon  after  my 
departure  for  the  same  place,  Gerald  and  Aubrey  left  Devereux 
Court  in  company  with  each  other;  but  Gerald,  whom  very 
trifling  things  diverted  from  any  project,  however  important, 
returned  to  Devereux  Court  to  accomplish  the  prosecution  of 
some  rustic  amour,  without  even  reaching  London.  Aubrey, 
on  the  contrar}r,  had  "proceeded  to  the  metropolis,  sought  the 
suburb  in  which  Alvarez  lived,  procured,  in  order  to  avoid  any 
probable  chance  of  meeting  me,  a  lodging  in  the  same  obscure 
quarter,  and  had  renewed  his  suit  to  Isora.  The  reader  is  al- 
ready in  possession  of  the  ill  success  which  attended  it.  Au- 
brey had  at  last  confessed  his  real  name  to  the  father.  The 
Spaniard  was  dazzled  by  the  prospect  of  so  honourable  an  alli- 
ance for  his  daughter.  From  both  came  Isora's  persecution, 
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but  in  both  was  it  resisted.  Passing  over  passages  in  the  man- 
uscript of  the  most  stormy  incoherence  and  the  most  gloomy 
passion,  I  come  to  what  follows  — 

I  learned  then  from  Desmarais  that  you  had  taken  away  her  and  the 
dying  father,  that  you  had  placed  them  in  a  safe  and  honourable  home. 
That  man,  so  implicitly  the  creature  of  Montreuil,  or  rather  of  his  own 
interest,  with  which  Montreuil  was  identified,  was  easily  induced  to 
betray  you  also  to  me,  —  me  whom  he  imagined,  moreover,  utterly  the 
tool  of  the  priest,  and  of  whose  torturing  interest  in  this  peculiar  dis- 
closure he  was  not  at  that  time  aware.  I  visited  Isora  in  her  new  abode, 
and  again  and  again  she  trembled  beneath  my  rage.  Then,  for  the 
second  time,  I  attempted  force.  Ha !  ha !  Morton,  I  think  I  see  you 
now  !  —  I  think  I  hear  your  muttered  curse !  Curse  on  !  When  you 
read  this  I  shall  be  beyond  your  vengeance,  beyond  human  power.  And 
yet  I  think  if  I  were  mere  clay ;  if  I  were  the  mere  senseless  heap  of 
ashes  that  the  grave  covers ;  if  I  were  not  the  thing  that  must  live  for- 
ever and  forever,  far  away  in  unimagined  worlds,  where  nought  that  has 
earth's  life  can  come,  —  I  should  tremble  beneath  the  sod  as  your  foot 
pressed  and  your  execration  rang  over  it.  A  second  time  I  attempted 
force ;  a  second  time  I  was  repulsed  by  the  same  means,  —  by  a  woman's 
hand  and  a  woman's  dagger.  But  I  knew  that  I  had  one  hold  over 
Isora  from  which,  while  she  loved  you,  I  could  never  be  driven  :  I  knew 
that  by  threatening  your  life,  I  could  command  her  will  and  terrify  her 
into  compliance  with  my  own.  I  made  her  reiterate  her  vow  of  conceal- 
ment ;  and  I  discovered,  by  some  words  dropping  from  her  fear,  that  she 
believed  you  already  suspected  me,  and  had  been  withheld  by  her  entrea- 
ties from  seeking  me  out.  I  questioned  her  more,  and  soon  perceived  that 
it  was  (as  indeed  I  knew  before)  Gerald  whom  you  suspected,  not  me ; 
but  I  did  not  tell  this  to  Isora.  I  suffered  her  to  cherish  a  mistake  profit- 
able to  my  disguise ;  but  I  saw  at  once  that  it  might  betray  me,  if  you  ever 
met  and  conferred  at  length  with  Gerald  upon  this  point,  and  I  exacted 
from  Isora  a  pledge  that  she  would  effectually  and  forever  bind  you  not 
to  breathe  a  single  suspicion  to  him.  When  I  had  left  the  room,  I  re- 
turned once  more  to  warn  her  against  uniting  herself  with  you.  Wretch, 
selfish,  accursed  wretch  that  you  were,  why  did  you  suffer  her  to  trans- 
gress that  warning  ? 

I  fled  from  the  house,  as  a  fiend  flies  from  a  being  whom  he  has  pos- 
sessed. I  returned  at  night  to  look  up  at  the  window,  and  linger  by  the 
door,  and  keep  watch  beside  the  home  which  held  Isora.  Such,  in  her 
former  abode,  had  been  my  nightly  wont.  I  had  no  evil  thought  nor 
foul  intent  in  this  customary  vigil,  —  no,  not  one !  Strangely  enough, 
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with  the  tempestuous  and  overwhelming  emotions  which  constituted  the 
greater  part  of  my  love  was  mingled  —  though  subdued  and  latent  —  a 
stream  of  the  softest,  yea,  I  might  add  almost  of  the  holiest  tenderness. 
Often  after  one  of  those  outpourings  of  rage  and  menace  and  despair,  I 
would  fly  to  some  quiet  spot  and  weep  till  all  the  hardness  of  my  heart 
was  wept  away.  And  often  in  those  nightly  vigils  I  would  pause  by  the 
door  and  murmur,  "  This  shelter,  denied  not  to  the  beggar  and  the 
beggar's  child,  this  would  you  deny  to  me  if  you  could  dream  that  I  was 
so  near  you.  And  yet,  had  you  loved  me,  instead  of  lavishing  upon  me 
all  your  hatred  and  your  contempt,  —  had  you  loved  me,  I  would  have 
served  and  worshipped  you  as  man  knows  not  worship  or  service.  You 
shudder  at  my  vehemence  now  :  I  could  not  then  have  breathed  a  whis- 
per to  wound  you.  You  tremble  now  at  the  fierceness  of  my  breast : 
you  would  then  rather  have  marvelled  at  its  softness." 

I  was  already  at  my  old  watch  when  you  encountered  me :  you  ad- 
dressed me ;  I  answered  not ;  you  approached  me,  and  I  fled.  Fled : 
there  —  there  was  the  shame,  and  the  sting  of  my  sentiments  towards 
you.  I  am  not  naturally  afraid  of  danger,  though  my  nerves  are  some- 
times weak  and  have  sometimes  shrunk  from  it.  I  have  known  some- 
thing of  peril  in  late  years  when  my  frame  has  been  bowed  and  broken 
—  perils  by  storms  at  sea,  and  the  knives  of  robbers  upon  land  —  and  I 
have  looked  upon  it  with  a  quiet  eye.  But  you,  Morton  Devereux,  you 
I  always  feared.  I  had  seen  from  your  childhood  others  whose  nature 
was  far  stronger  than  mine  yield  and  recoil  at  yours ;  I  had  seen  the 
giant  and  bold  strength  of  Gerald  quail  before  your  bent  brow ;  I  had 
seen  even  the  hardy  pride  of  Montreuil  baffled  by  your  curled  lip  and 
th,>  stern  sarcasm  of  your  glance;  I  had  seen  you,  too,  in  your  wild 
moments  of  ungoverned  rage,  and  I  knew  that  if  earth  held  one  whose 
passions  were  fiercer  than  my  own  it  was  you.  But  your  passions  were 
sustained  even  in  their  fiercest  excess  ;  your  passions  were  the  mere 
weapons  of  your  mind:  my  passions  were  the  torturers  and  the  tyrants 
of  mine.  Your  passions  seconded  your  will ;  mine  blinded  and  over- 
whelmed it.  From  my  infancy,  even  while  I  loved  you  most,  you  awed 
me  ;  and  years,  in  deepening  the  impression,  had  made  it  indelible.  I 
oould  not  confront  the  thought  of  your  knowing  all,  and  of  meeting  you 
after  that  knowledge.  And  this  fear,  while  it  unnerved  me  at  some 
moments,  at  others  only  maddened  my  ferocity  the  more  by  the  stings 
of  shame  and  self-contempt. 

I  fled  from  you :  you  pursued ;  you  gained  upon  me ;  you  remember 
how  I  was  preserved.  I  dashed  through  the  inebriated  revellers  who 
obstructed  your  path,  and  reached  my  own  lodging,  which  was  close  at 
hand ;  for  the  same  day  on  which  I  learned  Tsora's  change  of  residence 
I  changed  my  own  in  order  to  be  near  it.  Did  I  feel  joy  for  my  escape? 
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No  :  I  could  have  gnawed  the  very  llcsh  fnini  my  hones  in  tho  agony  of 
Hiy  shame.  "I  could  brave,"  I  said,  "1  could  threat,  I  could  offer 
violence  In  the  woman  who  rejected  MIC,  and  \ct  1  could  not  face  th« 
rival  for  whom  I  am  scorned  !  "  At  tliat  momenta  resolution  llashnd 
across  my  mind,  exactly  as  if  a  train  of  living  lire  had  been  driycn  before 
it,  Morton,  I  resolved  to  murder  you,  and  in  thai  very  hour  1  A  pistol 
la\  on  m\  lalilc  ;  I  took  it,  concealed  it  about  my  |>crson,  and  re|)aired 
to  the  shelter  of  a  large  portico,  beside  which  I  knew  that  you  must  pass 
to  MIIII-  own  home  in  the  same  street.  Scarcely  three  minutes  had 
elapsed  lielween  the  reaching  my  house  and  tho  leaving  it  on  thin 
errand.  I  know,  for  1  had  heard  swords  clash,  that  you  would  ho 
detained  some  lime  in  the  street  liy  the  rioters;  I  thought  it  probable 
also  that  yon  might  still  continue  (he  search  for  me;  and  1  knew  oven 
that,  had  \on  hastened  at  onco  to  your  home,  you  could  scarcely  have 
reached  it  hefore  I  n  ached  im  shelter.  1  hurried  on  ;  I  arrived  at  tho 
.spot;  I  screened  myself  and  awaited  your  coining.  You  came,  home 
in  the  arms  <>!'  I  women;  others  followed  in  the  rear;  1  saw  your  face 
destitute  of  the  hue  and  aspect  of  life,  and  your  clothes  streaming  with 
Mood.  I  was  horror  stricken.  1  joined  the  crowd  ;  I  learned  that  you 
had  hecn  stabbed,  and  it  was  feared  mortally. 

I  did  not  return  home:  no,  I  went  into  the  fields,  and  lay  out  all 
night,  and  lifted  np  my  heart  to  (iod,  and  wept  aloud,  and  peace  fell 
upon  me,  at  least,  \\hat  was  peace  compared  to  the  tempestuous  dark- 
ness which  had  before  reigned  in  my  breast.  The  sight  of  you,  bleeding 
and  insensible,  —  yon,  against  whom  1  had  harboured  a  fratricide's  pur- 
had  stricken,  as  it  were,  the  weapon  from  my  hand  and  the 
madness  from  my  mind.  I  shuddered  at  what  1  had  escaped;  T  hlessed 
Cod  for  my  deliverance;  and  with  the  gratitude  and  the  awe  en  mo 
repentance;  and  repentance  brought  a  resolution  to  fly.  since  I  conld 
not  wrestle  with  my  mighty  and  dread  temptation  :  the  moment  that 
resolution  was  formed,  it  \\-as  as  if  an  incubus  were  taken  from  my 
breast.  Even  the  next  morning  I  did  not  return  home:  my  anxiety  for 
you  was  such  that  I  forgot  all  caution;  1  went  to  your  house  myself;  I 
•aw  one  of  your  servants  to  whom  I  was  personally  unknown.  I  in- 
cjnired  respecting  you,  and  learned  that  your  wound  had  not  been  mor- 
tal, and  that  the  servant  had  overheard  one  of  the  medical  attendants 
say  yon  were  not  even  in  danger. 

At  this  news  T  felt  the  serpent  stir  a-'aiu  within  me,  but  I  resolved  to 
ernsh  it  at  the  first:  1  would  not  e\cn  expose  myself  to  the  temptation 
of  passin-.r  by  Isora's  house:  I  went  straight  in  search  of  my  horse ;  T 
mounted,  and  tied  resolutely  from  the  scene  of  my  soul's  peril.  "  I  will 
".'."  1  said,  "to  the  home  of  our  childhood;  1  will  surround  myself  by 
the  mut.'  tokens  of  the  earl\  love  which  my  brother  bore  me;  1  will 
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think,        while   penance  and  pr.ucr  cleanse  my  sotll  from  its  1  thick 

—  1   will  Ihiiik  that   I   :im  al-'ii  makiii",  ;i  saerilicc  lo  thai   hrotlier." 

I   returned  thru  In  l>c\ercu\    Cuiirl,  ami   I   resolved    In  fore;-,o  ;il|    hope 

—  nil    persecution        «>l'     Isoral       My    brother        my     In-oilier,    m\    heart 
yearns   lo  yon   ill.    this   moment,   even    llion-h    \ears   ami   distance,   and, 
ubo\e   all,  in\    own    ••fiiiics,  pla.  e   a   ^ulf    lielwccn    us  which   I    may   never 
pass;    it    yarns    to    M.II    \\hen    I    think    of    lho.se    .pim!    shades,   ami    the 
srenes  where,  pure    ami    unsullied,  \ve  wandered    together,  when    life  was 
all  \e  rdi  i  re  and  I're.dmcss,  ami  we  dre,  amed  not  of  what  was  In  eonie  !     If 
c\cn    now  m\    liearl    yarns    lo    you.   Morion,  when   I    think  of   llial    home 
and    lliose   da\  s,  heliexe    thai    it    had    some    sollne-^    and    some  merex    for 
\on    then.      ^  es.  I    repeal,   1    resolved  to  Suhdue   m\    own    emol  ions,  and 
interpose  no  longer  helween   Isora  ainl   yourself.       Full  of  ihis  delermiim- 
t.ion,  and  utterly   melled  Inwards  yon,   I   wrote    you  a  lon«f  let  ter  ;   sueli  as 
ve  would  lia\e  written  to  eaeh  oilier  in  our  first   youth.      T\voila>s  after 
thai   leller  all  m\    new   purposes  were  swept  away,  and    the  whole   soil   of 
e\il    Ihoirdils  which    lhc\    liad    eoycrcd,  not    destroyed,  rose    a:;aiu  as  tin- 
tide  (lowed  from  il.  Mack  and  ru;-;j,ed   as  lu-forc. 

The  very  niL'hl  on  which  I  had  writ  that  letter,  eiiim-  Monlreuil 
seerellv  lo  mv  ehanilier.  lie  had  ln-en  iieeuslomed  to  \isil  (  lenild  by 
stealth  and  at  Midden  moments;  and  (here  was  something  almost  .super- 
natural in  (he  manner  in  which  he  seemed  lo  pass  from  place  to  place, 
unmolested  nnd  unseen.  He  had  now  eonceiyed  a  villanous  |>rojeel  ; 
and  he  had  visited  l>e\eren\  Court  in  order  to  ascerlain  the  likelihood 
of  ils  success;  he  there  found  thai  il  was  necessary  to  involve  me  in  his 
ccheine.  My  uncle's  physician  had  said  privately  thai  Sir  William 
could  not  live  many  months  louver.  F.il  her  from  (  ierald  or  my  mother 
IMontreuil  learned  this  fact  ;  and  lie  was  resolved,  if  possihle,  that  the 
family  estates  should  not  'dide  from  all  chance  of  his  inllnenco  over  them 
into  vo'ir  possession.  Monlreuil  was  literally  us  poor  as  the  rigid  law 
of  his  order  enjoins  ils  disciples  to  lie;  all  his  schemes  ret|iiired  the  dis- 
posal of  lanj;e  sums,  and  in  no  private  Monree  could  he  hope  for  such 
peeunian  power  as  he  was  likely  to  find  in  the  coffers  of  any  memher 
of  our  family,  yourself  only  cxeepted.  It  was  this  man's  hoast.  to  want, 
and  yet  tncomnmml,  nil  tlmi"s;  and  he  was  now  determined  I  hat  if  any 
era  ft,  resolution,  or  j^uill  could  occasion  the  transfer  ol  my  uncle's  wealth 
from  yon  to  (It-raid  or  to  myself,  it  should  not  he  wauling. 

Now,  then,  he  found  the  advantage  of  the  dissensions  with  each  other 
which  he  had  either  sown  or  mellowed  in  our  Invars  lie  came  to  turn 
those  wrathful  thoughts  wdiich  when  he  last  saw  me  I  had  expressed 
towards  you  to  the  favor  and  success  of  his  design.  lie  found  my  mind 
strangely  altered,  hut  he  alTeeted  to  applaud  the  ehaive.  lie  ques- 
tioned me  respecting  my  uncle's  health,  and  1  told  him  what  had  really 
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occurred ;  namely,  that  my  uncle  had  on  the  preceding  day  read  over  to 
me  some  part  of  a  will  which  he  had  just  made,  and  in  which  the  vast 
bulk  of  his  property  was  bequeathed  to  you.  At  this  news  Montreuil 
must  have  perceived  at  once  the  necessity  of  winning  my  consent  to  his 
project ;  for,  since  I  had  seen  the  actual  testament,  no  fraudulent  trans- 
fer of  the  property  therein  bequeathed  could  take  place  without  my 
knowledge  that  some  fraud  had  been  recurred  to.  Montreuil  knew  me 
well ;  he  knew  that  avarice,  that  pleasure,  that  ambition,  were  powerless 
words  with  me,  producing  no  effect  and  affording  no  temptation:  but  he 
knew  that  passion,  jealousy,  spiritual  terrors,  were  the  springs  that 
moved  every  part  and  nerve  of  my  moral  being.  The  two  former,  then, 
he  now  put  into  action  ;  the  last  he  held  back  in  reserve.  He  spoke  to 
me  no  further  upon  the  subject  he  had  then  at  heart ;  not  a  word 
further  on  the  disposition  of  the  estates  :  he  spoke  to  me  only  of  Isora 
and  of  you ;  he  aroused,  by  hint  and  insinuation,  the  new  sleep  into 
which  all  those  emotions  —  the  furies  of  the  heart  —  had  been  for  a 
moment  lulled.  He  told  me  he  had  lately  seen  Isora;  he  dwelt  glow- 
ingly on  her  beauty ;  he  commended  my  heroism  in  resigning  her  to  a 
brother  whose  love  for  her  was  little  in  comparison  to  mine,  who  had, 
in  reality,  never  loved  me,  —  whose  jests  and  irony  had  been  levelled  no 
less  at  myself  than  at  others.  He  painted  your  person  and  your  mind, 
in  contrast  to  my  own,  in  colors  so  covertly  depreciating  as  to  irritate 
more  and  more  that  vanity  with  which  jealousy  is  so  woven,  and  from 
which,  perhaps  (a  Titan  son  of  so  feeble  a  parent),  it  is  born.  He  hung 
lingeringly  over  all  the  treasure  that  you  would  enjoy  and  that  I  —  I, 
the  first  discoverer,  had  so  nobly  and  so  generously  relinquished. 

"  Relinquished  !  "  I  cried,  "  no,  I  was  driven  from  it ;  I  left  it  not  while 
a  hope  of  possessing  it  remained."  The  priest  affected  astonishment. 
"  How  !  was  I  sure  of  that  ?  I  had,  it  is  true,  wooed  Tsora  ;  but  would 
she,  even  if  she  had  felt  no  preference  for  Morton,  would  she  have 
surrendered  the  heir  to  a  princely  wealth  for  the  humble  love  of  the 
younger  son  ?  I  did  not  know  women  :  with  them  all  love  was  either 
wantonness,  custom,  or  pride ;  it  was  the  last  principle  that  swayed 
Isora.  Had  I  sought  to  enlist  it  on  my  side?  Not  at  all.  Again,  I 
had  only  striven  to  detach  Isora  from  Morton ;  had  I  ever  attempted 
the  much  easier  task  of  detaching  Morton  from  Isora  ?  No,  never ;  " 
and  Montrenil  repeated  his  panegyric  on  my  generous  surrender  of  my 
rights.  I  interrupted  him  ;  "  I  had  not  surrendered  :  I  never  would 
surrender  while  a  hope  remained.  But,  where  was  that  hope,  and  how 
was  it  to  be  realized?"  After  much  artful  prelude,  the  priest  ex- 
plained. He  proposed  to  use  every  means  to  array  against  your  union 
with  Isora  all  motives  of  ambition,  interest,  and  aggrandizement.  "  I 
know  Morton's  character,"  snid  he,  "to  its  very  depths.  His  chief  vir- 
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tue  is  honour ;  his  chief  principle  is  ambition.  He  will  not  attempt  to 
win  this  girl  otherwise  than  by  marriage  ;  for  the  very  reasons  that 
would  induce  most  men  to  attempt  it,  namely,  her  unfriended  state,  her 
poverty,  her  confidence  in  him,  and  her  love,  or  that  semblance  of  love 
which  he  believes  to  be  the  passion  itself.  This  virtue,  —  I  call  it  so, 
though  it  is  none,  for  there  is  no  virtue  out  of  religion,  —  this  virtue, 
then,  will  place  before  him  only  two  plans  of  conduct,  either  to  marry 
her  or  to  forsake  her.  Now,  then,  if  we  can  bring  his  ambition,  that 
great  lever  of  his  conduct,  in  opposition  to  the  first  alternative,  only  the 
last  remains  :  I  say  that  we  can  employ  that  engine  in  your  behalf ; 
leave  it  to  me,  and  I  will  do  so.  Then,  Aubrey,  in  the  moment  of  her 
pique,  her  resentment,  her  outraged  vanity,  at  being  thus  left,  you  shall 
appear ;  not  as  you  have  hitherto  done  in  menace  and  terror,  but  soft, 
subdued,  with  looks  all  love,  with  vows  all  penitence;  vindicating  all 
your  past  vehemence  by  the  excess  of  your  passion,  and  promising  all 
future  tenderness  by  the  influence  of  the  same  motive,  the  motive  which 
to  a  woman  pardons  every  error  and  hallows  every  crime.  Then  will 
she  contrast  your  love  with  your  brother's  :  then  will  the  scale  fall  from 
her  eyes ;  then  will  she  see  what  hitherto  she  has  been  blinded  to,  that 
your  brother,  to  yourself,  is  a  satyr  to  Hyperion;  then  will  she  blush 
and  falter,  and  hide  her  cheek  in  your  bosom."  "  Hold,  hold  1 "  I  cried : 
"  do  with  me  what  you  will ;  counsel,  and  I  will  act  1  " 

Here  again  the  manuscript  was  defaced  by  a  sudden  burst 
of  execration  upon  Montreuil,  followed  by  ravings  that  grad- 
ually blackened  into  the  most  gloomy  and  incoherent  out- 
pourings of  madness;  at  length  the  history  proceeded. 

You  wrote  to  ask  me  to  sound  our  uncle  on  the  subject  of  your  in- 
tended marriage.  Montreuil  drew  up  my  answer;  and  I  constrained 
myself,  despite  my  revived  hatred  to  you,  to  transcribe  its  expressions 
of  affection.  My  uncle  wrote  to  you  also;  and  we  strengthened  his  dis- 
like to  the  step  you  had  proposed,  by  hints  from  myself  disrespectful  to 
Isora,  and  an  anonymous  communication  dated  from  London  and  to 
the  same  purport.  All  this  while  I  knew  not  that  Isora  had  been  in 
your  house ;  your  answer  to  my  letter  seemed  to  imply  that  you  would 
not  disobey  my  uncle.  Montreuil,  who  was  still  lurking  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood and  who  at  night  privately  met  or  sought  me,  affected  exulta- 
tion at  the  incipient  success  of  his  advice.  He  pretended  to  receive 
perpetual  intelligence  of  your  motions  and  conduct,  and  he  informed  me 
now  that  Tsora  had  come  to  your  house  on  hearing  of  your  wound  ;  that 
you  had  not  (agreeably,  Montreuil  added  to  his  view  of  your  character) 
taken  advantage  of  her  indiscretion  ;  that  immediately  on  receiving  your 
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uncle's  and  my  own  letters,  you  had  separated  yourself  from  her ;  and, 
that  though  you  still  visited  her,  it  was  apparently  with  a  view  of  break- 
ing off  all  connection  by  gradual  and  gentle  steps ;  at  all  events,  you 
had  taken  no  measures  towards  marriage.  "  Now,  then,"  said  Mon- 
treuil,  "  for  one  finishing  stroke,  and  the  prize  is  yours.  Your  uncle 
cannot,  you  find,  live  long :  could  he  but  be  persuaded  to  leave  bis 
property  to  Gerald  or  to  you,  with  only  a  trifling  legacy  (comparatively 
speaking)  to  Morton,  that  worldly-minded  and  enterprising  person 
would  be  utterly  prevented  from  marrying  a  penniless  and  unknown 
foreigner.  Nothing  but  his  own  high  prospects,  so  utterly  above  the 
necessity  of  fortune  in  a  wife,  can  excuse  such  a  measure  now,  even  to 
his  own  mind  ;  if  therefore,  we  can  effect  this  transfer  of  property,  and 
in  the  meanwhile  prevent  Morton  from  marrying,  your  rival  is  gone  for- 
ever, and  with  his  brilliant  advantages  of  wealth  will  also  vanish  his 
merits  in  the  eyes  of  Isora.  Do  not  be  startled  at  this  thought :  there 
is  no  crime  in  it ;  I,  your  confessor,  your  tutor,  the  servant  of  the 
Church,  am  the  last  person  to  counsel,  to  hint  even,  at  what  is  criminal  ; 
but  the  end  sanctifies  all  means.  By  transferring  this  vast .  property, 
you  do  not  only  insure  your  object,  but  you  advance  the  great  cause  of 
Kings,  the  Church,  and  of  the  Religion  which  presides  over  both. 
Wealth,  in  Morton's  possession,  will  be  useless  to  this  cause,  perhaps 
pernicious :  in  your  hands  or  in  Gerald's,  it  will  be  of  inestimable  ser- 
vice. Wealth  produced  from  the  public  should  be  applied  to  the  uses 
of  the  public,  yea,  even  though  a  petty  injury  to  one  individual  be  the 
price." 

Thus,  and  in  this  manner,  did  Montreuil  prepare  my  mind  for  the 
step  he  meditated ;  but  I  was  not  yet  ripe  for  it.  So  inconsistent  is 
guilt,  that  T  could  commit  murder,  wrong,  almost  all  villany  that  passion 
dictated,  but  I  was  struck  aghast  by  the  thought  of  fraud.  Montreuil 
perceived  that  I  was  not  yet  wholly  his,  and  his  next  plan  was  to  remove 
me  from  a  spot  where  I  might  check  his  measures.  He  persuaded  me 
to  travel  for  a  few  weeks.  "  On  your  return,''  said  he,  "  consider  Isora 
yours ;  meanwhile,  let  change  of  scene  beguile  suspense."  I  was  passive 
in  his  hands,  and  I  went  whither  he  directed. 

Let  me  be  brief  here  on  the  black  fraud  that  ensued.  Among  the 
other  arts  of  Jean  Dcsmarais,  was  that  of  copying  exactly  any  hand- 
writing. He  was  then  in  London,  in  your  service :  Montreuil  sent  for 
him  to  come  to  the  neighbourhood  of  Devereux  Court.  Meanwhile,  the 
priest  had  procured  from  the  notary  who  had  drawn  up,  and  who  now 
possessed,  the  will  of  my  unsuspecting  uncle,  that  document.  The 
notary  had  been  long  known  to,  and  sometimes  politically  employed  by, 
Montreuil,  for  he  was  half-brother  to  that  Oswald,  whom  I  have  before 
mentioned  as  the  early  comrade  of  the  priest  and  Desmarais.  This 
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circumstance,  it  is  probable,  first  induced  Montreuil  to  contemplate  the 
plan  of  a  substituted  will.  Before  Desmarais  arrived,  in  order  to  copy 
those  parts  of  the  will  which  my  uncle's  humour  had  led  him  to  write  in 
his  own  hand,  you,  alarmed  by  a  letter  from  my  uncle,  came  to  the 
Court,  and  on  the  same  day  Sir  William  (taken  ill  the  preceding  even- 
ing) died.  Between  that  day  and  the  one  on  which  the  funeral  occurred 
the  will  was  copied  by  Desmarais ;  only  Gerald's  name  was  substituted 
for  yours,  and  the  forty  thousand  pounds  left  to  him  —  a  sum  equal  to  that 
bestowed  on  myself  —  was  cut  down  into  a  legacy  of  twenty  thousand 
pounds  to  you.  Less  than  this  Montreuil  dared  not  insert  as  the  be- 
quest to  you  :  and  it  is  possible  that  the  same  regard  to  probabilities 
prevented  all  mention  of  himself  in  the  substituted  will.  This  was  all 
the  alteration  made.  My  uncle's  writing  was  copied  exactly  ;  and,  save 
the  departure  from  his  apparent  intentions  in  your  favour,  I  believe  not 
a  particle  in  the  effected  fraud  was  calculated  to  excite  suspicion. 
Immediately  on  the  reading  of  the  will,  Montreuil  repaired  to  me  and 
confessed  what  had  taken  place. 

"  Aubrey,"  he  said,  "  I  have  done  this  for  your  sake  partly ;  but  I 
have  had  a  much  higher  end  in  view  than  even  your  happiness  or  my 
affectionate  wishes  to  promote  it.  I  live  solely  for  one  object,  —  the 
aggrandizement  of  that  holy  order  to  which  I  belong;  the  schemes  of 
that  order  are  devoted  only  to  the  interests  of  Heaven,  and  by  serving 
them  I  serve  Heaven  itself.  Aubrey,  child  of  my  adoption  and  of  my 
earthly  hopes,  those  schemes  require  carnal  instruments,  and  work,  even 
through  Mammon,  unto  the  goal  of  righteousness.  What  I  have  done  is 
just  before  God  and  man.  I  have  wrested  a  weapon  from  the  hand  of 
an  enemy,  and  placed  it  in  the  hand  of  an  ally.  I  have  not  touched  one 
atom  of  this  wealth,  though,  with  the  same  ease  with  which  I  have  trans- 
ferred it  from  Morton  to  Gerald,  I  might  have  made  my  own  private 
fortune.  I  have  not  touched  one  atom  of  it;  nor  for  you,  whom  I  love 
more  than  any  living  being,  have  I  done  what  my  heart  dictated.  I 
might  have  caused  the  inheritance  to  pass  to  you.  I  have  not  done  so. 
Why?  Because  then  I  should  have  consulted  a  selfish  desire  at  the 
expense  of  the  interests  of  mankind.  Gerald  is  fitter  to  be  the  tool  those 
interests  require  than  you  are.  Gerald  I  have  made  that  tool.  You, 
too,  I  have  spared  the  pangs  which  your  conscience,  so  peculiarly,  so 
morbidly  acute,  might  suffer  at  being  selected  as  the  instrument  of  a 
seeming  wrong  to  Morton.  All  required  of  you  is  silence.  If  your 
wants  ever  ask  more  than  your  legacy,  you  have,  as  I  have,  a  claim  to 
that  wealth  which  your  pleasure  allows  Gerald  to  possess.  Meanwhile, 
let  us  secure  to  you  that  treasure  dearer  to  you  than  gold." 

If  Montreuil  did  not  quite  blind  me  by  speeches  of  this  nature,  my 
engrossing,  absorbing  passion  required  little  to  make  it  cling  to  any  hope 
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of  its  fruition.  I  assented,  therefore,  though  not  without  many  previous 
struggles,  to  Montreuil's  project,  or  rather  to  its  concealment;  nay,  1 
wrote  some  time  after,  at  his  desire  and  his  dictation,  a  letter  to  you, 
stating  feigned  reasons  for  my  uncle's  alteration  of  former  intentions, 
and  exonerating  Gerald  from  all  connivance  in  that  alteration,  or  abet- 
ment in  the  fraud  you  professed  that  it  was  your  open  belief  had  been 
committed.  This  was  due  to  Gerald ;  for  at  that  time,  and  for  aught 
I  know,  at  the  present,  he  was  perfectly  unconscious  by  what  means  he 
had  attained  his  fortune :  he  believed  that  your  love  for  Isora  had  given 
my  uncle  offence,  and  hence  your  disinheritance ;  and  Montreuil  took 
effectual  care  to  exasperate  him  against  you,  by  dwelling  on  the  malice 
which  your  suspicions  and  your  proceedings  against  him  so  glaringly 
testified.  Whether  Montreuil  really  thought  you  would  give  over  all 
intention  of  marrying  Isora  upon  your  reverse  of  fortune,  which  is  likely 
enough  from  his  estimate  of  your  character ;  or  whether  he  only  wished 
by  any  means  to  obtain  my  acquiescence  in  a  measure  important  to  his 
views,  I  know  not,  but  he  never  left  me,  nor  ever  ceased  to  sustain  my 
fevered  and  unhallowed  hopes,  from  the  hour  in  which  he  first  communi- 
cated to  me  the  fraudulent  substitution  of  the  will  till  we  repaired  to- 
gether to  London.  This  we  did  not  do  so  long  as  he  could  detain  me  in 
the  country  by  assurances  that  I  should  ruin  all  by  appearing  before 
Isora  until  you  had  entirely  deserted  her. 

Morton,  hitherto  I  have  written  as  if  my  veins  were  filled  with  water, 
instead  of  the  raging  fire  that  flows  through  them  until  it  reaches  my 
brain,  and  there  it  stops,  and  eats  away  all  things,  —  even  memory,  that 
once  seemed  eternal !  Now  I  feel  as  I  approach  the  consummation  of 
—  ha  —  of  what  —  ay,  of  what  ?  Brother,  did  you  ever,  when  you  thought 
yourself  quite  alone,  at  night,  not  a  breath  stirring,  —  did  you  ever  raise 
your  eyes,  and  see  exactly  opposite  to  you  a  devil?  —  a  dread  thing,  that 
moves  not,  speaks  not,  but  glares  upon  you  with  a  fixed,  dead,  unrelent- 
ing eye  ?  —  that  thing  is  before  me  now  and  witnesses  every  word  I  write. 
But  it  deters  me  not !  no,  nor  terrifies  me.  I  have  said  that  I  would 
fulfil  this  task,  and  I  have  nearly  done  it;  though  at  times  the  gray 
cavern  yawned,  and  I  saw  its  rugged  walls  stretch  —  stretch  away,  on 
either  side,  until  they  reached  hell ;  and  there  I  beheld  —  but  I  will  not 
tell  you  till  we  meet  there  1  Now  I  am  calm  again  :  read  on. 

We  could  not  discover  Isora  nor  her  home  :  perhaps  the  priest  took 
care  that  it  should  be  so;  for,  at  that  time,  what  with  his  devilish  whis- 
pers and  my  own  heart,  I  often  scarcely  knew  what  I  was  or  what  I 
desired ;  and  I  sat  for  hours  and  gazed  upon  the  air,  and  it  seemed  so 
soft  and  still  that  I  longed  to  make  an  opening  in  my  forehead  that  it 
might  enter  there,  and  so  cool  and  quiet  the  dull,  throbbing,  scorching 
anguish  that  lay  like  molten  lead  in  my  brain ;  at  length  we  found  the 
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house.  "  To-morrow,"  said  the  Abbe,  and  he  shed  tears  over  me,  —  for 
there  were  times  when  that  hard  man  did  feel,  —  "  to-morrow,  my  child, 
thou  shalt  see  her ;  but  be  soft  and  calm."  To-morrow  came ;  but  Mon- 
treuil  was  pale,  paler  than  I  had  ever  seen  him,  and  he  gazed  upon  me 
and  said,  u  Not  to-day.  Son,  not  to-day ;  she  has  gone  out,  and  will  not 
return  till  nightfall."  My  brother,  the  evening  came,  and  with  it  came 
Desmarais ;  he  came  in  terror  and  alarm.  "  The  villain  Oswald,"  he 
laid,  "  has  betrayed  all ;  he  drew  me  aside  and  told  me  so.  '  Hark  ye, 
Jean,'  he  whispered,  '  hark  ye  :  your  master  has  my  brother's  written 
confession  and  the  real  will ;  but  I  have  provided  for  your  safety,  and 
if  he  pleases  it,  for  MontreuiPs.  The  packet  is  not  to  be  opened  till  the 
seventh  day ;  fly  before  then.  But  I  know,"  added  Desmarais,  "  where 
the  packet  is  placed ; "  and  he  took  Montreuil  aside,  and  for  a  while  I 
heard  not  what  they  said;  but  I  did  overhear  Desmarais  at  last,  and  I 
learned  that  it  was  your  bridal  night. 

What  felt  I  then  ?  The  same  tempestuous  fury,  —  the  same  whirl- 
wind and  storm  of  heart  that  I  had  felt  before,  at  the  mere  anticipation 
of  such  an  event  ?  No ;  I  felt  a  bright  ray  of  joy  flash  through  me. 
Yes,  joy;  but  it  was  that  joy  which  a  conqueror  feels  when  he  knows 
his  mortal  foe  is  in  his  power  and  when  he  dooms  that  enemy  to  death. 
"  They  shall  perish,  and  on  this  night,"  I  said  inly.  "  I  have  sworn  it; 
I  swore  to  Isora  that  the  bridal  couch  should  be  stained  with  blood,  and 
I  will  keep  the  oath !  "  I  approached  the  pair ;  they  were  discussing 
the  means  for  obtaining  the  packet.  Montreuil  urged  Desmarais  to 
purloin  it  from  the  place  where  you  had  deposited  it,  and  then  to 
abscond;  but  to  this  plan  Desmarais  was  vehemently  opposed.  He 
insisted  that  there  would  be  no  possible  chance  of  his  escape  from  a 
search  so  scrutinizing  as  that  which  would  necessarily  ensue,  and  he  evi- 
dently resolved  not  alone  to  incur  the  danger  of  the  theft.  "  The  Count," 
said  he,  "  saw  that  I  was  present  when  he  put  away  the  packet.  Suspi- 
cion will  fall  solely  on  me.  Whither  should  I  fly?  No  :  I  will  serve  you 
with  my  talents,  but  not  with  my  life."  "  Wretch,"  said  Montreuil,  "  if 
that  packet  is  opened,  thy  life  is  already  gone."  "  Yes,"  said  Desmarais; 
"  but  we  may  yet  purloin  the  papers,  and  throw  the  guilt  upon  some 
other  quarter.  What  if  I  admit  you  when  the  Count  is  abroad?  What 
if  you  steal  the  packet,  and  carry  away  other  articles  of  more  seeming 
value  ?  What,  too,  if  you  wound  me  in  the  arm  or  the  breast,  and  I  coin 
some  terrible  tale  of  robbers,  and  of  my  resistance,  could  we  not  manage 
then  to  throw  suspicion  upon  common  housebreakers,  —  nay,  could  we  not 
throw  it  upon  Oswald  himself  ?  Let  us  silence  that  traitor  by  death,  and 
who  shall  contradict  our  tale  ?  No  danger  shall  attend  this  plan.  I  will 
give  you  the  key  of  the  escritoire :  the  theft  will  not  be  the  work  of  a 
moment."  Montreuil  at  first  demurred  to  this  proposal,  but  Desmarais 
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was,  I  repeat,  resolved  not  to  incur  the  danger  of  the  theft  alone  $  the 
stake  was  great,  and  it  was  not  in  Montreuil's  nature  to  shrink  from  peril, 
when  once  it  became  necessary  to  confront  it.  "  Be  it  so,"  he  said,  at  last, 
"  though  the  scheme  is  full  of  difficulty  and  of  danger :  be  it  so.  We  have 
not  a  day  to  lose.  To-morrow  the  Count  will  place  the  document  in  some 
place  of  greater  safety,  and  unknown  to  us :  the  deed  shall  be  done  to-night. 
Procure  the  key  of  the  escritoire ;  admit  me  this  night ;  I  will  steal  dis- 
guised into  the  chamber ;  I  will  commit  the  act  from  which  you,  who  alone 
could  commit  it  with  safety,  shrink.  Instruct  me  exactly  as  to  the  place 
where  the  articles  you  speak  of  are  placed :  I  will  abstract  them  also. 
See  that  if  the  Count  wake,  he  has  no  weapon  at  hand.  Wound  yourself, 
as  you  say,  in  some  place  not  dangerous  to  life,  and  to-morrow,  or  within 
an  hour  after  my  escape,  tell  what  tale  you  will.  I  will  go,  meanwhile,  at 
once  to  Oswald ;  I  will  either  bribe  his  silence  —  ay,  and  his  immediate 
absence  from  England  —  or  he  shall  die.  A  death  that  secures  our  own 
self-preservation  is  excusable  in  the  reading  of  all  law,  divine  or  human." 

I  heard,  but  they  deemed  me  insensible  :  they  had  already  begun  to 
grow  unheeding  of  my  presence.  Montreuil  saw  me,  and  his  counte- 
nance grew  soft.  "  I  know  all,"  I  said,  as  I  caught  his  eye  which  looked 
on  me  in  pity,  "  I  know  all :  they  are  married.  Enough  1  —  with  my 
hope  ceases  my  love :  care  not  for  me." 

Montreuil  embraced  and  spoke  to  me  in  kindness  and  in  praise.  He 
assured  me  that  you  had  kept  your  wedding  so  close  a  secret  that  he 
knew  it  not,  nor  did  even  Desmarais,  till  the  evening  before,  —  till  after 
he  had  proposed  that  I  should  visit  Isora  that  very  day.  I  know  not,  I 
care  not,  whether  he  was  sincere  in  this.  In  whatever  way  one  line  in 
the  dread  scroll  of  his  conduct  be  read,  the  scroll  was  written  in  guile, 
and  in  blood  was  it  sealed.  I  appeared  not  to  notice  Montreuil  or  his 
accomplice  any  more.  The  latter  left  the  house  first.  Montreuil  stole 
forth,  as  he  thought,  unobserved ;  he  was  masked,  and  in  complete  dis- 
guise. I,  too,  went  forth.  I  hastened  to  a  shop  where  such  things  were 
procured ;  I  purchased  a  mask  and  cloak  similar  to  the  priest's.  I  had 
heard  Montreuil  agree  with  Desmarais  that  the  door  of  the  house  should 
be  left  ajar,  in  order  to  give  greater  facility  to  the  escape  of  the  former ; 
I  repaired  to  the  house  in  time  to  see  Montreuil  enter  it.  A  strange, 
sharp  sort  of  cunning,  which  I  had  never  known  before,  ran  through 
the  dark  confusion  of  my  mind.  I  waited  for  a  minute,  till  it  was  likely 
that  Montreuil  had  gained  your  chamber ;  I  then  pushed  open  the  door, 
and  ascended  the  stairs.  I  met  no  one  ;  the  moonlight  fell  around  me, 
and  its  rays  seemed  to  me  like  ghosts,  pale  and  shrouded,  and  gazing 
upon  me  with  wan  and  lustreless  eyes.  I  know  not  how  I  found  your 
chamber,  but  it  was  the  only  one  I  entered.  I  stood  in  the  same  room 
with  Isora  and  yourself :  ye  lay  in  sleep ;  Isora's  face  —  O  God  I  I 
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know  no  more  —  no  more  of  that  night  of  horror  —  save  that  I  fled  from 
the  house  reeking  with  blood,  —  a  murderer,  —  and  the  murderer  of 
Isora ! 

Then  came  a  long,  long  dream.  I  was  in  a  sea  of  blood,  —  blood-red 
was  the  sky,  and  one  still,  solitary  star  that  gleamed  far  away  with  a 
sickly  and  wan  light  was  the  only  spot,  above  and  around,  which  was 
not  of  the  same  intolerable  dye.  And  I  thought  my  eyelids  were  cut 
off,  as  those  of  the  Roman  consul  are  said  to  have  been,  and  I  had  noth- 
ing to  shield  my  eyes  from  that  crimson  light,  and  the  rolling  waters  of 
that  unnatural  sea.  And  the  red  air  burned  through  my  eyes  into  my 
brain,  and  then  that  also,  methought,  became  blood ;  and  all  memory,  — 
all  images  of  memory,  —  all  idea,  —  wore  a  material  shape  and  a  material 
colour,  and  were  blood  too.  Everything  was  unutterably  silent,  except 
when  my  own  shrieks  rang  over  the  shoreless  ocean,  as  I  drifted  on. 
At  last  I  fixed  my  eyes  —  the  eyes  which  I  might  never  close  —  upon 
that  pale  and  single  star  ;  and  after  I  had  gazed  a  little  while,  the  star 
seemed  to  change  slowly  —  slowly  —  until  it  grew  like  the  pale  face  of 
that  murdered  girl,  and  then  it  vanished  utterly,  and  all  was  blood  ! 

This  vision  was  sometimes  broken,  sometimes  varied  by  others,  but  it 
always  returned  ;  and  when  at  last  I  completely  woke  from  it,  I  was  in 
Italy,  in  a  convent.  Montreuil  had  lost  no  time  in  removing  me  from 
England.  But  once,  shortly  after  my  recovery,  for  I  was  mad  for  many 
months,  he  visited  me,  and  he  saw  what  a  wreck  I  had  become.  He 
pitied  me  ;  and  when  I  told  him  I  longed  above  all  things  for  liberty  — 
for  the  green  earth  and  the  fresh  air,  and  a  removal  from  that  gloomy 
abode  —  he  opened  the  convent  gates  and  blessed  me,  and  bade  me  go 
forth.  "  All  I  require  of  you,"  said  he,  "  is  a  promise.  If  it  be  under- 
stood that  you  live,  you  will  be  persecuted  by  inquiries  and  questions 
which  will  terminate  in  a  conviction  of  your  crime  :  let  it  therefore  be 
reported  in  England  that  you  are  dead.  Consent  to  the  report,  and 
promise  never  to  quit  Italy  nor  to  see  Morton  Devereux." 

I  promised  ;  and  that  promise  I  have  kept :  but  I  promised  not  that 
I  would  never  reveal  to  you,  in  writing,  the  black  tale  which  I  have  now 
recorded.  May  it  reach  you !  There  is  one  in  this  vicinity  who  has 
undertaken  to  bear  it  to  you  :  he  says  he  has  known  misery ;  and  when 
he  said  so,  his  voice  sounded  in  my  ear  like  yours ;  and  I  looked  upon 
him,  and  thought  his  features  were  cast  somewhat  in  the  same  mould  as 
your  own ;  so  I  have  trusted  him.  I  have  now  told  all.  I  have  wrenched 
the  secret  from  my  heart  in  agony  and  with  fear.  I  have  told  all : 
though  things  which  I  believe  are  fiends  have  started  forth  from  the 
grim  walls  around  to  forbid  it  ;  though  dark  wings  have  swept  by  me, 
and  talons,  as  of  a  bird,  have  attempted  to  tear  away  the  paper  on 
which  I  write;  though  eyes,  whose  light  was  never  drunk  from  earth, 
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have  glared  on  me  ;  and  mocking  voices  and  horrible  laughter  have  made 
my  flesh  creep,  and  thrilled  through  the  marrow  of  my  bones,  —  I  have 
told  all ;  I  have  finished  my  last  labour  in  this  world,  and  I  will  now  lie 
down  and  die. 

AUBREY  DEVEREUX. 

The  paper  dropped  from  my  hands.  Whatever  I  had  felt 
in  reading  it,  I  had  not  flinched  once  from  the  task.  From 
the  first  word  even  to  the  last,  I  had  gone  through  the  dreadful 
tale,  nor  uttered  a  syllable,  nor  moved  a  limb.  And  now  as  I 
rose,  though  I  had  found  the  being  who  to  me  had  withered 
this  world  into  one  impassable  desert;  though  I  had  found 
the  unrelenting  foe  and  the  escaped  murderer  of  Isora,  the 
object  of  the  execration  and  vindictiveness  of  years,  —  not  one 
single  throb  of  wrath,  not  one  single  sentiment  of  vengeance, 
was  in  my  breast.  I  passed  at  once  to  the  bedside  of  my 
brother:  he  was  awake,  but  still  and  calm, — the  calm  and 
stillness  of  exhausted  nature.  I  knelt  down  quietly  beside 
him.  I  took  his  hand,  and  I  shrank  not  from  the  touch, 
though  by  that  hand  the  only  woman  I  ever  loved  had 
perished. 

"  Look  up,  Aubrey ! "  said  I,  struggling  with  tears  which, 
despite  of  my  most  earnest  effort,  came  over  me ;  "  look  up  : 
all  is  forgiven.  Who  on  earth  shall  withhold  pardon  from  a 
crime  which  on  earth  has  been  so  awfully  punished?  Look 
up,  Aubrey;  I  am  your  brother,  and  I  forgive  you.  You  are 
right :  my  childhood  was  harsh  and  fierce ;  and  had  you  feared 
me  less  you  might  have  confided  in  me,  and  you  would  not 
have  sinned  and  suffered  as  you  have  done  now.  Fear  me  no 
longer.  Look  up,  Aubrey,  it  is  Morton  who  calls  you.  Why 
do  you  not  speak?  My  brother,  my  brother, —  a  word,  a  sin- 
gle word,  I  implore  you." 

For  one  moment  did  Aubrey  raise  his  eyes,  one  moment  did 
he  meet  mine.  His  lips  quivered  wildly:  I  heard  the  death- 
rattle;  he  sank  back,  and  his  hand  dropped  from  my  clasp. 
My  words  had  snapped  asunder  the  last  chord  of  life.  Merci- 
ful Heaven !  I  thank  Thee  that  those  words  were  the  words 
of  pardon! 
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CHAPTEK  V. 

IN  WHICH  THE  HISTORY  MAKES  A  GREAT  STRIDE  TOWARDS 
THE  FINAL  CATASTROPHE.  —  THE  RETURN  TO  ENGLAND,  AND 
THE  VISIT  TO  A  DEVOTEE. 

AT  night,  and  in  the  thrilling  forms  of  the  Catholic  ritual, 
was  Aubrey  Devereux  consigned  to  earth.  After  that  cere- 
mony I  could  linger  no  longer  in  the  vicinity  of  the  hermit- 
age. I  took  leave  of  the  Abbot  and  richly  endowed  his  convent 
in  return  for  the  protection  it  had  afforded  to  the  anchorite, 
and  the  Masses  which  had  been  said  for  his  soul.  Before  I 
left  Anselmo,  I  questioned  him  if  any  friend  to  the  Hermit 
had  ever,  during  his  seclusion,  held  any  communication  with 
the  Abbot  respecting  him.  Anselmo,  after  a  little  hesitation, 
confessed  that  a  man,  a  Frenchman,  seemingly  of  no  high 
rank,  had  several  times  visited  the  convent,  as  if  to  scrutinize 
the  habits  and  life  of  the  anchorite ;  he  had  declared  himself 
commissioned  by  the  Hermit's  relations  to  make  inquiry  of 
him  from  time  to  time ;  but  he  had  given  the  Abbot  no  clew 
to  discover  himself,  though  Anselmo  had  especially  hinted  at 
the  expediency  of  being  acquainted  with  some  quarter  to 
which  he  could  direct  any  information  of  change  in  the  Her- 
mit's habits  or  health.  This  man  had  been  last  at  the  convent 
about  two  months  before  the  present  date;  but  one  of  the 
brothers  declared  that  he  had  seen  him  in  the  vicinity  of  the 
well  on  the  very  day  on  which  the  Hermit  died.  The  descrip- 
tion of  this  stranger  was  essentially  different  from  that  which 
would  have  been  given  of  Montreuil,  but  I  imagined  that  if 
not  the  Abbe  himself,  the  stranger  was  one  in  his  confidence 
or  his  employ. 

I  now  repaired  to  Rome,  where  I  made  the  most  extensive 
though  guarded  inquiries  after  Montreuil,  and  at  length  I 
learned  that  he  was  lying  concealed,  or  rather  unnoticed,  in 
England,  under  a  disguised  name;  having,  by  friends  or  by 


428  DEVEREUX. 

money,  obtained  therein  a  tacit  connivance,  though  not  an 
open  pardon.  No  sooner  did  I  learn  this  intelligence,  than  I 
resolved  forthwith  to  depart  to  that  country.  I  crossed  the 
Alps,  traversed  France,  and  took  ship  at  Calais  for  Dover. 

Behold  me,  then,  upon  the  swift  seas  bent  upon  a  double 
purpose, —  reconciliation  with  a  brother  whom  I  had  wronged, 
and  vengeance,  —  no,  not  vengeance,  but  justice  against  the 
criminal  I  had  discovered.  No !  it  was  not  revenge :  it  was 
no  infuriate,  no  unholy  desire  of  inflicting  punishment  upon 
a  personal  foe  which  possessed  me;  it  was  a  steady,  calm, 
unwavering  resolution,  to  obtain  justice  against  the  profound 
and  systematized  guilt  of  a  villain  who  had  been  the  bane  of 
all  who  had  come  within  his  contact,  that  nerved  my  arm  and 
engrossed  my  heart.  Bear  witness,  Heaven,  I  am  not  a  vin- 
dictive man!  I  have,  it  is  true,  been  extreme  in  hatred  as  in 
love;  but  I  have  ever  had  the  power  to  control  myself  from 
yielding  to  its  impulse.  When  the  full  persuasion  of  Gerald's 
crime  reigned  within  me,  I  had  thralled  my  emotion;  I  had 
curbed  it  within*  the  circle  of  my  own  heart,  though  there, 
thus  pent  and  self-consuming,  it  was  an  agony  and  a  torture ; 
I  had  resisted  the  voice  of  that  blood  which  cried  from  the 
earth  against  a  murderer,  and  which  had  consigned  the 
solemn  charge  of  justice  to  my  hands.  Year  after  year  I 
had  nursed  an  unappeased  desire;  nor  ever  when  it  stung 
the  most,  suffered  it  to  become  an  actual  revenge.  I  had 
knelt  in  tears  and  in  softness  by  Aubrey's  bed;  I  had  poured 
forth  my  pardon  over  him;  I  had  felt,  while  I  did  so, — no, 
not  so  much  sternness  as  would  have  slain  a  worm.  By  his 
hand  had  the  murderous  stroke  been  dealt;  on  his  soul  was 
the  crimson  stain  of  that  blood  which  had  flowed  through  the 
veins  of  the  gentlest  and  the  most  innocent  of  God's  creat- 
ures; and  yet  the  blow  was  unavenged  and  the  crime  for- 
given. For  him  there  was  a  palliative,  or  even  a  gloomy 
but  an  unanswerable  excuse.  In  the  confession  which  had 
so  terribly  solved  the  mystery  of  my  life,  the  seeds  of  that 
curse,  which  had  grown  at  last  into  MADNESS,  might  be  dis- 
covered even  in  the  first  dawn  of  Aubrey's  existence.  The 
latent  poison  might  be  detected  in  the  morbid  fever  of  his 
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young  devotion,  in  his  jealous  cravings  of  affection,  in  the 
first  flush  of  his  ill-omened  love,  even  before  rivalship  and 
wrath  began.  Then,  too,  his  guilt  had  not  been  regularly 
organized  into  one  cold  and  deliberate  system :  it  broke  forth 
in  impetuous  starts,  in  frantic  paroxysms  ;  it  was  often 
wrestled  with,  though  by  a  feeble  mind  ;  it  was  often  con- 
quered by  a  tender  though  a  fitful  temper  ;  it  might  not 
have  rushed  into  the  last  and  most  awful  crime,  but  for 
the  damning  instigation  and  the  atrocious  craft  of  one,  who 
(Aubrey  rightly  said)  could  wield  and  mould  the  unhappy 
victim  at  his  will.  Might  not,  did  I  say?  Nay,  but  for  Mon- 
treuil's  accursed  influence,  had  I  not  Aubrey's  own  word  that 
that  crime  never  would  have  been  committed?  He  had  re- 
solved to  stifle  his  love, — his  heart  had  already  melted  to 
Isora  and  to  me,  —  he  had  already  tasted  the  sweets  of  a  vir- 
tuous resolution,  and  conquered  the  first  bitterness  of  opposi- 
tion to  his  passion.  Why  should  not  the  resolution  thus 
auspiciously  begun  have  been  mellowed  into  effect?  Why 
should  not  the  grateful  and  awful  remembrance  of  the  crime 
he  had  escaped  continue  to  preserve  him  from  meditating 
crime  anew?  And  (oh,  thought,  which,  while  I  now  write, 
steals  over  me  and  brings  with  it  an  unutterable  horde  of  emo- 
tions !)  but  for  that  all-tainting,  all-withering  influence,  Au- 
brey's soul  might  at  this  moment  have  been  pure  from  murder 
and  Isora  —  the  living  Isora  —  by  my  side! 

What  wonder,  as  these  thoughts  came  over  me,  that  sense, 
feeling,  reason,  gradually  shrank  and  hardened  into  one  stern 
resolve?  I  looked  as  from  a  height  over  the  whole  conduct 
of  Montreuil.  I  saw  him  in  our  early  infancy  with  no  defi- 
nite motive  (beyond  the  general  policy  of  intrigue),  no  fixed 
design,  which  might  somewhat  have  lessened  the  callousness 
of  the  crime,  not  only  fomenting  dissensions  in  the  hearts  of 
brothers ;  not  only  turning  the  season  of  warm  affections,  and 
yet  of  unopened  passion,  into  strife  and  rancour,  but  seizing 
upon  the  inherent  and  reigning  vice  of  our  bosoms,  which  lie 
should  have  seized  to  crush,  in  order  only  by  that  master-vice 
to  weave  our  characters,  and  sway  our  conduct  to  his  willf 
whenever  a  cool-blooded  and  merciless  policy  required  us  to 
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be  of  that  will  the  minions  and  the  tools.  Thus  had  he  takeii 
hold  of  the  diseased  jealousy  of  Aubrey,  and  by  that  handle, 
joined  to  the  latent  spring  of  superstition,  guided  him  on 
his  wretched  course  of  misery  and  guilt.  Thus,  by  a  moral 
irresolution  in  Gerald  had  he  bowed  him  also  to  his  purposes, 
and  by  an  infantine  animosity  between  that  brother  and  my- 
self, held  us  both  in  a  state  of  mutual  hatred  which  I  shud- 
dered to  recall.  Readily  could  I  now  perceive  that  my  charges 
or  my  suspicions  against  Gerald,  which,  in  ordinary  circum- 
stances, he  might  have  dispassionately  come  forward  to  dis- 
prove, had  been  represented  to  him  by  Montreuil  in  the  light 
of  groundless  and  wilful  insults ;  and  thus  he  had  been  led  to 
scorn  that  full  and  cool  explanation  which,  if  it  had  not  elu- 
cidated the  mystery  of  my  afflictions,  would  have  removed 
the  false  suspicion  of  guilt  from  himself  and  the  real  guilt  of 
wrath  and  animosity  from  me. 

The  crime  of  the  forged  will,  and  the  outrage  to  the  dead 
and  to  myself,  was  a  link  in  his  woven  guilt  which  I  regarded 
the  least.  I  looked  rather  to  the  black  and  the  consummate 
craft  by  which  Aubrey  had  been  implicated  in  that  sin;  and 
my  indignation  became  mixed  with  horror  when  I  saw  Mon- 
treuil working  to  that  end  of  fraud  by  the  instigation  not  only 
of  a  guilty  and  unlawful  passion,  but  of  the  yet  more  unnat- 
ural and  terrific  engine  of  frenzy, —  of  a  maniac's  despair. 
Over  the  peace,  the  happiness,  the  honour,  the  virtue  of  a 
whole  family,  through  fraud  and  through  blood,  this  priest 
had  marched  onward  to  the  goal  of  his  icy  and  heartless  am- 
bition, unrelenting  and  unrepenting;  "but  not,"  I  said,  as  I 
clenched  my  hand  till  the  nails  met  in  the  flesh,  "  not  forever 
unchecked  and  unrequited !  " 

But  in  what  manner  was  justice  to  be  obtained?  A  public 
court  of  law?  What!  drag  forward  the  deep  dishqnour  of  my 
house,  the  gloomy  and  convulsive  history  of  my  departed 
brother,  his  crime  and  his  insanity?  What!  bring  that  his- 
tory, connected  as  it  was  with  the  fate  of  Isora,  before  the 
curious  and  the  insolent  gaze  of  the  babbling  world?  Bare 
that  awful  record  to  the  jests,  to  the  scrutiny,  the  marvel  and 
the  pity,  of  that  most  coarse  of  all  tribunals, —  an  English 


DEVEREUX.  431 

court  of  law?  and  that  most  torturing  of  all  exposures, — the 
vulgar  comments  of  an  English  public?  Could  I  do  this? 
Yea,  in  the  sternness  of  my  soul,  I  felt  that  I  could  submit 
even  to  that  humiliation,  if  no  other  way  presented  itself  by 
which  I  could  arrive  at  justice.  Was  there  no  other  way?  — 
at  that  question  conjecture  paused :  I  formed  no  scheme,  or 
rather,  I  formed  a  hundred  and  rejected  them  all;  my  mind 
settled,  at  last,  into  an  indistinct,  unquestioned,  but  prophetic 
resolution,  that,  whenever  my  path  crossed  Montreuil's,  it 
should  be  to  his  destruction.  I  asked  not  how,  nor  when, 
the  blow  was  to  be  dealt ;  I  felt  only  a  solemn  and  exultant 
certainty  that,  whether  it  borrowed  the  sword  of  the  law,  or 
the  weapon  of  private  justice,  mine  should  be  the  hand  which 
brought  retribution  to  the  ashes  of  the  dead  and  the  agony  of 
the  survivor. 

So  soon  as  my  mind  had  subsided  into  this  determination,  I 
suffered  my  thoughts  to  dwell  upon  subjects  less  sternly 
agitating.  Fondly  did  I  look  forward  to  a  meeting  with  Ger- 
ald, and  a  reconciliation  of  all  our  early  and  most  frivolous 
disputes.  As  an  atonement  for  the  injustice  my  suspicions 
had  done  him,  I  resolved  not  to  reclaim  my  inheritance.  My 
fortune  was  already  ample ;  and  all  that  I  cared  to  possess  of 
the  hereditary  estates  were  the  ruins  of  the  old  house  and  the 
copses  of  the  surrounding  park:  these  Gerald  would  in  all 
likelihood  easily  yield  to  me ;  and  witii  +he  natural  sanguine- 
ness  of  my  temperament,  I  already  planned  the  reconstruction 
of  the  ancient  building,  and  the  method  of  that  solitary  life 
in  which  I  resolved  that  the  remainder  of  my  years  should  be 
spent. 

Turning  from  this  train  of  thought,  I  recurred  to  the  mys- 
terious and  sudden  disappearance  of  Oswald :  that  I  was  now 
easily  able  to  account  for.  There  could  be  no  doubt  but  that 
Montreuil  had  (immediately  after  the  murder),  as  he  declared 
he  would,  induced  Oswald  to  quit  England,  and  preserve  si- 
lence, either  by  bribery  or  by  threats.  And  when  I  recalled 
the  impression  which  the  man  had  made  upon  me,  —  an  im- 
pression certainly  not  favourable  to  the  elevation  or  the  rigid 
honesty  of  his  mind, —  I  could  not  but  imagine  that  one  or 


432  DEVEREUX. 

the  other  of  these  means  Montreuil  found  far  from  difficult  of 
success.  The  delirious  fever  into  which  the  wounds  and  the 
scene  of  that  night  had  thrown  me,  and  the  long  interval  that 
consequently  elapsed  before  inquiry  was  directed  to  Oswald, 
gave  him  every  opportunity  and  indulgence  in  absenting  him- 
self from  the  country,  and  it  was  not  improbable  that  he  had 
accompanied  Aubrey  to  Italy. 

Here  I  paused,  in  deep  acknowledgment  of  the  truth  of 
Aubrey's  assertion,  that  "under  similar  circumstances  I  might 
perhaps  have  been  equally  guilty."  My  passions  had  indeed 
been  "  intense  and  fierce  as  his  own ;  "  and  there  was  a  dread 
coincidence  in  the  state  of  mind  into  which  each  of  us  had 
been  thrown  by  the  event  of  that  night,  which  made  the 
epoch  of  a  desolated  existence  to  both  of  us;  if  mine  had 
been  but  a  passing  delirium,  and  his  a  confirmed  and  lasting 
disease  of  the  intellect,  the  causes  of  our  malady  had  been 
widely  different.  He  had  been  the  criminal;  I,  only  the 
sufferer. 

Thus,  as  I  leaned  over  the  deck  and  the  waves  bore  me 
homeward,  after  so  many  years  and  vicissitudes,  did  the  shad- 
ows of  thought  and  memory  flit  across  me.  How  seemingly 
apart,  yet  how  closely  linked,  had  been  the  great  events  in 
my  wandering  and  wild  life!  My  early  acquaintance  with 
Bolingbroke,  whom  for  more  than  nine  years  I  had  not  seen, 
and  who,  at  a  superficial  glance,  would  seem  to  have  exercised 
influence  over  my  public  rather  than  my  private  life, — how 
secretly,  yet  how  powerfully,  had  that  circumstance  led  even 
to  the  very  thoughts  which  now  possessed  me,  and  to  the  very 
object  on  which  I  was  now  bound.  But  for  that  circumstance 
I  might  not  have  learned  of  the  retreat  of  Don  Diego  d'Al- 
varez  in  his  last  illness ;  I  might  never  have  renewed  my  love 
to  Isora;  and  whatever  had  been  her  fate,  destitution  and 
poverty  would  have  been  a  less  misfortune  than  her  union 
with  me.  But  for  my  friendship  for  Bolingbroke,  I  might 
not  have  visited  France,  nor  gained  the  favour  of  the  Regent, 
nor  the  ill  offices  of  Dubois,  nor  the  protection  and  kindness 
of  the  Czar.  I  might  never  have  been  ambassador  at  the 
court  of ,  nor  met  with  Bezoni,  nor  sought  an  asylum  for 
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a  spirit  sated  with  pomp  and  thirsting  for  truth,  at  the  foot 
of  the  Apennines,  nor  read  that  history  (which,  indeed,  might 
then  never  have  occurred)  that  now  rankled  at  my  heart,  urg- 
ing my  movements  and  colouring  my  desires.  Thus,  by  the 
finest  but  the  strongest  meshes  had  the  thread  of  my  political 
honours  been  woven  with  that  of  my  private  afflictions.  And 
thus,  even  at  the  licentious  festivals  of  the  Regent  of  France, 

or  the  lifeless  parade  of  the  court  of ,  the  dark  stream 

of  events  had  flowed  onward  beneath  my  feet,  bearing  me 
insensibly  to  that  very  spot  of  time  from  which  I  now  sur- 
veyed the  past  and  looked  upon  the  mist  and  shadows  of  the 
future. 

Adverse  winds  made  the  little  voyage  across  the  Channel  a 
business  of  four  days.  On  the  evening  of  the  last  we  landed 
at  Dover.  Within  thirty  miles  of  that  town  was  my  mother's 
retreat;  and  I  resolved,  before  I  sought  a  reconciliation  with 
Gerald  or  justice  against  Montreuil,  to  visit  her  seclusion. 
Accordingly,  the  next  day  I  repaired  to  her  abode. 

What  a  contrast  is  there  between  the  lives  of  human  be- 
ings! Considering  the  beginning  and  the  end  of  all  mortal 
careers  are  the  same,  how  wonderfully  is  the  interval  varied! 
Some,  the  weeds  of  the  world,  dashed  from  shore  to  shore,  — 
all  vicissitude,  enterprise,  strife,  disquiet;  others,  the  world's 
lichen,  rooted  to  some  peaceful  rock,  growing,  flourishing, 
withering  on  the  same  spot,  — scarce  a  feeling  expressed, 
scarce  a  sentiment  called  forth,  scarce  a  tithe  of  the  proper- 
ties of  their  very  nature  expanded  into  action. 

There  was  an  air  of  quiet  and  stillness  in  the  red  quad- 
rangular building,  as  my  carriage  stopped  at  its  porch,  which 
struck  upon  me,  like  a  breathing  reproach  to  those  who  sought 
the  abode  of  peace  with  feelings  opposed  to  the  spirit  of  the 
place.  A  small  projecting  porch  was  covered  with  ivy,  and 
thence  issued  an  aged  portress  in  answer  to  my  summons. 

"The  Countess  Devereux,"  said  she,  "is  now  the  superior 
of  this  society  [convent  they  called  it  not],  and  rarely  ad- 
mits any  stranger." 

I  gave  in  my  claim  to  admission,  and  was  ushered  into  a 
small  parlour:  all  there,  too,  was  still,  —  the  brown  oak  wain- 
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scoting,  tlie  huge  chairs,  the  few  antique  portraits,  the  unin~ 
habited  aspect  of  the  chamber, —  all  were  silently  eloquent  of 
quietude,  but  a  quietude  comfortless  and  sombre.  At  length 
my  mother  appeared.  I  sprang  forward :  my  childhood  was 
before  me, —  years,  care,  change  were  forgotten, —  I  was  a  boy 
again, — I  sprang  forward,  and  was  in  my  mother's  embrace! 
It  was  long  before,  recovering  myself,  I  noted  how  lifeless 
and  chill  was  that  embrace,  but  I  did  so  at  last,  and  my 
enthusiasm  withered  at  once. 

We  sat  down  together,  and  conversed  long  and  uninter- 
ruptedly, but  our  conversation  was  like  that  of  acquaintances, 
not  the  fondest  and  closest  of  all  relations  (for  I  need  scarcely 
add  that  I  told  her  not  of  my  meeting  with  Aubrey,  nor  unde- 
ceived her  with  respect  to  the  date  of  his  death).  Every  mo- 
nastic recluse  that  I  had  hitherto  seen,  even  in  the  most 
seeming  content  with  retirement,  had  loved  to  converse  of  the 
exterior  world,  and  had  betrayed  an  interest  in  its  events: 
for  my  mother  only,  worldly  objects  and  interests  seemed  ut- 
terly dead.  She  expressed  little  surprise  to  see  me, — little 
surprise  at  my  alteration;  she  only  said  that  my  mien  was 
improved,  and  that  I  reminded  her  of  rny  father :  she  testified 
no  anxiety  to  hear  of  my  travels  or  my  adventures ;  she  testi- 
fied even  no  willingness  to  speak  of  herself;  she  described  to 
me  the  life  of  one  day,  and  then  said  that  the  history  of  ten 
years  was  told.  A  close  cap  confined  all  the  locks  for  whose 
rich  luxuriance  and  golden  hue  she  had  once  been  noted, —  for 
here  they  were  not  the  victim  of  a  vow,  as  in  a  nunnery  they 
would  have  been, —  and  her  dress  was  plain,  simple,  and  un- 
adorned. Save  these  alterations  of  attire,  none  were  visible 
in  her  exterior:  the  torpor  of  her  life  seemed  to  have  par- 
alyzed even  time;  the  bloom  yet  dwelt  in  her  unwrinkled 
cheek ;  the  mouth  had  not  fallen ;  the  faultless  features  were 
faultless  still.  But  there  was  a  deeper  stillness  than  ever 
breathing  through  this  frame :  it  was  as  if  the  soul  had  been 
lulled  to  sleep ;  her  mien  was  lifeless ;  her  voice  was  lifeless ; 
"her  gesture  was  lifeless ;  the  impression  she  produced  was  like 
that  of  entering  some  chamber  which  has  not  been  entered 
before  for  a  century.  She  consented  to  my  request  to  staj 
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with  her  all  the  day :  a  bed  was  prepared  for  me ;  and  at  sun* 
rise  the  next  morning  I  was  folded  once  more  in  the  chilling 
mechanism  of  her  embrace,  and  dismissed  on  my  journey  to 
the  metropolis. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THE  RETREAT  OF  A  CELEBRATED  MAN,  AND  A  VISIT  TO 
A  GREAT  POET. 

I  ARRIVED  in  town,  and  drove  at  once  to  Gerald's  house. 
It  was  not  difficult  to  find  it,  for  in  my  young  day  it  had  been 

the  residence  of  the  Duke  of ;  and  wealthy  as  I  knew 

was  the  owner  of  the  Devereux  lands,  I  was  somewhat  startled 
at  the  extent  and  the  magnificence  of  his  palace.  To  my  in- 
expressible disappointment,  I  found  that  Gerald  had  left  Lon- 
don a  day  or  two  before  my  arrival  on  a  visit  to  a  nobleman 
nearly  connected  with  our  family,  and  residing  in  the  same 
county  as  that  in  which  Devereux  Court  was  situated.  Since 
the  fire,  which  had  destroyed  all  of  the  old  house  but  the  one 
tower  which  I  had  considered  as  peculiarly  my  own,  Gerald, 
I  heard,  had  always,  in  visiting  his  estates,  taken  up  his 
abode  at  the  mansion  of  one  or  other  of  his  neighbours;  and 

to  Lord 's  house  I  now  resolved  to  repair.  My  journey 

was  delayed  for  a  day  or  two,  by  accidentally  seeing  at  the 
door  of  the  hotel,  to  which  I  drove  from  Gerald's  house,  the 
favourite  servant  of  Lord  Bolingbroke. 

This  circumstance  revived  in  me,  at  once,  all  my  attach- 
ment to  that  personage,  and  hearing  he  was  at  his  country 
house,  within  a  few  miles  from  town,  I  resolved  the  next 
morning  to  visit  him.  It  was  not  only  that  I  contemplated 
with  an  eager  yet  a  melancholy  interest  an  interview  with 
one  whose  blazing  career  I  had  long  watched,  and  whose 
letters  (for  during  the  years  we  had  been  parted  he  wrote  to 
aie  often)  seemed  to  testify  the  same  satiety  of  the  triumphs 
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and  gauds  of  ambition  which  had  brought  something  of  wisdom 
to  myself  j  it  was  not  only  tliat  I  wished  to  commune  with 
that  Bolingbroke  in  retirement  whom  I  had  known  the  oracle 
of  statesmen  and  the  pride  of  courts;  nor  even  that  I  loved 
the  man,  and  was  eager  once  more  to  embrace  him.  A  fiercer 
and  more  active  motive  urged  me  to  visit  one  whose  knowl- 
edge of  all  men  and  application  of  their  various  utilities 
were  so  remarkable,  and  who  even  in  his  present  peace  and 
retirement  would  not  improbably  be  acquainted  with  the 
abode  of  that  unquiet  and  plotting  ecclesiastic  whom  I  now 
panted  to  discover,  and  whom  Bolingbroke  had  of  old  often 
guided  or  employed. 

When  my  carriage  stopped  at  the  statesman's  door,  I  was 
informed  that  Lord  Bolingbroke  was  at  his  farm.  Farm! 
how  oddly  did  that  word  sound  in  my  ear,  coupled  as  it  was 
with  the  name  of,  one  so  brilliant  and  so  restless! 

I  asked  the  servant  to  direct  me  where  I  should  find  him, 
and,  following  the  directions,  I  proceeded  to  the  search  alone. 
It  was  a  day  towards  the  close  of  autumn,  bright,  soft,  clear, 
and  calm  as  the  decline  of  a  vigorous  and  genial  age.  I  walked 
slowly  through  a  field  robbed  of  its  golden  grain,  and  as  I 
entered  another  I  saw  the  object  of  my  search.  He  had  seem- 
ingly just  given  orders  to  a  person  in  a  labourer's  dress,  who 
was  quitting  him,  and  with  downcast  eyes  he  was  approach- 
ing towards  me.  I  noted  how  slow  and  even  was  the  pace 
which,  once  stately,  yet  rapid  and  irregular,  had  betrayed  the 
haughty  but  wild  character  of  his  mind.  He  paused  often, 
as  if  in  thought,  and  I  observed  that  once  he  stopped  longer 
than  usual,  and  seemed  to  gaze  wistfully  on  the  ground.  s  Af- 
terwards (when  I  had  joined  him)  we  passed  that  spot,  and  I 
remarked,  with  a  secret  smile,  that  it  contained  one  of  those 
little  mounds  in  which  that  busy  and  herded  tribe  of  the  in- 
sect race,  which  have  been  held  out  to  man's  social  state  at 
once  as  a  mockery  and  a  model,  held  their  populous  home. 
There  seemed  a  latent  moral  in  the  pause  and  watch  of  the 
disappointed  statesman  by  that  mound,  which  afforded  a  clew 
to  the  nature  of  his  reflections. 

He  did  not  see  me  till  I  was  close  before  him,   and  had 
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called  him  by  his  name,  nor  did  he  at  first  recognize  me,  for 
my  garb  was  foreign,  and  my  upper  lip  unshaven;  and,  as  I 
said  before,  years  had  strangely  altered  me;  but  when  he  did, 
he  testified  all  the  cordiality  I  had  anticipated.  I  linked  my 
arm  in  his,  and  we  walked  to  and  fro  for  hours,  talking  of  all 
that  had  passed  since  and  before  our  parting,  and  feeling  our 
hearts  warm  to  each  other  as  we  talked. 

"  The  last  time  I  saw  you, "  said  he,  "  how  widely  did  our 
hopes  and  objects  differ !  Yours  from  my  own :  you  seemingly 
had  the  vantage-ground,  but  it  was  an  artificial  eminence,  and 
my  level  state,  though  it  appeared  less  tempting,  was  more 
secure.  I  had  just  been  disgraced  by  a  misguided  and  un- 
grateful prince.  I  had  already  gone  into  a  retirement  where 
my  only  honours  were  proportioned  to  my  fortitude  in  bear- 
ing condemnation,  and  my  only  flatterer  was  the  hope  of  find- 
ing a  companion  and  a  Mentor  in  myself.  You,  my  friend, 
parted  with  life  before  you;  and  you  only  relinquished  the 
pursuit  of  Fortune  at  one  court,  to  meet  her  advances  at  an- 
other. Nearly  ten  years  have  flown  since  that  time:  my  sit- 
uation is  but  little  changed;  I  am  returned,  it  is  true,  to  my 
native  soil,  but  not  to  a  soil  more  indulgent  to  ambition  and 
exertion  than  the  scene  of  my  exile.  My  sphere  of  action  is 
still  shut  from  me :  my  mind  is  still  banished. 1  You  return 
young  in  years,  but  full  of  successes.  Have  they  brought  you 
happiness,  Devereux?  or  have  you  yet  a  temper  to  envy  my 
content?" 

"  Alas !  "  said  I,  "  who  can  bear  too  close  a  search  beneath 
the  mask  and  robe?  Talk  not  of  me  now.  It  is  ungracious 
for  the  fortunate  to  repine ;  and  I  reserve  whatever  may  dis- 
quiet me  within  for  your  future  consolation  and  advice.  At 
present  speak  to  me  of  yourself:  you  are  happy,  then?" 

"I  am !  "  said  Bolingbroke,  emphatically.  " Life  seems 
to  me  to  possess  two  treasures :  one  glittering  and  precarious ; 
the  other  of  less  rich  a  show,  but  of  a  more  solid  value.  The 
one  is  Power,  the  other  Virtue ;  and  there  is  this  main  differ- 

1  I  need  scarcely  remind  the  reader  that  Lord  Bolingbroke,  though  he 
had  received  a  full  pardon,  was  forbidden  to  resume  his  seat  in  the  House 
of  Lords.  —  ED. 
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ence  between  the  two,  —  Power  is  intrusted  to  us  as  a  loan 
ever  required  again,  and  with  a  terrible  arrear  of  interest; 
Virtue  obtained  by  us  as  a  boon  which  we  can  only  lose  through 
our  own  folly,  when  once  it  is  acquired.  In  my  youth  I  was 
caught  by  the  former ;  hence  my  errors  and  my  misfortunes ! 
In  my  declining  years  I  have  sought  the  latter;  hence  my 
palliatives  and  my  consolation.  But  you  have  not  seen  my 
home,  and  all  its  attractions,"  added  Bolingbroke,  with  a 
smile  which  reminded  me  of  his  former  self.  "  I  will  show 
them  to  you."  And  we  turned  our  steps  to  the  house. 

As  we  walked  thither  I  wondered  to  find  how  little  melan- 
choly was  the  change  Bolingbroke  had  undergone.  Ten  years, 
which  bring  man  from  his  prime  to  his  decay,  had  indeed  left 
their  trace  upon  his  stately  form,  and  the  still  unrivalled 
beauty  of  his  noble  features ;  but  the  manner  gained  all  that 
the  form  had  lost.  In  his  days  of  more  noisy  greatness,  there 
had  been  something  artificial  and  unquiet  in  the  sparkling  al- 
ternations he  had  loved  to  adopt.  He  had  been  too  fond  of 
changing  wisdom  by  a  quick  turn  into  wit,  —  too  fond  of  the 
affectation  of  bordering  the  serious  with  the  gay,  business  with 
pleasure.  If  this  had  not  taken  from  the  polish  of  his  man- 
ner, it  had  diminished  its  dignity  and  given  it  the  air  of  be- 
ing assumed  and  insincere.  Now  all  was  quiet,  earnest,  and 
impressive;  there  was  tenderness  even  in  what  was  melan- 
choly: and  if  there  yet  lingered  the  affectation  of  blending 
the  classic  character  with  his  own,  the  character  was  more 
noble  and  the  affectation  more  unseen.  But  this  manner  was 
only  the  faint  mirror  of  a  mind  which,  retaining  much  of  its 
former  mould,  had  been  embellished  and  exalted  by  adversity, 
and  which  if  it  banished  not  its  former  faculties,  had  acquired 
a  thousand  new  virtues  to  redeem  them. 

"  You  see, "  said  my  companion,  pointing  to  the  walls  of  the 
hall,  which  we  had  now  entered,  "the  subject  which  at  pres- 
ent occupies  the  greater  part  of  my  attention.  I  am  meditat- 
ing how  to  make  the  hall  most  illustrative  of  its  owner's 
pursuits.  You  see  the  desire  of  improving,  of  creating,  and 
of  associating  the  improvement  and  the  creation  with  our- 
selves, follows  us  banished  men  even  to  our  seclusion.  I 
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think  of  having  those  walls  painted  with  the  implements  of 
husbandry,  and  through  pictures  of  spades  and  ploughshares 
to  express  my  employments  and  testify  my  content  in  them." 

"Cincinnatus  is  a  better  model  than  Aristippus:  confess 
it,"  said  I,  smiling.  "But  if  the  senators  come  hither  to 
summon  you  to  power,  will  you  resemble  the  Roman,  not  only 
in  being  found  at  your  plough,  but  in  your  reluctance  to  leave 
it,  and  your  eagerness  to  return?  " 

"What  shall  I  say  to  you?"  replied  Bolingbroke.  "Will 
you  play  the  cynic  if  I  answer  no  ?  We  should  not  boast  of 
despising  power,  when  of  use  to  others,  but  of  being  contented 
to  live  without  it.  This  is  the  end  of  my  philosophy !  But 
let  me  present  you  to  one  whom  I  value  more  now  than  I 
valued  power  at  any  time." 

As  he  said  this,  Bolingbroke  threw  open  the  door  of  an 
apartment,  and  introduced  me  to  a  lady  with  whom  he  had 
found  that  domestic  happiness  denied  him  in  his  first  mar- 
riage. The  niece  of  Madame  de  Maintenon,  this  most  charm- 
ing woman  possessed  all  her  aunt's  wit,  and  far  more  than  all 
her  aunt's  beauty.1  She  was  in  weak  health;  but  her  vivacity 
was  extreme,  and  her  conversation  just  what  should  be  the 
conversation  of  a  woman  who  shines  without  striving  for  it. 

The  business  on  which  I  was  bound  only  allowed  me  to  stay 
two  days  with  Bolingbroke,  and  this  I  stated  at  first,  lest 
he  should  have  dragged  me  over  his  farm. 

"Well,"  said  my  host,  after  vainly  endeavouring  to  induce 
me  to  promise  a  longer  stay,  "  if  you  can  only  give  us  two 
days,  I  must  write  and  excuse  myself  to  a  great  man  with 
whom  I  was  to  dine  to-day.  Yet,  if  it  were  not  so  inhospita- 
ble, I  should  like  much  to  carry  you  with  me  to  his  house; 
for  I  own  that  I  wish  you  to  see  my  companions,  and  to  learn 
that  if  I  still  consult  the  oracles,  they  are  less  for  the  predic- 
tions of  fortune  than  as  the  inspirations  of  the  god." 

1  I  am  not  ashamed  to  say  to  you  that  I  admire  her  more  every  hour  of 
my  life. — Letter  from  Lord  Bolingbroke  to  Swift. 

Bolingbroke  loved  her  to  the  last ;  and  perhaps  it  is  just  to  a  man  so  cele 
brated  for  his  gallantries  to  add  that  this  beautiful  and  accomplished  woman 
seems  to  have  admired  and  esteemed  as  much  as  she  loved  him.  —  ED. 


440  DEVEREUX. 

"  Ah ! "  said  Lady  Bolingbroke,  who  spoke  in  French,  "  I 
know  whom  you  allude  to.  Give  him  my  homage,  and  assure 
him,  when  he  next  visits  us,  we  will  appoint  six  dames  du 
palais  to  receive  and  pet  him." 

Upon  this  I  insisted  upon  accompanying  Bolingbroke  to 
the  house  of  so  fortunate  a  being,  and  he  consented  to  my 
wish  with  feigned  reluctance,  but  evident  pleasure. 

"And  who,"  said  I  to  Lady  Bolingbroke,  "is  the  happy 
object  of  so  much  respect?" 

Lady  Bolingbroke  answered,  laughing,  that  nothing  was  so 
pleasant  as  suspense,  and  that  it  would  be  cruel  in  her  to  de- 
prive me  of  it;  and  we  conversed  with  so  much  zest  that  it 
was  not  till  Bolingbroke  had  left  the  room  for  some  moments 
that  I  observed  he  was  not  present.  I  took  the  opportunity 
to  remark  that  I  was  rejoiced  to  find  him  so  happy  and  with 
such  just  cause  for  happiness. 

"He  is  happy,  though  at  times  he  is  restless.  How,  chained 
to  this  oar,  can  he  be  otherwise?"  answered  Lady  Boling- 
broke, with  a  sigh;  "but  his  friends,"  she  added,  "who  most 
enjoy  his  retirement,  must  yet  lament  it.  His  genius  is  not 
wasted  here,  it  is  true:  where  could  it  be  wasted?  But  who 
does  not  feel  that  it  is  employed  in  too  confined  a  sphere? 
And  yet  —  "  and  I  saw  a  tear  start  to  her  eye  —  "  I,  at  least, 
ought  not  to  repine.  I  should  lose  the  best  part  of  my  happi- 
ness if  there  was  nothing  I  could  console  him  for." 

"Believe  me,"  said  I,  "I  have  known  Bolingbroke  in  the 
zenith  of  his  success ;  but  never  knew  him  so  worthy  of  con- 
gratulation as  now  !  " 

"Is  that  flattery  to  him  or  to  me?"  said  Lady  Bolingbroke, 
smiling  archly,  for  her  smiles  were  quick  successors  to  her 
tears. 

"  Detur  digniori  !  "  answered  I ;  "  but  you  must  allow  that, 
though  it  is  a  fine  thing  to  have  all  that  the  world  can  give, 
it  is  still  better  to  gain  something  that  the  world  cannot 
take  away?" 

"Are  you  also  a  philosopher?"  cried  Lady  Bolingbroke,  gayly. 
"Ah,  poor  me!  In  my  youth,  my  portion  was  the  cloister;1 
J  She  was  brought  up  at  St.  Cyr.  —  ED. 
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in  my  later  years  I  am  banished  to  the  porch  !  You  have 
no  conception,  Monsieur  Devereux,  what  wise  faces  and  pro- 
found maxims  we  have  here,  especially  as  all  who  come  to 
visit  my  lord  think  it  necessary  to  quote  Tully,  and  talk 
of  solitude  as  if  it  were  a  heaven!  Les pauvres  bans  gens! 
they  seem  a  little  surprised  when  Henry  receives  them  smil- 
ingly, begs  them  to  construe  the  Latin,  gives  them  good  wine, 
and  sends  them  back  to  London  with  faces  half  the  length 
they  were  on  their  arrival.  Mais  void,  Monsieur,  le  fermier 
philosophe  !  " 

And  Bolingbroke  entering,  I  took  my  leave  of  this  lively 
and  interesting  lady  and  entered  his  carriage. 

As  soon  as  we  were  seated,  he  pressed  me  for  my  reasons 
for  refusing  to  prolong  my  visit.  As  I  thought  they  would 
be  more  opportune  after  the  excursion  of  the  day  was  over, 
and  as,  in  truth,  I  was  not  eager  to  relate  them,  I  begged  to 
defer  the  narration  till  our  return  to  his  house  at  night,  and 
then  I  directed  the  conversation  into  a  new  channel. 

"My  chief  companion,"  said  Bolingbroke,  after  describing 
to  me  his  course  of  life,  "  is  the  man  you  are  about  to  visit. 
He  has  his  frailties  and  infirmities,  —  and  in  saying  that,  I 
only  imply  that  he  is  human, —  but  he  is  wise,  reflective,  gen- 
erous, and  affectionate ;  add  these  qualities  to  a  dazzling  wit, 
and  a  genius  deep,  if  not  sublime,  and  what  wonder  that  we 
forget  something  of  vanity  and  something  of  fretfulness, — 
effects  rather  of  the  frame  than  of  the  mind.  The  wonder 
only  is  that,  with  a  body  the  victim  to  every  disease,  crippled 
and  imbecile  from  the  cradle,  his  frailties  should  not  be  more 
numerous,  and  his  care,  his  thoughts,  and  attentions  not 
wholly  limited  to  his  own  complaints.  For  the  sickly  are  al- 
most of  necessity  selfish;  and  that  mind  must  have  a  vast 
share  of  benevolence  which  can  always  retain  the  softness  of 
charity  and  love  for  others,  when  pain  and  disease  constitute 
the  morbid  links  that  perpetually  bind  it  to  self.  If  this 
great  character  is  my  chief  companion,  my  chief  correspond- 
ent is  not  less  distinguished;  in  a  word,  no  longer  to  keep 
you  in  suspense,  Pope  is  my  companion  and  Swift  my 
correspondent. " 
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"You  are  fortunate,  but  so  also  are  they.  Your  letter  in- 
formed me  of  Swift's  honourable  exile  in  Ireland:  how  does 
he  bear  it?" 

"  Too  feelingly :  his  disappointments  turn  his  blood  to  acid. 
He  said,  characteristically  enough,  in  one  of  his  letters,  that 
in  fishing  once  when  he  was  a  little  boy,  he  felt  a  great  fish 
at  the  end  of  his  line,  which  he  drew  up  almost  to  the  ground, 
but  it  dropped  in,  and  the  disappointment,  he  adds,  vexes 
him  to  this  day,  and  he  believes  it  to  be  the  type  of  all  his 
future  disappointments:1  it  is  wonderful  how  reluctantly  a 
very  active  mind  sinks  into  rest." 

1  In  this  letter  Swift  adds,  "  I  should  be  ashamed  to  say  this  if  you  [Lord 
Bolingbroke]  had  not  a  spirit  fitter  to  bear  your  own  misfortunes  than  I  have 
to  think  of  them  ; "  and  this  is  true.  Nothing  can  be  more  striking,  or  more 
honourable  to  Lord  Bolingbroke,  than  the  contrast  between  Swift's  letters 
and  that  nobleman's  upon  the  subject  of  their  mutual  disappointments.  I 
especially  note  the  contrast,  because  it  has  been  so  grievously  the  cant  of 
Lord  Bolingbroke 's  decriers  to  represent  his  affection  for  retirement  as 
hollow,  and  his  resignation  in  adversity  as  a  boast  rather  than  a  fact.  Now 
I  will  challenge  any  one  thoroughly  and  dispassionately  to  examine  what  is 
left  to  us  of  the  life  of  this  great  man,  and  after  having  done  so,  to  select 
from  all  modern  history  an  example  of  one  who,  in  the  prime  of  life  and 
height  of  ambition,  ever  passed  from  a  very  active  and  exciting  career  into 
retirement  and  disgrace,  and  bore  the  change  —  long,  bitter,  and  permanent 
as  it  was  —  with  a  greater  and  more  thoroughly  sustained  magnanimity  than 
did  Lord  Bolingbroke.  He  has  been  reproached  for  taking  part  in  political 
contests  in  the  midst  of  his  praises  and  "  affected  enjoyment "  of  retirement ; 
and  this,  made  matter  of  reproach,  is  exactly  the  subject  on  which  he  seems 
to  me.the  most  worthy  of  praise.  For,  putting  aside  all  motives  for  action, 
on  the  purity  of  which  men  are  generally  incredulous,  as  a  hatred  to  ill 
government  (an  antipathy  wonderfully  strong  in  wise  men,  and  wonderfully 
weak  in  fools),  the  honest  impulse  of  the  citizen,  and  the  better  and  higher 
sentiment,  to  which  Bolingbroke  appeared  peculiarly  alive,  of  affection  to 
mankind,  —  putting  these  utterly  aside,  —  it  must  be  owned  that  resignation 
is  the  more  noble  in  proportion  as  it  is  the  less  passive ;  that  retirement  is 
only  a  morbid  selfishness  if  it  prohibit  exertions  for  others ;  that  it  is  only 
really  dignified  and  noble  when  it  is  the  shade  whence  issue  the  oracles  that 
are  to  instruct  mankind  ;  and  that  retirement  of  this  nature  is  the  sole  seclu- 
sion which  a  good  and  wise  man  will  covet  or  commend.  The  very  philosophy 
which  makes  such  a  man  seek  the  quiet,  makes  him  eschew  the  inutility  of  the 
hermitage.  Very  little  praiseworthy  to  me  would  have  seemed  Lord  Boling- 
broke among  his  haymakers  and  ploughmen,  if  among  haymakers  and  plough- 
men he  had  looked  with  an  indifferent  eye  upon  a  profligate  Minister  and 
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"Yet  why  should  retirement  be  rest?  Do  you  recollect  in 
the  first  conversation  we  ever  had  together,  we  talked  of 
Cowley?  Do  you  recollect  how  justly,  and  even  sublimely, 
he  has  said,  'Cogitation  is  that  which  distinguishes  the  soli- 
tude of  a  God  from  that  of  a  wild  beast '  ? " 

"  It  is  finely  said, "  answered  Bolingbroke ;  "  but  Swift  was 
born  not  for- cogitation  but  action;  for  turbulent  times,  not 
for  calm.  He  ceases  to  be  great  directly  he  is  still;  and  his 
bitterness  at  every  vexation  is  so  great  that  I  have  often 
thought,  in  listening  to  him,  of  the  Abbe  de  Cyran,  who, 
attempting  to  throw  nutshells  out  of  the  bars  of  his  window, 
and  constantly  failing  in  the  attempt,  exclaimed  in  a  paroxysm 
of  rage,  'Thus  does  Providence  delight  in  frustrating  my 
designs ! ' 

"  But  you  are  fallen  from  a  far  greater  height  of  hope  than 
Swift  could  ever  have  attained:  you  bear  this  change  well, 
but  not  I  hope  without  a  struggle." 

"You  are  right,  —  not  without  a  struggle ;  while  corruption 
thrives,  I  will  not  be  silent;  while  bad  men  govern,  I  will 
not  be  still." 

In  conversation  of  this  sort  passed  the  time,  till  we  arrived 
at  Pope's  villa. 

We  found  the  poet  in  his  study, —  indued,  as  some  of  his 
pictures  represent  him,  in  a  long  gown  and  a  velvet  cap.  He 
received  Bolingbroke  with  great  tenderness,  and  being,  as  he 
said,  in  robuster  health  than  he  had  enjoyed  for  months, 
he  insisted  on  carrying  us  to  his  grotto.  I  know  nothing 
more  common  to  poets  than  a  pride  in  what  belongs  to  their 
houses ;  and  perhaps  to  a  man  not  ill-natured,  there  are  few 
things  more  pleasant  than  indulging  the  little  weaknesses  of 
those  we  admire.  We  sat  down  in  a  small  temple  made  en- 
tirely of  shells ;  and  whether  it  was  that  the  Creative  Genius 
gave  an  undue  charm  to  the  place,  I  know  not:  but  as  the 

a  venal  parliament ;  very  little  interest  in  my  eyes  would  have  attached 
itself  to  his  beans  and  vetches,  had  beans  and  vetches  caused  him  to  forget 
ihat  if  he  was  happier  in  a  farm,  he  could  be  more  useful  in  a  senate,  and 
made  him  forego,  in  the  sphere  of  a  bailiff,  all  care  for  re-entering  that  of  a 
legislator.  —  ED. 
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murmur  of  a  rill,  glassy  as  the  Blandusian  fountain,  was 
caught,  and  re-given  from  side  to  side  by  a  perpetual  echo, 
and  through  an  arcade  of  trees,  whose  leaves,  ever  and  anon, 
fell  startingly  to  the  ground  beneath  the  light  touch  of  the 
autumn  air;  as  you  saw  the  sails  on  the  river  pass  and  van- 
ish, like  the  cares  which  breathe  over  the  smooth  glass  of 
wisdom,  but  may  not  linger  to  dim  it,  it  was  not  difficult  to 
invest  the  place,  humble  as  it  was,  with  a  classic  interest,  or 
to  recall  the  loved  retreats  of  the  Eoman  bards,  without  smil- 
ing too  fastidiously  at  the  contrast. 

"  Sweet  Echo,  sweetest  nymph,  that  liv'st  unseen, 

Within  thy  airy  shell, 
By  slow  Meander's  margin  green, 

Or  by  the  violet  embroidered  vale 
Where  the  lovelorn  nightingale 
'     Nightly  to  thee  her  sad  song  mourneth  well; 

Sweet  Echo,  dost  thou  shun  those  haunts  of  yore, 
And  in  the  dim  caves  of  a  northern  shore 
Delight  to  dwell ! " 

"Let  the  compliment  to  you,  Pope,"  said  Bolingbroke, 
"  atone  for  the  profanation  of  weaving  three  wretched  lines  of 
mine  with  those  most  musical  notes  of  Milton." 

"  Ah !  "  said  Pope,  "  would  that  you  could  give  me  a  fitting 
inscription  for  my  fount  and  grotto!  The  only  one  I  can 
remember  is  hackneyed,  and  yet  it  has  spoilt  me,  I  fear,  for 
all  others. 

" '  Hujus  Nympha  loci,  sacri  custodia  fontis 

Dormio  dura  blandas  sentio  murmur  aquae ; 
Parce  meum,  quisquis  tanges  cava  marmora,  somnum 
Eumpere  ;  sive  bibas,  sive  lavere,  tace.'  " 1 

"We  cannot  hope  to  match  it,"  said  Bolingbroke,  "though 

1  Thus  very  inadequately  translated  by  Pope  (see  his  Letter  to  Edward 
Blount,  Esq.,  descriptive  of  his  grotto) :  — 

"  Nymph  of  the  grot,  these  sacred  springs  I  keep, 
And  to  the  murmur  of  these  waters  sleep  : 
Ah,  spare  my  slumbers  :  gently  tread  the  cave, 
And  drink  in  silence,  or  in  silence  lave." 

It  is,  however,  quite  impossible  to  convey  to  an  unlearned  reader  the  exqui- 
site  and  spirit-like  beauty  of  the  Latin  verses.  —  ED. 
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you  know  I  value  myself  on  these  things.     But  tell  me  your 
news  of  Gay:  is  he  growing  wiser?" 

"  Not  a  whit ;  he  is  forever  a  dupe  to  the  spes  credula  ;  al- 
ways talking  of  buying  an  annuity,  that  he  may  be  indepen- 
dent, and  always  spending  as  fast  as  he  earns,  that  he  may 
appear  munificent." 

"Poor  Gay!  but  he  is  a  common  example  of  the  improvi- 
dence of  his  tribe,  while  you  are  an  exception.  Yet  mark, 
Devereux,  the  inconsistency  of  Pope's  thrift  and  carelessness : 
he  sends  a  parcel  of  fruit  to  some  ladies  with  this  note,  'Take 
care  of  the  papers  that  wrap  the  apples,  and  return  them 
safely;  they  are  the  only  copies  I  have  of  one  part  of  the 
Iliad.  '  Thus,  you  see,  our  economist  saves  his  paper,  and 
hazards  his  epic !  " 

Pope,  who  is  always  flattered  by  an  allusion  to  his  negli- 
gence of  fame,  smiled  slightly  and  answered,  "What  man, 
alas,  ever  profits  by  the  lessons  of  his  friends?  How  many 
exact  rules  has  our  good  Dean  of  St.  Patrick  laid  down  for 
both  of  us ;  how  angrily  still  does  he  chide  us  for  our  want 
of  prudence  and  our  love  of  good  living !  I  intend,  in  answer 
to  his  charges  on  the  latter  score,  though  I  vouch,  as  I  well 
may,  for  our  temperance,  to  give  him  the  reply  of  the  sage  to 
the  foolish  courtier  —  " 

"What  was  that?"  asked  Bolingbroke. 

"  Why,  the  courtier  saw  the  sage  picking  out  the  best  dishes 
at  table.  'How,'  said  he  with  a  sneer,  'are  sages  such  epi- 
cures?'—  'Do  you  think,  Sir,'  replied  the  wise  man,  reach- 
ing over  the  table  to  help  himself,  'do  you  think,  Sir,  that 
the  Creator  made  the  good  things  of  this  world  only  for 
fools?'" 

"  How  the  Dean  will  pish  and  pull  his  wig  when  he  reads 
your  illustration,"  said  Bolingbroke,  laughing.  "We  shall 
never  agree  in  our  reasonings  on  that  part  of  philosophy. 
Swift  loves  to  go  out  of  his  way  to  find  privation  or  distress, 
and  has  no  notion  of  Epicurean  wisdom ;  for  my  part,  I  think 
the  use  of  knowledge  is  to  make  us  happier.  I  would  com- 
pare the  mind  to  the  beautiful  statue  of  Love  by  Praxiteles. 
When  its  eyes  were  bandaged  the  countenance  seemed  grave 
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and  sad,  but  the  moment  you  removed  the  bandage  the  most 
serene  and  enchanting  smile  diffused  itself  over  the  whole 
face." 

So  passed  the  morning  till  the  hour  of  dinner,  and  this  re- 
past was  served  with  an  elegance  and  luxury  which  the  sons 
of  Apollo  seldom  command.1  As  the  evening  closed,  our  con- 
versation fell  upon  friendship,  and  the  increasing  disposition 
towards  it  which  comes  with  increasing  years.  "Whilst  my 
mind,"  said  Bolingbroke,  "shrinks  more  and  more  from  the 
world,  and  feels  in  its  independence  less  yearning  to  external 
objects,  the  ideas  of  friendship  return  oftener, — they  busy 
me,  they  warm  me  more.  Is  it  that  we  grow  more  tender  as 
the  moment  of  our  great  separation  approaches?  or  is  it  that 
they  who  are  to  live  together  in  another  state  (for  friendship 
exists  not  but  for  the  good)  begin  to  feel  more  strongly  that 
divine  sympathy  which  is  to  be  the  great  bond  of  their  future 
society?"8 

While  Bolingbroke  was  thus  speaking,  and  Pope  listened 
with  all  the  love  and  reverence  which  he  evidently  bore  to  his 
friend  stamped  upon  his  worn  but  expressive  countenance,  I 
inly  said,  "  Surely,  the  love  between  minds  like  these  should 
live  and  last  without  the  changes  that  ordinary  affections  feel! 
Who  would  not  mourn  for  the  strength  of  all  human  ties,  if 
hereafter  these  are  broken,  and  asperity  succeed  to  friendship, 
or  aversion  to  esteem?  J,  a  wanderer,  without  heir  to  my 
memory  and  wealth,  shall  pass  away,  and  my  hasty  and  un* 
mellowed  fame  will  moulder  with  my  clay;  but  will  the 
names  of  those  whom  I  now  behold  ever  fall  languidly  on  the 
ears  of  a  future  race,  and  will  there  not  forever  be  some  sym- 
pathy with  their  friendship,  softer  and  warmer  than  admira- 
tion for  their  fame?" 

We  left  our  celebrated  host  about  two  hours  before  mid- 
night, and  returned  to  Dawley. 

1  Pope  seems  to  have  been  rather  capricious  in  this  respect ;  bnt  in  general 
he  must  be  considered  open  to  the  sarcasm  of  displaying  the  bounteous  host 
K>  those  who  did  not  want  a  dinner,  and  the  niggard  to  those  who  did.  —  ED. 

2  This  beautiful  sentiment  is  to  be  found,  with  very  slight  alteration,  in  a 
letter  from  Bolingbroke  to  Swift — ED. 
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On  our  road  thither  I  questioned  Bolingbroke  respecting 
Montreuil,  and  I  found  that,  as  I  had  surmised,  he  was  able 
to  give  me  some  information  of  that  arch-schemer.  Gerald's 
money  and  hereditary  influence  had  procured  tacit  connivance 
at  the  Jesuit's  residence  in  England,  and  Montreuil  had  for 
some  years  led  a  quiet  and  unoffending  life  in  close  retire- 
ment. "Lately,  however,"  said  Bolingbroke,  "I  have  learned 
that  the  old  spirit  has  revived,  and  I  accidentally  heard  three 
days  ago,  when  conversing  with  one  well  informed  on  state 
matters,  that  this  most  pure  administration  has  discovered 
some  plot  or  plots  with  which  Montreuil  is  connected;  I  be- 
lieve he  will  be  apprehended  in  a  few  days." 

"And  where  lurks  he?" 

"  He  was,  I  heard,  last  seen  in  the  neighbourhood  of  your 
brother's  property  at  Devereux  Court,  and  I  imagine  it 
probable  that  he  is  still  in  that  neighbourhood." 

This  intelligence  made  me  resolve  to  leave  Dawley  even 
earlier  than  I  had  intended,  and  I  signified  to  Lord  Boling- 
broke my  intention  of  quitting  him  by  sunrise  the  next  morn- 
ing. He  endeavoured  in  vain  to  combat  my  resolution.  1 
was  too  fearful  lest  Montreuil,  hearing  of  his  danger  from  the 
state,  might  baffle  my  vengeance  by  seeking  some  impenetra- 
ble asylum,  to  wish  to  subject  my  meeting  with  him  and  with 
Gerald,  whose  co-operation  I  desired,  to  any  unnecessary  de- 
lay. I  took  leave  of  my  host  therefore  that  night,  and  or- 
dered my  carriage  to  be  in  readiness  by  the  first  dawn  of 
morning. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  PLOT  APPROACHES  ITS  DENOUEMENT. 

ALTHOUGH  the  details  of  my  last  chapter  have  somewhat 
retarded  the  progress  of  that  denouement  with  which  this  vol- 
ume is  destined  to  close,  yet  I  do  not  think  the  destined 
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reader  will  regret  lingering  over  a  scene  in  which,  after  years 
of  restless  enterprise  and  exile,  he  beholds  the  asylum  which 
fortune  had  prepared  for  the  most  extraordinary  character 
with  which  I  have  adorned  these  pages. 

It  was  before  daybreak  that  I  commenced  my  journey.  The 
shutters  of  the  house  were  as  yet  closed;  the  gray  mists  ris- 
ing slowly  from  the  earth,  and  the  cattle  couched  beneath  the 
trees,  the  cold  but  breezeless  freshness  of  the  morning,  the 
silence  of  the  unawakened  birds,  all  gave  an  inexpressible 
stillness  and  quiet  to  the  scene.  The  horses  slowly  ascended 
a  little  eminence,  and  I  looked  from  the  window  of  the  car- 
riage on  the  peaceful  retreat  I  had  left.  I  sighed  as  I  did  so, 
and  a  sick  sensation,  coupled  with  the  thought  of  Isora,  came 
chill  upon  my  heart.  No  man  happily  placed  in  this  social 
world  can  guess  the  feelings  of  envy  with  which  a  wanderer 
like  me,  without  tie  or  home,  and  for  whom  the  roving  eager- 
ness of  youth  is  over,  surveys  those  sheltered  spots  in  which 
the  breast  garners  up  all  domestic  bonds,  its  household  and 
holiest  delights;  the  companioned  hearth,  the  smile  of  in- 
fancy, and,  dearer  than  all,  the  eye  that  glasses  our  purest, 
our  tenderest,  our  most  secret  thoughts;  these  —  oh,  none 
who  enjoy  them  know  how  they  for  whom  they  are  not  have 
pined  and  mourned  for  them! 

I  had  not  travelled  many  hours,  when,  upon  the  loneliest 
part  of  the  road,  my  carriage,  which  had  borne  me  without  an 
accident  from  Rome  to  London,  broke  down.  The  postilions 
said  there  was  a  small  inn  about  a  mile  from  the  spot ;  thither 
I  repaired :  a  blacksmith  was  sent  for,  and  I  found  the  acci- 
dent to  the  carriage  would  require  several  hours  to  repair. 
No  solitary  chaise  did  the  inn  afford;  but  the  landlord,  who 
was  a  freeholder  and  a  huntsman,  boasted  one  valuable  and 
swift  horse,  which  he  declared  was  fit  for  an  emperor  or  a 
highwayman.  I  was  too  impatient  of  delay  not  to  grasp  at 
this  intelligence.  I  gave  mine  host  whatever  he  demanded 
for  the  loan  of  his  steed,  transferred  my  pistols  to  an  immense 
pair  of  holsters,  which  adorned  a  high  demi-pique  saddle, 
wherewith  he  obliged  me,  and,  within  an  hour  from  the  date 
of  the  accident,  recommenced  my  journey. 
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The  evening  closed,  as  I  became  aware  of  the  presence  of  a 
fellow-traveller.  He  was,  like  myself,  on  horseback.  He 
wore  a  short,  dark  gray  cloak,  a  long  wig  of  a  raven  hue,  and 
a  large  hat,  which,  flapping  over  his  face,  conspired,  with  the 
increasing  darkness,  to  allow  me  a  very  imperfect  survey  of 
his  features.  Twice  or  thrice  he  had  passed  me,  and  always 
with  some  salutation,  indicative  of  a  desire  for  further  ac- 
quaintance ;  but  my  mood  is  not  naturally  too  much  inclined 
to  miscellaneous  society,  and  I  was  at  that  time  peculiarly 
covetous  of  my  own  companionship,,  I  had,  therefore,  given 
but  a  brief  answer  to  the  horseman's  courtesy,  and  had  ridden 
away  from  him  with  a  very  unceremonious  abruptness.  At 
length,  when  he  had  come  up  to  me  for  the  fourth  time,  and 
for  the  fourth  time  had  accosted  me,  my  ear  caught  some- 
thing in  the  tones  of  his  voice  which  did  not  seem  to  me 
wholly  unfamiliar.  I  regarded  him  with  more  attention  than 
I  had  as  yet  done,  and  replied  to  him  more  civilly  and  at 
length.  Apparently  encouraged  by  this  relaxation  from  my 
reserve,  the  man  speedily  resumed. 

"  Your  horse,  Sir, "  said  he,  "  is  a  fine  animal,  but  he  seems 
jaded:  you  have  ridden  far  to-day,  I  '11  venture  to  guess." 

"I  have,  Sir;  but  the  town  where  I  shall  pass  the  night  is 
not  above  four  miles  distant,  I  believe." 

"Hum  —  ha!  —  you  sleep  at  D ,  then?"  said  the  horse- 
man, inquisitively. 

A  suspicion  came  across  me ;  we  were  then  entering  a  very 
lonely  road,  and  one  notoriously  infested  with  highwaymen. 
My  fellow  equestrian's  company  might  have  some  sinister 
meaning  in  it.  I  looked  to  my  holsters,  and  leisurely  taking 
out  one  of  my  pistols,  saw  to  its  priming,  and  returned  it  to- 
its  depository.  The  horseman  noted  the  motion,  and  he 
moved  his  horse  rather  uneasily,  and  I  thought  timidly,  to 
the  other  side  of  the  road. 

"You  travel  well  armed,  Sir,"   said  he,  after  a  pause. 

"  It  is  a  necessary  precaution,  Sir,"  answered  I,  com- 
posedly, "  in  a  road  one  is  not  familiar  with,  and  with  com- 
panions one  has  never  had  the  happiness  to  meet  before." 

"Ahem!  —  ahem! — Parbleu,  Monsieur  le  Comte,   you  al« 
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lude  to  me;  but  I  warrant  this  is  not  the  first  time  we  have 
met." 

"Ha!"  said  I,  riding  closer  to  my  fellow  traveller,  "you 
know  me,  then,  and  we  have  met  before.  I  thought  I  recog- 
nized your  voice,  but  I  cannot  remember  when  or  where  I  last 
heard  it." 

"  Oh,  Count,  I  believe  it  was  only  by  accident  that  we  com- 
menced acquaintanceship,  and  only  by  accident,  you  see,  do 
we  now  resume  it.  But  I  perceive  that  I  intrude  on  your 
solitude.  Farewell,  Count,  and  a  pleasant  night  at  your  inn." 

"Not  so  fast,  Sir,"  said  I,  laying  firm  hand  on  my  compan- 
ion's shoulder,  "I  know  you  now,  and  I  thank  Providence 
that  I  have  found  you.  Marie  Oswald,  it  is  not  lightly  that 
I  will  part  with  you !  " 

"  With  all  my  heart,  Sir,  with  all  my  heart.  But,  morbleu  ! 
Monsieur  le  Comte,  do  take  your  hand  from  my  shoulder:  I 
am  a  nervous  man,  and  your  pistols  are  loaded,  and  perhaps 
you  are  choleric  and  hasty.  I  assure  you  I  am  far  from  wish- 
ing to  part  with  you  abruptly,  for  I  have  watched  you  for  the 
last  two  days  in  order  to  enjoy  the  honour  of  this  interview." 

"  Indeed !  your  wish  will  save  both  of  us  a  world  of  trouble. 
I  believe  you  may  serve  me  effectually;  if  so,  you  will  find 
me  more  desirous  and  more  able  than  ever  to  show  my 
gratitude." 

"Sir,  you  are  too  good,"  quoth  Mr.  Oswald,  with  an  air  far 
more  respectful  than  he  had  yet  shown  me.  "  Let  us  make  to 
your  inn,  and  there  I  shall  be  most  happy  to  receive  your 
commands."  So  saying,  Marie  pushed  on  his  horse,  and  I 
urged  my  own  to  the  same  expedition. 

"But  tell  me,"  said  I,  as  we  rode  on,  "why  you  have  wished 
to  meet  me?  —  me  whom  you  so  cruelly  deserted  and  for- 
sook?" 

"Oh,  parbleu,  spare  me  there!  it  was  not  I  who  deserted 
you:  I  was  compelled  to  fly;  death,  murder,  on  one  side; 
safety,  money,  and  a  snug  place  in  Italy,  as  a  lay-brother  of 
the  Institute  on  the  other!  What  could  I  do?  —  you  were  ill 
in  bed,  not  likely  to  recover,  not  able  to  protect  me  in  my 
present  peril,  in  a  state  that  in  all  probability  never  would 
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require  my  services  for  the  future.  Oh,  Monsieur  le  Comte, 
it  was  not  desertion,  —  that  is  a  cruel  word, —  it  was  self -pres- 
ervation and  common  prudence." 

"Well,"  said  I,  complaisantly,  "you  apply  words  better 
than  I  applied  them.  And  how  long  have  you  been  returned 
to  England?" 

"  Some  few  weeks,  Count,  not  more.  I  was  in  London  when 
you  arrived;  I  heard  of  that  event;  I  immediately  repaired 
to  your  hotel;  you  were  gone  to  my  Lord  Bolingbroke's;  I 
followed  you  thither;  you  had  left  Dawley  when  I  arrived 
there ;  I  learned  your  route  and  followed  you.  Parbleu  and 
morbleu !  I  find  you,  and  you  take  me  for  a  highwayman!  " 

"  Pardon  my  mistake :  the  clearest-sighted  men  are  subject 
to  commit  such  errors,  and  the  most  innocent  to  suffer  by 
them.  So  Montreuil persuaded  you  to  leave  England;  did  he 
also  persuade  you  to  return?  " 

"  No :  I  was  charged  by  the  Institute  with  messages  to  him 
and  others.  But  we  are  near  the  town,  Count,  let  us  defer 
our  conversation  till  then." 

We  entered  D ,  put  up  our  horses,  called  for  an  apart- 
ment,—  to  which  summons  Oswald  added  another  for  wine, 
—  and  then  the  virtuous  Marie  commenced  his  explanations. 
I  was  deeply  anxious  to  ascertain  whether  Gerald  had  ever 
been  made  acquainted  with  the  fraud  by  which  he  had  ob- 
tained possession  of  the  estates  of  Devereux;  and  I  found 
that,  from  Desmarais,  Oswald  had  learned  all  that  had  oc- 
curred to  Gerald  since  Marie  had  left  England.  From  Os- 
wald's prolix  communication,  I  ascertained  that  Gerald  was, 
during  the  whole  of  the  interval  between  my  uncle's  death 
and  my  departure  from  England,  utterly  unacquainted  with 
the  fraud  of  the  will.  He  readily  believed  that  my  uncle  had 
found  good  reason  for  altering  his  intentions  with  respect  to 
me;  and  my  law  proceedings,  and  violent  conduct  towards 
himself,  only  excited  his  indignation,  not  aroused  his  suspi- 
cions. During  this  time  he  lived  entirely  in  the  country,  in- 
dulging the  rural  hospitality  and  the  rustic  sports  which  he 
especially  affected,  and  secretly  but  deeply  involved  with 
Montreuil  in  political  intrigues.  All  this  time  the  AbW 
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made  no  further  use  of  him  than  to  borrow  whatever  sums  he 
required  for  his  purposes.  Isora's  death,  and  the  confused 
story  of  the  document  given  me  by  Oswald,  Montreuil  had  in- 
terpreted to  Gerald  according  to  the  interpretation  of  the 
world;  namely,  he  had  thrown  the  suspicion  upon  Oswald,  as 
a  common  villain,  who  had  taken  advantage  of  my  credulity 
about  the  will,  introduced  himself  into  the  house  on  that 
pretence,  attempted  the  robbery  9f  the  most  valuable  articles 
therein, — which,  indeed,  he  had  succeeded  in  abstracting, — 
and  who,  on  my  awaking  and  contesting  with  him  and  his 
accomplice,  had,  in  self-defence,  inflicted  the  wounds  which 
had  ended  in  my  delirium  and  Isora's  death.  This  part  of 
my  tale  Montreuil  never  contradicted,  and  Gerald  believed  it 
to  the  present  day.  The  affair  of  1715  occurred;  the  govern- 
ment, aware  of  Gerald's  practices,  had  anticipated  his  design 
of  joining  the  rebels;  he  was  imprisoned;  no  act  of  overt 
guilt  on  his  part  was  proved,  or  at  least  brought  forward; 
and  the  government  not  being  willing,  perhaps,  to  proceed  to 
violent  measures  against  a  very  young  man,  and  the  head  of 
a  very  powerful  house,  connected  with  more  than  thirty 
branches  of  the  English  hereditary  nobility,  he  received  his 
acquittal  just  before  Sir  William  Wyndham  and  some  other 
suspected  Tories  received  their  own. 

Prior  to  the  breaking  out  of  that  rebellion,  and  on  the  eve 
of  Montreuil's  departure  for  Scotland,  the  priest  summoned 
Desmarais,  whom,  it  will  be  remembered,  I  had  previously 
dismissed,  and  whom  Montreuil  had  since  employed  in  vari- 
ous errands,  and  informed  him  that  he  had  obtained  for  his 
services  the  same  post  under  Gerald  which  the  Fatalist  had 
filled  under  me.  Soon  after  the  failure  of  the  rebellion,  Dev- 
ereux  Court  was  destroyed  by  accidental  fire ;  and  Montreuil, 
who  had  come  over  in  disguise,  in  order  to  renew  his  attacks 
on  my  brother's  coffers  (attacks  to  which  Gerald  yielded  very 
sullenly,  and  with  many  assurances  that  he  would  no  more 
incur  the  danger  of  political  and  seditious  projects),  now  ad- 
vised Gerald  to  go  up  to  London,  and,  in  order  to  avoid  the 
suspicion  of  the  government,  to  mix  freely  in  the  gayeties  of 
the  court.  Gerald  readily  consented;  for,  though  internally 
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convinced  that  the  charms  of  the  metropolis  were  not  equal 
to  those  of  the  country,  yet  he  liked  change,  and  Devereux 
Court  being  destroyed,  he  shuddered  a  little  at  the  idea  of  re- 
building so  enormous  a  pile.  Before  Gerald  left  the  old  tower 
(my  tower)  which  was  alone  spared  by  the  flames,  and  at 
which  he  had  resided,  though  without  his  household,  rather 
than  quit  a  place  where  there  was  such  "  excellent  shooting, " 
Montreuil  said  to  Desmarais,  "This  ungrateful  seigneur  de 
village  already  shows  himself  the  niggard;  he  must  know 
what  we  know, —  that  is  our  only  sure  hold  of  him, — but  he 
must  not  know  it  yet ; "  and  he  proceeded  to  observe  that  it 
was  for  the  hotbeds  of  courtly  luxury  to  mellow  and  hasten 
an  opportunity  for  the  disclosure.  He  instructed  Desmarais 
to  see  that  Gerald  (whom  even  a  valet,  at  least  one  so  artful 
as  Desmarais,  might  easily  influence)  partook  to  excess  of 
every  pleasure, —  at  least  of  every  pleasure  which  a  gentle- 
man might  without  derogation  to  his  dignity  enjoy.  Gerald 
went  to  town,  and  very  soon  became  all  that  Montreuil 
desired. 

Montreuil  came  again  to  England;  his  great  project,  Al- 
beroni's  project,  had  failed.  Banished  Trance  and  Spain, 
and  excluded  Italy,  he  was  desirous  of  obtaining  an  asylum  in 
England,  until  he  could  negotiate  a  return  to  Paris.  For  the 
first  of  these  purposes  (the  asylum)  interest  was  requisite; 
for  the  latter  (the  negotiation)  money  was  desirable.  He 
came  to  seek  both  these  necessaries  in  Gerald  Devereux. 
Gerald  had  already  arrived  at  that  prosperous  state  when 
money  is  not  lightly  given  away.  A  dispute  arose;  and 
Montreuil  raised  tht  veil,  and  showed  the  heir  on  what  terms 
his  estates  were  held. 

Rightly  Montreuil  had  read  the  human  heart !  So  long  as 
Gerald  lived  in  the  country,  and  tasted  not  the  full  enjoy- 
ments of  his  great  wealth,  it  would  have  been  highly  perilous 
to  have  made  this  disclosure ;  for,  though  Gerald  had  no  great 
love  for  me,  and  was  bold  enough  to  run  any  danger,  yet  he 
was  neither  a  Desmarais  nor  a  Montreuil.  He  was  that  most 
capricious  thing,  a  man  of  honour;  and  at  that  day  he  would 
instantly  have  given  up  the  estate  to  me,  and  Montreuil  and 
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the  philosopher  to  the  hangman.  But,  after  trwo  or  three 
years  of  every  luxury  that  wealth  could  purchase;  after  liv- 
ing in  those  circles,  too,  where  wealth  is  the  highest  possible 
merit,  and  public  opinion,  therefore,  only  honours  the  rich, 
fortune  became  far  more  valuable  and  the  conscience  far  less 
nice.  Living  at  Devereux  Court,  Gerald  had  only  30,OOOZ. 
a  year;  living  in  London,  he  had  all  that  30,OOOZ.  a  year  can 
purchase :  a  very  great  difference  this  indeed !  Honour  is  a 
fine  bulwark  against  a  small  force;  but,  unbacked  by  other 
principle,  it  is  seldom  well  manned  enough  to  resist  a  large 
one.  When,  therefore,  Montreuil  showed  Gerald  that  he 
could  lose  his  estate  in  an  instant ;  that  the  world  would  never 
give  him  credit  for  innocence,  when  guilt  would  have  con- 
ferred on  him  such,  advantages ;  that  he  would  therefore  part 
with  all  those  et  ccetera  which,  now  in  the  very  prime  of  life, 
made  his  whole  idea  of  human  enjoyments ;  that  he  would  no 
longer  be  the  rich,  the  powerful,  the  honoured,  the  magnificent, 
the  envied,  the  idolized  lord  of  thousands,  but  would  sink  at 
once  into  a  younger  brother,  dependent  on  the  man  he  most 
hated  for  his  very  subsistence, —  since  his  debts  would  greatly 
exceed  his  portion, —  and  an  object  through  life  of  contemptu- 
ous pity  or  of  covert  suspicion;  that  all  this  change  could 
happen  at  a  word  of  Montreuil 's,  what  wonder  that  he  should 
be  staggered, —  should  hesitate  and  yield?  Montreuil  ob- 
tained, then,  whatever  sums  he  required;  and  through  Ger- 
ald's influence,  pecuniary  and  political,  procured  from  the 
minister  a  tacit  permission  for  him  to  remain  in  England, 
under  an  assumed  name  and  in  close  retirement.  Since  then, 
Montreuil  (though  secretly  involved  in  treasonable  practices) 
had  appeared  to  busy  himself  solely  in  negotiating  a  pardon 
at  Paris.  Gerald  had  lived  the  life  of  a  man  who,  if  he  has 
parted  with  peace  of  conscience,  will  make  the  best  of  the 
bargain  by  procuring  every  kind  of  pleasure  in  exchange ;  and 
le  petit  Jean  Desmarais,  useful  to  both  priest  and  spendthrift, 
had  passed  his  time  very  agreeably, — laughing  at  his  employ- 
ers, studying  philosophy,  and  filling  his  pockets ;  for  I  need 
scarcely  add  that  Gerald  forgave  him  without  much  difficulty 
for  his  share  in  the  forgery.  A  man,  as  Oswald  shrewdly 
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observed,  is  seldom  inexorable  to  those  crimes  by  which  he 
has  profited.  "And  where  lurks  Montreuil  now?"  I  asked} 
"  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Devereux  Court?  " 

Oswald  looked  at  me  with  some  surprise.  "  How  learned 
you  that,  Sir?  It  is  true.  He  lives  quietly  and  privately 
in  that  vicinity.  The  woods  around  the  house,  the  caves  in 
the  beach,  and  the  little  isle  opposite  the  castle,  afford  him  in 
turn  an  asylum;  and  the  convenience  with  which  correspond- 
ence with  France  can  be  there  carried  on  makes  the  scene  of 
his  retirement  peculiarly  adapted  to  his  purpose." 

I  now  began  to  question  Oswald  respecting  himself;  for  I 
was  not  warmly  inclined  to  place  implicit  trust  in  the  ser- 
vices of  a  man  who  had  before  shown  himself  at  once  mer- 
cenary and  timid.  There  was  little  cant  or  disguise  about 
that  gentleman;  he  made  few  pretences  to  virtues  which  he 
did  not  possess ;  and  he  seemed  now,  both  by  wine  and  famil- 
iarity, peculiarly  disposed  to  be  frank.  It  was  he  who  in 
Italy  (among  various  other  and  less  private  commissions)  had 
been  appointed  by  Montreuil  to  watch  over  Aubrey ;  on  my 
brother's  death  he  had  hastened  to  England,  not  only  to  ap- 
prise Montreuil  of  that  event,  but  charged  with  some  especial 
orders  to  him  from  certain  members  of  the  Institute.  He 
had  found  Montreuil  busy,  restless,  intriguing,  even  in  se- 
clusion, and  cheered  by  a  recent  promise,  from  Fleuri  him- 
self, that  he  should  speedily  obtain  pardon  and  recall.  It 
was,  at  this  part  of  Oswald's  story,  easy  to  perceive  the  causes 
of  his  renewed  confidence  in  me.  Montreuil,  engaged  in  new 
plans  and  schemes,  at  once  complicated  and  vast,  paid  but  a 
slight  attention  to  the  wrecks  of  his  past  projects.  Aubrey 
dead,  myself  abroad,  Gerald  at  his  command, —  he  perceived, 
in  our  house,  no  cause  for  caution  or  alarm.  This,  appar- 
ently, rendered  him  less  careful  of  retaining  the  venal  ser- 
vices of  Oswald  than  his  knowledge  of  character  should  have 
made  him;  and  when  that  gentleman,  then  in  London,  acci- 
dentally heard  of  my  sudden  arrival  in  this  country,  he  at 
once  perceived  how  much  more  to  his  interest  it  would  be  to 
serve  me  than  to  maintain  an  ill-remunerated  fidelity  to  Mon- 
treuii.  In  fact,  as  I  have  since  learned,  the  priest's  discre- 
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tion  was  less  to  blame  than  I  then  imagined;  for  Oswald  was 
of  a  remarkably  impudent,  profligate,  and  spendthrift  turn; 
and  his  demands  for  money  were  considerably  greater  than 
the  value  of  his  services ;  or  perhaps,  as  Montreuil  thought, 
when  Aubrey  no  longer  lived,  than  the  consequence  of  his 
silence.  When,  therefore,  I  spoke  seriously  to  my  new  ally 
of  my  desire  of  wreaking  ultimate  justice  on  the  crimes  of 
Montreuil,  I  found  that  his  zeal  was  far  from  being  chilled 
by  my  determination,  —  nay,  the  very  cowardice  of  the  man 
made  him  ferocious;  and  the  moment  he  resolved  to  betray 
Montreuil,  his  fears  for  the  priest's  vengeance  made  him 
eager  to  destroy  where  he  betrayed.  I  am  not  addicted  to 
unnecessary  procrastination.  Of  the  unexpected  evidence  I 
had  found  I  was  most  eager  to  avail  myself.  I  saw  at  once 
how  considerably  Oswald's  testimony  would  lessen  any  diffi- 
culty I  might  have  in  an  explanation  with  Gerald,  as  well  as 
in  bringing  Montreuil  to  justice:  and  the  former  measure 
seemed  to  me  necessary  to  insure,  or  at  least  to  expedite,  the 
latter.  I  proposed,  therefore,  to  Oswald,  that  he  should  im- 
mediately accompany  me  to  the  house  in  which  Gerald  was 
then  a  visitor;  the  honest  Marie,  conditioning  only  for  an- 
other bottle,  which  he  termed  a  travelling  comforter,  readily 
acceded  to  my  wish.  I  immediately  procured  a  chaise  and 
horses ;  and  in  less  than  two  hours  from  the  time  we  entered 
the  inn  we  were  on  the  road  to  Gerald.  What  an  impulse  to 
the  wheel  of  destiny  had  the  event  of  that  one  day  given ! 

At  another  time,  I  might  have  gleaned  amusement  from  the 
shrewd  roguery  of  my  companion,  but  he  found  me  then  but  a 
dull  listener.  I  served  him,  in  truth,  as  men  of  his  stamp 
are  ordinarily  served:  so  soon  as  I  had  extracted  from  him 
whatever  was  meet  for  present  use,  I  favoured  him  with  little 
further  attention.  He  had  exhausted  all  the  communications 
it  was  necessary  for  me  to  know;  so,  in  the  midst  of  a  long 
story  about  Italy,  Jesuits,  and  the  wisdom  of  Marie  Oswald, 
I.  affected  to  fall  asleep ;  my  companion  soon  followed  my  ex- 
ample in  earnest,  and  left  me  to  meditate,  undisturbed,  over 
all  that  I  had  heard,  and  over  the  schemes  now  the  most 
promising  of  success.  I  soon  taught  myself  to  look  with  a 
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lenient  eye  on  Gerald's  after-connivance  in  Montreuil's  for- 
gery ;  and  I  felt  that  I  owed  to  my  surviving  brother  so  large 
an  arrear  of  affection  for  the  long  injustice  I  had  rendered 
him  that  I  was  almost  pleased  to  find  something  set  upon  the 
opposite  score.  All  men,  perhaps,  would  rather  forgive  than 
be  forgiven.  I  resolved,  therefore,  to  affect  ignorance  of 
Gerald's  knowledge  of  the  forgery;  and,  even  should  he  con- 
fess it,  to  exert  all  my  art  to  steal  from  the  confession  its 
shame.  From  this  train  of  reflection  my  mind  soon  directed 
itself  to  one  far  fiercer  and  more  intense ;  and  I  felt  my  heart 
pause,  as  if  congealing  into  marble,  when  I  thought  of  Mon- 
treuil  and  anticipated  justice. 

It  was  nearly  noon  on  the  following  day  when  we  arrived 

at  Lord 's  house.  We  found  that  Gerald  had  left  it  the 

day  before,  for  the  enjoyment  of  the  field-sports  at  Devereux 
Court,  and  thither  we  instantly  proceeded. 

It  has  often  seemed  to  me  that  if  there  be,  as  certain  an- 
cient philosophers  fabled,  one  certain  figure  pervading  all 
nature,  human  and  universal,  it  is  the  circle.  Round,  in  one 
vast  monotony,  one  eternal  gyration,  roll  the  orbs  of  space. 
Thus  moves  the  spirit  of  creative  life,  kindling,  progressing, 
maturing,  decaying,  perishing,  reviving  and  rolling  again, 
and  so  onward  forever  through  the  same  course;  and  thus 
even  would  seem  to  revolve  the  mysterious  mechanism  of 
human  events  and  actions.  Age,  ere  it  returns  to  "the  second 
childishness,  the  mere  oblivion  "  from  which  it  passes  to  the 
grave,  returns  also  to  the  memories  and  the  thoughts  of  youth : 
its  buried  loves  arise;  its  past  friendships  rekindle.  The 
wheels  of  the  tired  machine  are  past  the  meridian,  and  the 
arch  through  which  they  now  decline  has  a  correspondent 
likeness  to  the  opposing  segment  through  which  they  had 
borne  upward  in  eagerness  and  triumph.  Thus  it  is,  too,  that 
we  bear  within  us  an  irresistible  attraction  to  our  earliest 
home.  Thus  it  is  that  we  say,  "It  matters  not  where  our 
midcourse  is  run,  but  we  will  die  in  the  place  where  we  were 
born,  —  in  the  point  of  space  whence  began  the  circle,  there 
also  shall  it  end!"  This  is  the  grand  orbit  through  which 
Mortality  passes  only  once ;  but  the  same  figure  may  pervade 
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all  through  which  it  moves  on  its  journey  to  the  grave.  Thus, 
one  peculiar  day  of  the  round  year  has  been  to  some  an  era, 
always  colouring  life  with  an  event.  Thus,  to  others,  some 
peculiar  place  has  been  the  theatre  of  strange  action,  influenc- 
ing all  existence,  whenever,  in  the  recurrence  of  destiny,  that 
place  has  been  revisited.  Thus  was  it  said  by  an  arch-sorcerer 
of  old,  whose  labours  yet  exist, —  though  perhaps,  at  the  mo- 
ment I  write,  there  are  not  three  living  beings  who  know  of 
their  existence, —  that  there  breathes  not  that  man  who  would 
not  find,  did  he  minutely  investigate  the  events  of  life,  that, 
in  some  fixed  and  distinct  spot  or  hour  or  person,  there  lived, 
though  shrouded  and  obscure,  the  pervading  demon  of  his  fate ; 
and  whenever,  in  their  several  paths,  the  two  circles  of  being 
touched,  that  moment  made  the  unnoticed  epoch  of  coming 
prosperity  or  evil.  I  remember  well  that  this  bewildering 
yet  not  unsolemn  reflection,  or  rather  fancy,  was  in  my  mind, 
as,  after  the  absence  of  many  years,  I  saw  myself  hastening 
to  the  home  of  my  boyhood,  and  cherishing  the  fiery  hope  of 
there  avenging  the  doom  of  that  love  which  I  had  there  con- 
ceived. Deeply,  and  in  silence,  did  I  brood  over  the  dark 
shapes  which  my  thoughts  engendered;  and  I  woke  not  from 
my  revery,  till,  as  the  gray  of  the  evening  closed  around  us, 
we  entered  the  domains  of  Devereux  Court.  The  road  was 
rough  and  stony,  and  the  horses  moved  slowly  on.  How  fa- 
miliar was  everything  before  me!  The  old  pollards  which 
lay  scattered  in  dense  groups  on  either  side,  and  which  had 
lived  on  from  heir  to  heir,  secure  in  the  little  temptation  they 
afforded  to  cupidity,  seemed  to  greet  me  with  a  silent  but  in- 
telligible welcome.  Their  leaves  fell  around  us  in  the  autumn 
air,  and  the  branches  as  they  waved  towards  me  seemed  to 
say,  "  Thou  art  returned,  and  thy  change  is  like  our  own :  the 
green  leaves  of  thy  heart  have  fallen  from  thee  one  by  one ; 
like  us  thou  survivest,  but  thou  art  desolate ! "  The  hoarse 
cry  of  the  rooks,  gathering  to  their  rest,  came  fraught  with  the 
music  of  young  associations  on  my  ear.  Many  a  time  in  the 
laughing  spring  had  I  lain  in  these  groves,  watching,  in 
the  young  brood  of  those  citizens  of  air,  a  mark  for  my  child- 
ish skill  and  careless  disregard  of  life.  We  acquire  mercy  as 
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we  acquire  thought:    I  would  not  now  have  harmed  one  of 
those  sable  creatures  for  a  king's  ransom! 

As  we  cleared  the  more  wooded  belt  of  the  park,  and  entered 
the  smooth  space,  on  which  the  trees  stood  alone  and  at  rarer 
intervals,  while  the  red  clouds,  still  tinged  wfth  the  hues  of 
the  departed  sun,  hovered  on  the  far  and  upland  landscape,  — 
like  Hope  flushing  over  Futurity, —  a  mellowed  yet  rapid 
murmur,  distinct  from  the  more  distant  dashing  of  the  sea, 
broke  abruptly  upon  my  ear.  It  was  the  voice  of  that  brook 
whose  banks  had  been  the  dearest  haunt  of  my  childhood; 
and  now,  as  it  burst  thus  suddenly  upon  me,  I  longed  to  be 
alone,  that  I  might  have  bowed  down  my  head  and  wept  as  if 
it  had  been  the  welcome  of  a  living  thing!  At  once,  and  as 
by  a  word,  the  hardened  lava,  the  congealed  stream  of  the 
soul's  Etna,  was  uplifted  from  my  memory,  and  the  bowers 
and  palaces  of  old,  the  world  of  a  gone  day,  lay  before  me! 
With  how  wild  an  enthusiasm  had  I  apostrophized  that  stream 
on  the  day  in  which  I  first  resolved  to  leave  its  tranquil  re- 
gions and  fragrant  margin  for  the  tempest  and  tumult  of  the 
world.  On  that  same  eve,  too,  had  Aubrey  and  I  taken  sweet 
counsel  together ;  on  that  same  eve  had  we  sworn  to  protect, 
to  love,  and  to  cherish  one  another !  —  AND  NOW  !  —  I  saw  the 
very  mound  on  which  we  had  sat, —  a  solitary  deer  made  it 
his  couch,  and,  as  the  carriage  approached,  the  deer  rose,  and 
then  I  saw  that  he  had  been  wounded,  perhaps  in  some  con- 
test with  his  tribe,  and  that  he  could  scarcely  stir  from  the 
spot.  I  turned  my  face  away,  and  the  remains  of  my  ances- 
tral house  rose  gradually  in  view.  That  house  was  indeed 
changed;  a  wide  and  black  heap  of  ruins  spread  around;  the 
vast  hall,  with  its  oaken  rafters  and  huge  hearth,  was  no 
more, — I  missed  that,  and  I  cared  not  for  the  rest.  The  long 
galleries,  the  superb  chambers,  the  scenes  of  revelry  or  of 
pomp,  were  like  the  court  companions  who  amuse,  yet  attach 
us  not;  but  the  hall,  the  old  hall,  —  the  old,  hospitable  hall, 
—  had  been  as  a  friend  in  all  seasons,  and  to  all  comers,  and 
its  mirth  had  been  as  open  to  all  as  the  heart  of  its  last 
owner !  My  eyes  wandered  from  the  place  where  it  had  been, 
and  the  tall,  lone,  gray  tower,  consecrated  to  my  ill-fated 
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namesake,  and  in  which  my  own  apartments  had  been  situated, 
rose  like  the  last  of  a  warrior  band,  stern,  gaunt,  and  solitary, 
over  the  ruins  around. 

The  carriage  now  passed  more  rapidly  over  the  neglected 
road,  and  wound  where  the  ruins,  cleared  on  either  side,  per- 
mitted access  to  the  tower.  In  two  minutes  more  I  was  in 
the  same  chamber  with  my  only  surviving  brother.  Oh, 
why —  why  can  I  not  dwell  upon  that  scene,  that  embrace, 
that  reconciliation?  —  alas!  the  wound  is  not  yet  scarred 
over. 

I  found  Gerald,  at  first,  haughty  and  sullen;  he  expected 
my  reproaches  and  defiance, —  against  them  he  was  hardened; 
he  was  not  prepared  for  my  prayers  for  our  future  friend- 
ship, and  my  grief  for  our  past  enmity,  and  he  melted  at 
once! 

But  let  me  hasten  over  this.  I  had  well-nigh  forgot  that, 
at  the  close  of  my  history,  I  should  find  one  remembrance  so 
endearing,  and  one  pang  so  keen.  Rapidly  I  sketched  to 
Gerald  the  ill  fate  of  Aubrey,  but  lingeringly  did  I  dwell 
upon  Montreuil's  organized  and  most  baneful  influence  over 
him,  and  over  us  all ;  and  I  endeavoured  to  arouse  in  Gerald 
some  sympathy  with  my  own  deep  indignation  against  that 
villain.  I  succeeded  so  far  as  to  make  him  declare  that  he 
was  scarcely  less  desirous  of  justice  than  myself;  but  there 
was  an  embarrassment  in  his  tone  of  which  I  was  at  no  loss 
to  perceive  the  cause.  To  accuse  Montreuil  publicly  of  his 
forgery  might  ultimately  bring  to  light  Gerald's  latter  knowl- 
edge of  the  fraud.  I  hastened  to  say  that  there  was  now  no 
necessity  to  submit  to  a  court  of  justice  a  scrutiny  into  our 
private,  gloomy,  and  eventful  records.  No,  from  Oswald's 
communications  I  had  learned  enough  to  prove  that  Boling- 
broke  had  been  truly  informed,  and  that  Montreuil  had  still, 
and  within  the  few  last  weeks,  been  deeply  involved  in 
schemes  of  treason,  full  proof  of  which  could  be  adduced,  far 
more  than  sufficient  to  insure  his  death  by  the  public  execu- 
tioner. Upon  this  charge  I  proposed  at  the  nearest  town  (the 

memorable  seaport  of  )  to  accuse  him,  and  to  obtain  a 

warrant  for  his  immediate  apprehension;  upon  this  charge  I 
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proposed  alone  to  proceed  against  him,  and  by  it  alone  to  take 
justice  upon  his  more  domestic  crimes. 

My  brother  yielded  at  last  his  consent  to  my  suggestions. 
"I  understand,"  said  I,  "that  Montreuil  lurks  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  these  ruins,  or  in  the  opposite  islet.  Know  you 
if  he  has  made  his  asylum  in  either  at  this  present  time?  " 

"  No,  my  brother, "  answered  Gerald,  "  but  I  have  reason  to 
believe  that  he  is  in  our  immediate  vicinity,  for  I  received  a 

letter  from  him  three  days  ago,  when  at  Lord 's,  urging 

a  request  that  I  would  give  him  a  meeting  here,  at  my  earli- 
est leisure,  previous  to  his  leaving  England." 

"Has  he  really  then  obtained  permission  to  return  to 
France?" 

"  Yes, "  replied  Gerald,  "  he  informed  me  in  this  letter  that 
he  had  just  received  intelligence  of  his  pardon." 

"  May  it  fit  him  the  better, "  said  I,  with  a  stern  smile,  "  for 
a  more  lasting  condemnation.  But  if  this  be  true  we  have 
not  a  moment  to  lose :  a  man  so  habitually  vigilant  and  astute 
will  speedily  learn  my  visit  hither,  and  forfeit  even  his  ap- 
pointment with  you,  should  he,  which  is  likely  enough,  enter- 
tain any  suspicion  of  our  reconciliation  with  each  other; 
moreover,  he  may  hear  that  the  government  have  discovered 
his  designs,  and  may  instantly  secure  the  means  of  flight. 

Let  me,  therefore,  immediately  repair  to ,  and  obtain  a 

warrant  against  him,  as  well  as  officers  to  assist  our  search. 
In  the  meanwhile  you  shall  remain  here,  and  detain  him, 
should  he  visit  you;  but  where  is  the  accomplice?  —  let  us 
seize  him,  instantly,  for  I  conclude  he  is  with  you." 

"What,  Desmarais?"  rejoined  Gerald.  "Yes,  he  is  the 
only  servant,  besides  the  old  portress,  which  these  poor 
ruins  will  allow  me  to  entertain  in  the  same  dwelling  with 

myself;  the  rest  of  my  suite  are  left  behind  at  Lord 's. 

But  Desmarais  is  not  now  within;  he  went  out  about  two 
hours  ago." 

"Ha!"  said  I,  " in  all  likelihood  to  meet  the  priest;  shall 
•we  wait  his  return,  and  extort  some  information  of  Mon- 
treuil's  lurking-hole?" 

Before  Gerald  could  answer,  we  heard  a  noise  without,  and 
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presently  I  distinguished  the  bland  tones  of  the  hypocritical 
Fatalist,  in  soft  expostulation  with  the  triumphant  voice  of 
Mr.  Marie  Oswald.  I  hastened  out,  and  discovered  that  the 
lay-brother,  whom  I  left  in  the  chaise,  having  caught  a  glimpse 
of  the  valet  gliding  among  the  ruins,  had  recognized,  seized, 
and  by  the  help  of  the  postilions,  dragged  him  to  the  door  of 
the  tower.  The  moment  Desmarais  saw  me  he  ceased  to 
struggle :  he  met  my  eye  with  a  steady  but  not  disrespectful 
firmness ;  he  changed  not  even  the  habitual  hue  of  his  counte- 
nance,—  he  remained  perfectly  still  in  the  hands  of  his  ar- 
resters ;  and  if  there  was  any  vestige  of  his  mind  discoverable 
in  his  sallow  features  and  glittering  eye,  it  was  not  the  sign 
of  fear,  or  confusion,  or  even  surprise ;  but  a  ready  prompt- 
ness to  meet  danger,  coupled,  perhaps,  with  a  little  doubt 
whether  to  defy  or  to  seek  first  to  diminish  it. 

Long  did  I  gaze  upon  him, —  struggling  with  internal  rage 
and  loathing,  the  mingled  contempt  and  desire  of  destruction 
with  which  we  gaze  upon  the  erect  aspect  of  some  small  but 
venomous  and  courageous  reptile, —  long  did  I  gaze  upon  him 
before  I  calmed  and  collected  my  voice  to  speak :  — 

"So  I  have  thee  at  last!  First  comes  the  base  tool,  and 
that  will  I  first  break,  before  I  lop  off  the  guiding  hand." 

"  So  please  Monsieur  my  Lord  the  Count, "  answered  Des- 
marais, bowing  to  the  ground,  "  the  tool  is  a  file,  and  it  would 
be  useless  to  bite  against  it." 

"We  will  see  that,"  said  I,  drawing  my  sword;  "prepare 
to  die!  "  and  I  pointed  the  blade  to  his  throat  with  so  sudden 
and  menacing  a  gesture  that  his  eyes  closed  involuntarily, 
and  the  blood  left  his  thin  cheek  as  white  as  ashes :  but  he 
shrank  not. 

"If  Monsieur,"  said  he,  with  a  sort  of  smile,  "will  kill  his 
poor,  old,  faithful  servant,  let  him  strike.  Fate  is  not  to  be 
resisted ;  and  prayers  are  useless !  " 

"Oswald,"  said  I,  "release  your  prisoner;  wait  here,  and 
keep  strict  watch.  Jean  Desmarais,  follow  me!" 

I  ascended  the  stairs,  and  Desmarais  followed.  "Now,"  I 
said,  when  he  was  alone  with  Gerald  and  myself,  "your  days 
are  numbered:  you  will  fall;  not  by  my  hand,  but  by  that  of 
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the  executioner.  Not  only  your  forgery,  but  your  robbery, 
your  abetment  of  murder,  are  known  to  me;  your  present 
lord,  with  an  indignation  equal  to  my  own,  surrenders  you  to 
justice.  Have  you  aught  to  urge,  not  in  defence  —  for  to  that 
I  will  not  listen  —  but  in  atonement?  Can  you  now  commit 
any  act  which  will  cause  me  to  forego  justice  on  those  which 
you  have  committed?"  Desmarais  hesitated.  "Speak,"  said 
I.  He  raised  his  eyes  to  mine  with  an  inquisitive  and  wist- 
ful look. 

"Monsieur,"  said  the  wretch,  with  his  obsequious  smile, 
"Monsieur  has  travelled,  has  shone^  has  succeeded;  Monsieur 
must  have  made  enemies :  let  him  name  them,  and  his  poor, 
old,  faithful  servant  will  do  his  best  to  become  the  humble 
instrument  of  their  fate!" 

Gerald  drew  himself  aside,  and  shuddered.  Perhaps  till 
then  he  had'  not  been  fully  aware  how  slyly  murder,  as  well 
as  fraud,  can  lurk  beneath  urbane  tones  and  laced  ruffles. 

"  I  have  no  enemy, "  said  I,  "  but  one ;  and  the  hangman  will 
do  my  office  upon  him;  but  point  out  to  me  the  exact  spot 
where  at  this  moment  he  is  concealed,  and  you  shall  have  full 
leave  to  quit  this  country  forever.  That  enemy  is  Julian 
Montreuil ! " 

"Ah,  ah!"  said  Desmarais,  musingly,  and  in  a  tone  very 
different  from  that  in  which  he  usually  spoke ;  "  must  it  be 
so,  indeed?  For  twenty  years  of  youth  and  manhood  I  have 
clung  to  that  man,  and  woven  my  destiny  with  his,  because  I 
believed  him  born  under  the  star  which  shines  on  statesmen 
and  pontiffs.  Does  dread  Necessity  now  impel  me  to  betray 
him?  —  him,  the  only  man  I  ever  loved.  So  —  so  —  so !  Count 
Devereux,  strike  me  to  the  core :  I  will  not  betray  Bertrand 
Collinot!" 

"  Mysterious  heart  of  man !  "  I  exclaimed  inly,  as  I  gazed 
upon  the  low  brow,  the  malignant  eye,  the  crafty  lip  of  this 
wretch,  who  still  retained  one  generous  and  noble  sentiment 
at  the  bottom  of  so  base  a  breast.  But  if  it  sprang  there,  it 
only  sprang  to  wither! 

"As  thou  wilt,"  said  I;  "remember,  death  is  the  alterna- 
tive. By  thy  birth-star;  Jean  Desmarais,  I  should  question 
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whether  perfidy  be  not  better  luck  than  hanging:  but  time 
speeds;  farewell;  I  shall  meet  thee  on  thy  day  of  trial." 

I  turned  to  the  door  to  summon  Oswald  to  his  prisoner. 
Pr.siiiarai.s  roused  himself  from  the  revery  in  which  he  ap- 
peared to  have  sunk. 

"Why  do  I  doubt?"  said  he,  slowly.  "Were  the  alterna- 
tive his,  would  he  not  hang  me  as  he  would  hang  his  dog  if  it 
went  mad  and  menaced  danger?  My  very  noble  and  merciful 
master,"  continued  the  Fatalist,  turning  to  me,  and  relapsing 
into  his  customary  mannei,  "it  is  enough!  I  can  refuse 
nothing  to  a  gentleman  who  has  such  insinuating  manners. 
Moutreuil  may  be  in  your  power  this  night;  but  that  rests 
solely  with  me.  If  I  speak  not,  a  few  hours  will  place  him 
irrevocably  beyond  your  reach.  If  I  betray  him  to  you, 
will  Monsieur  swear  that  I  shall  have  my  pardon  for  past 
errors  ?  " 

"On  condition  of  leaving  England,"  I  answered,  for  slight 
was  my  comparative  desire  of  justice  against  Desmarais ;  and 
since  I  had  agreed  with  Gerald  not  to  bring  our  domestic  rec- 
ords to  the  glare  of  day,  justice  againsb  Desmarais  was  not 
easy  of  attainment;  while,  on  the  other  hand,  so  precarious 
seemed  the  chance  of  discovering  Montreuil  before  he  left 
England,  without  certain  intelligence  of  his  movements,  that 
I  was  willing  to  forego  any  less  ardent  feeling,  for  the  speedy 
gratification  of  that  which  made  the  sole  surviving  passion 
of  my  existence. 

"Be  it  so,"  rejoined  Desmarais;  "there  is  better  wine  in 
France!  And  Monsieur  my  present  master,  Monsieur  Ger- 
ald, will  you  too  pardon  your  poor  Desmarais  for  his  proof  of 
the  great  attachment  he  always  bore  to  you?" 

"Away,  wretch!"  cried  Gerald,  shrinking  back;  "your 
villany  taints  the  very  air!" 

Desmarais  lifted  his  eyes  to  heaven,  with  a  look  of  appeal- 
ing innocence ;  but  I  was  wearied  with  this  odious  farce. 

"The  condition  is  made,"  said  I:  "remember,  it  only  holds 
good  if  Montreuil 's  person  is  placed  in  our  power.  Now 
explain." 

"This  night,  then,"  answered  Desmarais,  "Montreuil  pro- 
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poses  to  leave  England  by  means  of  a  French  privateer,  or 
pirate,  if  that  word  please  you  better.  Exactly  at  the  hour 
of  twelve,  he  will  meet  some  of  the  sailors  upon  the  seashore, 
by  the  Castle  Cave;  thence  they  proceed  in  boats  to  the  islet, 
off  which  the  pirate's  vessel  awaits  them.  If  you  would  seize 
Montreuil,  you  must  provide  a  force  adequate  to  conquer  the 
companions  he  will  meet.  The  rest  is  with  you;  my  part  is 
fulfilled." 

"Remember!  I  repeat  if  this  be  one  of  thy  inventions, 
thou  wilt  hang." 

"  I  have  said  what  is  true, "  said  Desmarais,  bitterly ;  "  and 
were  not  life  so  very  pleasant  to  me,  I  would  sooner  have  met 
the  rack." 

I  made  no  reply;  but,  summoning  Oswald,  surrendered 
Desmarais  to  his  charge.  I  then  held  a  hasty  consultation 
with  Gerald,  whose  mind,  however,  obscured  by  feelings  of 
gloomy  humiliation,  and  stunned  perhaps  by  the  sudden  and 
close  following  order  of  events,  gave  me  but  little  assistance 
in  my  projects.  I  observed  his  feelings  with  great  pain ;  but 
that  was  no  moment  for  wrestling  with  them.  I  saw  that  I 
could  not  depend  upon  his  vigorous  co-operation;  and  that 
even  if  Montreuil  sought  him,  he  might  want  the  presence  of 
mind  and  the  energy  to  detain  my  enemy.  I  changed  there- 
fore the  arrangement  we  had  first  proposed. 

"I  will  remain  here,"  said  I,  "and  I  will  instruct  the  old 
portress  to  admit  to  me  any  one  who  seeks  audience  with  you. 
Meanwhile,  Oswald  and  yourself,  if  you  will  forgive,  and 

grant  my  request  to  that  purport,  will  repair  to  ,  and 

informing  the  magistrate  of  our  intelligence,  procure  such 
armed  assistance  as  may  give  battle  to  the  pirates,  should 
that  be  necessary,  and  succeed  in  securing  Montreuil ;  the  as- 
sistance may  be  indispensable;  at  all  events,  it  will  be  pru- 
dent to  secure  it :  perhaps  for  Oswald  alone,  the  magistrates 
would  not  use  that  zeal  and  expedition  which  a  word  of  yours 
can  command." 

"Of  mine?"  said  Gerald,  "say  rather  of  yours;  you  are 
the  lord  of  these  broad  lands!" 

"Xevor,  my  dearest  brother,   shall  they  pass  to   me  from 
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their  present  owner:  but  let  us  hasten  now  to  execute  justice; 
we  will  talk  afterwards  of  friendship." 

I  then  sought  Oswald,  who,  if  a  physical  coward,  was  mor- 
ally a  ready,  bustling,  and  prompt  man;  and  I  felt  that  I 
could  rely  more  upon  him  than  I  could  at  that  moment  upon 
Gerald.  I  released  him  therefore  of  his  charge,  and  made 
Desmarais  a  close  prisoner  in  the  inner  apartment  of  the 
tower.  I  then  gave  Oswald  the  most  earnest  injunctions  to 
procure  the  assistance  we  might  require,  and  to  return  with  it 
as  expeditiously  as  possible ;  and  cheered  by  the  warmth  and 
decision  of  his  answer,  I  saw  him  depart  with  Gerald,  and 
felt  my  heart  beat  high  with  the  anticipation  of  midnight 
and  retribution. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE     CATASTROPHE. 

IT  happened  unfortunately  that  the  mission  to was  in- 
dispensable. The  slender  accommodation  of  the  tower  for- 
bade Gerald  the  use  of  his  customary  attendants,  and  the 
neighbouring  villagers  were  too  few  in  number,  and  too  ill 
provided  with  weapons,  to  encounter  men  cradled  in  the  very 
lap  of  danger;  moreover,  it  was  requisite,  above  all  things, 
that  no  rumour  or  suspicion  of  our  intended  project  should 
obtain  wind,  and,  by  reaching  Montreuil's  ears,  give  him 
some  safer  opportunity  of  escape.  I  had  no  doubt  of  the 
sincerity  of  the  Fatalist's  communications,  and  if  I  had,  the 
subsequent  conversation  I  held  with  him,  when  Gerald  and 
Oswald  were  gone,  would  have  been  sufficient  to  remove  it. 
He  was  evidently  deeply  stung  by  the  reflection  of  his  own 
treachery,  and,  singularly  enough,  with  Montreuil  seemed  to 
perish  all  his  worldly  hopes  and  aspirations.  Desmarais,  I 
.found,  was  a  man  of  much  higher  ambition  than  I  had  im- 
agined; and  he  had  linked  himself  closely  to  Montreuil,  be- 
cause, from  the  genius  and  the  resolution  of  the  priest,  he 
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had  drawn  the  most  sanguine  auguries  of  his  future  power. 
A.S  the  night  advanced,  he  grew  visibly  anxious;  and,  having 
fully  satisfied  myself  that  I  might  count  indisputably  upon 
his  intelligence,  I  once  more  left  him  to  his  meditations,  and, 
alone  in  the  outer  chamber,  I  collected  myself  for  the  coming 
event.  I  had  fully  hoped  that  Montreuil  would  have  repaired 
to  the  tower  in  search  of  Gerald,  and  this  was  the  strongest 
reason  which  had  induced  me  to  remain  behind:  but  time 
waned;  he  came  not,  and  at  length  it  grew  so  late  that  I 

began  to  tremble  lest  the  assistance  from  should  not 

arrive  in  time. 

It  struck  the  first  quarter  after  eleven :  in  less  than  an  hour 
my  enemy  would  be  either  in  my  power  or  beyond  its  reach; 
still  Gerald  and  our  allies  came  not;  my  suspense  grew  intol- 
erable, my  pulse  raged  with  fever ;  I  could  not  stay  for  two 
seconds  in  the  same  spot ;  a  hundred  times  had  I  drawn  my 
sword,  and  looked  eagerly  along  its  bright  blade.  "Once," 
thought  I,  as  I  looked,  "thou  didst  cross  the  blade  of  my 
mortal  foe,  and  to  my  danger  rather  than  victory  j,  years  have 
brought  skill  to  the  hand  which  then  guided  thee,  and  in  the 
red  path  of  battle  thou  hast  never  waved  in  vain.  Be  stained 
but  once  more  with  human  blood,  and  I  will  prize  every  drop 
of  that  blood  beyond  all  the  triumphs  thou  hast  brought 
me ! "  Yes,  it  had  been  with  a  fiery  and  intense  delight  that 
I  had  learned  that  Montreuil  would  have  companions  to  his 
flight  in  lawless  and  hardened  men,  who  would  never  yield 
him  a  prisoner  without  striking  for  his  rescue ;  and  I  knew 
enough  of  the  courageous  and  proud  temper  of  my  purposed 
victim  to  feel  assured  that,  priest  as  he  was,  he  would  not 
hesitate  to  avail  himself  of  the  weapons  of  his  confederates  or 
to  aid  them  with  his  own.  Then  would  it  be  lawful  to  oppose 
violence  to  his  resistance,  and  with  my  own  hand  to  deal  the 
death-blow  of  retribution.  Still  as"  these  thoughts  flashed 
over  me  my  heart  grew  harder,  and  my  blood  rolled  more 
burningly  through  my  veins.  "They  come  not;  Gerald  re- 
turns not, "  I  said,  as  my  eye  dwelt  on  the  clock,  and  saw  the 
minutes  creep  one  after  the  other:  "it  matters  not;  HE  at 
least  shall  not  escape !  —  were  he  girt  by  a  million,  I  would 
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single  him  from  the  herd;  one  stroke  of  this  right  hand  is  all 
that  I  ask  of  life,  then  let  them  avenge  him  if  they  will." 
Thus  resolved,  and  despairing  at  last  of  the  return  of  Gerald, 
I  left  the  tower,  locked  the  outer  door,  as  a  still  further  se- 
curity against  my  prisoner's  escape,  and  repaired  with  silent 
but  swift  strides  to  the  beach  by  the  Castle  Cave.  It  wanted 
about  half  an  hour  to  midnight:  the  night  was  still  and 
breathless;  a  dim  mist  spread  from  sea  to  sky,  through 
which  the  stars  gleamed  forth  heavily,  and  at  distant  inter- 
vals. The  moon  was  abroad,  but  the  vapours  that  surrounded 
her  gave  a  watery  and  sicklied  dulness  to  her  light,  and  where- 
ever  in  the  niches  and  hollows  of  the  cliff  the  shadows  fell, 
all  was  utterly  dark  and  unbroken  by  the  smallest  ray ;  only 
along  the  near  waves  of  the  sea  and  the  whiter  parts  of  the 
level  sand  were  objects  easily  discernible.  I  strode  to  and 
fro  for  a  few  minutes 'before  the  Castle  Cave;  I  saw  no  one, 
and  I  seated  myself  in  stern  vigilance  upon  a  stone,  in  a  worn 
recess  of  the  rock,  and  close  by  the  mouth  of  the  Castle  Cave. 
The  spot  where  I  sat  was  wrapped  in  total  darkness,  and  I  felt 
assured  that  I  might  wait  my  own  time  for  disclosing  myself. 
I  had  not  been  many  minutes  at  my  place  of  watch  before  I 
saw  the  figure  of  a  man  approach  from  the  left;  he  moved 
with  rapid  steps,  and  once  when  he  passed  along  a  place 
where  the  wan  light  of  the  skies  was  less  obscured  I  saw 
enough  of  his  form  and  air  to  recognize  Montreuil.  He 
neared  the  cave;  he  paused;  he  was  within  a  few  paces  of 
me ;  I  was  about  to  rise,  when  another  figure  suddenly  glided 
from  the  mouth  of  the  cave  itself. 

"Ha!"  cried  the  latter,  "it  is  Bertrand  Collinot:  Fate  be 
lauded!" 

Had  a  voice  from  the  grave  struck  my  ear,  it  would  have 
scarcely  amazed  me  more  than  that  which  I  now  heard. 
Could  I  believe  my  senses?  the  voice  was  that  of  Desmarais, 
whom  I  had  left  locked  within  the  inner  chamber  of  the 
tower!  "Fly,"  he  resumed,  "fly  instantly;  you  have  not  a 
moment  to  lose :  already  the  stern  Morton  waits  thee ;  already 
the  hounds  of  justice  are  on  thy  track  j  tarry  not  for  the  pi- 
rates, but  begone  at  once." 
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"You  rave,  man!  What  mean  you?  the  boats  will  be  here 
immediately.  While  you  yet  speak  methinks  I  can  descry 
them  on  the  sea.  Something  of  this  I  dreaded  when,  some 

hours  ago,  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  Gerald  on  the  road  to . 

I  saw  not  the  face  of  his  companion ;  but  I  would  not  trust 
myself  in  the  tower:  yet  I  must  await  the  boats ;  flight  is  in- 
deed requisite,  but  they  make  the  only  means  by  which  flight 
is  safe ! " 

"  Pray,  then,  thou  who  believest,  pray  that  they  may  come 
soon,  or  thou  diest  and  I  with  thee!  Morton  is  returned, —  is 
reconciled  to  his  weak  brother.  Gerald  and  Oswald  are  away 

to for  men  to  seize  and  drag  thee  to  a  public  death.     I 

was  arrested, —  threatened;  but  one  way  to  avoid  prison  and 
cord  was  shown  me.  Curse  me,  Bertrand,  for  I  embraced  it. 
I  told  them  thou  wouldst  fly  to-night,  and  with  whom.  They 
locked  me  in  the  inner  chamber  of  the  tower;  Morton  kept 
guard  without.  At  length  I  heard  him  leave  the  room;  I 
heard  him  descend  the  stairs,  and  lock  the  gate  of  the  tower. 
Ha!  ha!  little  dreamed  he  of  the  wit  of  Jean  Desmarais! 
Thy  friend  must  scorn  bolt  and  bar,  Bertrand  Collinot.  They 
had  not  searched  me :  I  used  my  instruments ;  thou  knowest 
that  with  those  instruments  I  could  glide  through  stone  walls ! 
—  I  opened  the  door ;  I  was  in  the  outer  room ;  I  lifted  the 
trap  door  which  old  Sir  William  had  had  boarded  over,  and 
which  thou  hadst  so  artfully  and  imperceptibly  replaced, 
when  thou  wantedst  secret  intercourse  with  thy  pupils;  I 
sped  along  the  passage,  came  to  the  iron  door,  touched  the 
spring  thou  hadst  inserted  in  the  plate  which  the  old  knight 
had  placed  over  the  key-hole,  and  have  come  to  repair  my 
coward  treachery,  to  save  and  to  fly  with  thee.  But  while  I 
speak  we  tread  on  a  precipice.  Morton  has  left  the  house, 
and  is  even  now  perhaps  in  search  of  thee." 

"Ha!  I  care  not  if  he  be,"  said  Montreuil,  in  a  low  but 
haughty  tone.  "  Priest  though  I  am,  I  have  not  assumed  the 
garb,  without  assuming  also  the  weapon,  of  the  layman. 
Even  now  I  have  my  hand  upon  the  same  sword  which  shone 
under  the  banners  of  Mar;  and  which  once,  but  for  my  fool 
ish  mercy,  would  have  rid  me  forever  of  this  private  foe." 
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"Unsheath  it  now,  Julian  Montreuil!"  said  I,  coming 
from  my  retreat,  and  confronting  the  pair. 

Montreuil  recoiled  several  paces.  At  that  instant  a  shot 
boomed  along  the  waters. 

"  Haste,  haste ! "  cried  Desmarais,  hurrying  to  the  waves, 
as  a  boat,  now  winding  the  cliff,  became  darkly  visible: 
"haste,  Bertrand,  here  are  Bonjean  and  his  men;  but  they 
are  pursued!" 

Once  did  Montreuil  turn,  as  if  to  fly;  but  my  sword  was  at 
his  breast,  and,  stamping  fiercely  on  the  ground,  he  drew  his 
rapier  and  parried  and  returned  my  assault;  but  he  retreated 
rapidly  towards  the  water  while  he  struck;  and  wild  and 
loud  came  the  voices  from  the  boat,  which  now  touched  the 
shore. 

"Come  —  coma — come — the  officers  are  upon  us;  we  can 
wait  not  a  moment!"  and  Montreuil,  as  he  heard  the  cries, 
mingled  with  oaths  and  curses,  yet  quickened  his  pace  to- 
wards the  quarter  whence  they  came.  His  steps  were  tracked 
by  his  blood :  twice  had  my  sword  passed  through  his  flesh ; 
but  twice  had  it  failed  my  vengeance,  and  avoided  a  mortal 
part.  A  second  boat,  filled  also  with  the  pirates,  followed 
the  first;  but  then  another  and  a  larger  vessel  bore  black  and 
fast  over  the  water ;  the  rush  and  cry  of  men  were  heard  on 
land;  again  and  nearer  a  shot  broke  over  the  heavy  air, — an- 
other and  another, — a  continued  fire.  The  strand  was  now 
crowded  with  the  officers  of  justice.  The  vessel  beyond  for- 
bade escape  to  the  opposite  islet.  There  was  no  hope  for  the 
pirates  but  in  contest,  or  in  dispersion  among  the  cliffs  or 
woods  on  the  shore.  They  formed  their  resolution  at  once, 
and  stood  prepared  and  firm,  partly  on  their  boats,  partly  on 
the  beach  around  them.  Though  the  officers  were  far  more 
numerous,  the  strife  —  fierce,  desperate,  and  hand  to  hand  — 
seemed  equally  sustained.  Montreuil,  as  he  retreated  before 
me,  bore  back  into  the  general  mette,  and,  as  the  press  thick- 
ened, we  were  for  some  moments  separated.  It  was  at  this 
time  that  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  Gerald;  he  seemed  also  then 
to  espy  me,  and  made  eagerly  towards  me.  Suddenly  he  was 
snatched  from  my  view.  The  fray  relaxed;  the  officers,  evi- 
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dently  worsted,  retreated  towards  the  land,  and  the  pirates 
appeared  once  more  to  entertain  the  hope  of  making  their 
escape  by  water.  Probably  they  thought  that  the  darkness 
of  the  night  might  enable  them  to  baffle  the  pursuit  of  the 
adverse  vessel,  which  now  lay  expectant  and  passive  on  the 
wave.  However  this  be,  they  made  simultaneously  to  their 
boats,  and  among  their  numbers  I  descried  Montreuil.  I  set 
my  teeth  with  a  calm  and  prophetic  wrath.  But  three  strokes 
did  my  good  blade  make  through  that  throng  before  I  was  by 
his  side ;  he  had  at  that  instant  his  hold  upon  the  boat's  edge, 
and  he  stood  knee-deep  in  the  dashing  waters.  I  laid  my 
grasp  upon  his  shoulder,  and  my  cheek  touched  his  own  as  I 
hissed  in  his  ear,  "I  am  with  thee  yet!  "  He  turned  fiercely; 
he  strove  in  vain  to  shake  off  my  grasp.  The  boat  pushed 
away,  and  his  last  hope  of  escape  was  over.  At  this  moment 
the  moon  broke  away  from  the  mist,  and  we  saw  each  other 
plainly,  and  face  to  face.  There  was  a  ghastly  but  set  de- 
spair in  MontreuiPs  lofty  and  proud  countenance,  which 
changed  gradually  to  a  fiercer  aspect,  as  he  met  my  gaze. 
Once  more,  foot  to  foot  and  hand  to  hand,  we  engaged ;  the 
increased  light  of  the  skies  rendered  the  contest  more  that  of 
skill  than  it  had  hitherto  been,  and  Montreuil  seemed  to  col- 
lect all  his  energies,  and  to  fight  with  a  steadier  and  a  cooler 
determination.  Nevertheless  the  combat  was  short.  Once 
my  antagonist  had  the  imprudence  to  raise  his  arm  and  ex- 
pose his  body  to  my  thrust:  his  sword  grazed  my  cheek, —  I 
shall  bear  the  scar  to  my  grave, —  mine  passed  twice  through 
his  breast,  and  he  fell,  bathed  in  his  blood,  at  my  feet. 

"  Lift  him ! "  I  said,  to  the  men  who  now  crowded  round. 
They  did  so,  and  he  unclosed  his  eyes,  and  glared  upon  me  as 
the  death-pang  convulsed  his  features,  and  gathered  in  foam 
to  his  lips.  But  his  thoughts  were  not  upon  his  destroyer, 
nor  upon  the  wrongs  he  had  committed,  nor  upon  any  solitary 
being  in  the  linked  society  which  he  had  injured. 

"Order  of  Jesus,"  he  muttered,  "had  I  but  lived  three 
months  longer,  I  — " 

So  died  Julian  Montreuil. 
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CONCLUSION. 

MONTBEUIL  was  not  the  only  victim  in  the  brief  combat  of 
that  night ;  several  of  the  pirates  and  their  pursuers  perished, 
and  among  the  bodies  we  found  Gerald.  He  had  been  pierced, 
by  a  shot,  through  the  brain,  and  was  perfectly  lifeless  when 
his  body  was  discovered.  By  a  sort  of  retribution,  it  seems 
that  my  unhappy  brother  received  his  death-wound  from  a 
shot,  fired  (probably  at  random)  by  Desmarais;  and  thus  the 
instrument  of  the  fraud  he  had  tacitly  subscribed  to  became 
the  minister  of  his  death.  Nay,  the  retribution  seemed  even 
to  extend  to  the  very  method  by  which  Desmarais  had  escaped ; 
and,  as  the  reader  has  perceived,  the  subterranean  communi- 
cation which  had  been  secretly  reopened  to  deceive  my  uncle 
made  the  path  which  had  guided  Gerald's  murderer  to  the 
scene  which  afterwards  ensued.  The  delay  of  the  officers  had 
been  owing  to  private  intelligence,  previously  received  by  the 
magistrate  to  whom  Gerald  had  applied,  of  the  number  and 
force  of  the  pirates,  and  his  waiting  in  consequence  for  a  mil- 
itary reinforcement  to  the  party  to  be  despatched  against 
them.  Those  of  the  pirates  who  escaped  the  conflict  escaped 
also  the  pursuit  of  the  hostile  vessel ;  they  reached  the  islet, 
and  gained  their  captain's  ship.  A  few  shots  between  the 
two  vessels  were  idly  exchanged,  and  the  illicit  adventurers 
reached  the  French  shore  in  safety.  With  them  escaped 
Desmarais,  and  of  him,  from  that  hour  to  this,  I  have  heard 
nothing:  so  capriciously  plays  Time  with  villains! 

Marie  Oswald  has  lately  taken  unto  himself  a  noted  inn  on 
the  North  Road,  a  place  eminently  calculated  for  the  display 
of  his  various  talents ;  he  has  also  taken  unto  himself  a  WIFE, 
of  whose  tongue  and  temper  he  has  been  known  already  to 
complain  with  no  Socratic  meekness;  and  we  may  therefore 
opine  that  his  misdeeds  have  not  altogether  escaped  their 
fitting  share  of  condemnation. 
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Succeeding  at  once,  by  the  death  of  my  poor  brother,  to  the 
DEVEREUX  estates,  I  am  still  employed  in  rebuilding,  on  a  yet 
more  costly  scale,  my  ancestral  mansion.  So  eager  and  im- 
patient is  my  desire  for  the  completion  of  my  undertaking 
that  I  allow  rest  neither  by  night  nor  day,  and  half  of  the 
work  will  be  done  by  torchlight.  With  the  success  of  this 
project  terminates  my  last  scheme  of  Ambition. 

Here,  then,  at  the  age  of  thirty-four,  I  conclude  the  history 
of  my  life.  Whether  in  the  star  which,  as  I  now  write, 
shines  in  upon  me,  and  which  a  romance,  still  unsubdued, 
has  often  dreamed  to  be  the  bright  prophet  of  my  fate,  some- 
thing of  future  adventure,  suffering,  or  excitement  is  yet 
predestined  to  me ;  or  whether  life  will  muse  itself  away  in 
the  solitudes  which  surround  the  home  of  my  past  childhood 
and  the  scene  of  my  present  retreat, —  creates  within  me  but 
slight  food  for  anticipation  or  conjecture.  I  have  exhausted 
the  sources  of  those  feelings  which  flow,  whether  through  the 
channels  of  anxiety  or  of  hope,  towards  the  future;  and  the 
restlessness  of  my  manhood,  having  attained  its  last  object, 
has  done  the  labour  of  time,  and  bequeathed  to  me  the  in- 
difference of  age. 

If  love  exists  for  me  no  longer,  I  know  well  that  the  mem- 
ory of  that  which  has  been  is  to  me  far  more  than  a  living 
love  is  to  others ;  and  perhaps  there  is  no  passion  so  full  of 
tender,  of  soft,  and  of  hallowing  associations  as  the  love 
which  is  stamped  by  death.  If  I  have  borne  much,  and  my 
spirit  has  worked  out  its  earthly  end  in  travail  and  in  tears, 
yet  I  would  not  forego  the  lessons  which  my  life  has  be- 
queathed me,  even  though  they  be  deeply  blended  with  sad- 
ness and  regret.  No!  were  I  asked  what  best  dignifies  the 
present  and  consecrates  the  past;  what  enables  us  alone  to 
draw  a  just  moral  from  the  tale  of  life ;  what  sheds  the  purest 
light  upon  our  reason ;  what  gives  the  firmest  strength  to  our 
religion;  and,  whether  our  remaining  years  pass  in  seclusion 
or  in  action,  is  best  fitted  to  soften  the  heart  of  man,  and  to 
elevate  the  soul  to  God, —  I  would  answer,  with  Lassus,  it  is 
"  EXPERIENCE  ! " 


LUCRETIA 


OR 


THE     CHILDREN     OF     NIGHT 
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"LUCRETIA;  or,  The  Children  of  Night,"  was  begun 
simultaneously  with  "The  Caxtons:  a  Family  Picture." 
The  two  fictions  were  intended  as  pendwits  ;  both  serving, 
amongst  other  collateral  aims  and  objects,  to  show  the 
influence  of  home  education,  of  early  circumstance  and 
example,  upon  after  character  and  conduct.  "  Lucretia  " 
was  completed  and  published  before  "  The  Caxtons. "  The 
moral  design  of  the  first  was  misunderstood  and  assailed; 
that  of  the  last  was  generally  acknowledged  and  approved  : 
the  moral  design  in  both  was  nevertheless  precisely  the 
same.  But  in  one  it  was  sought  through  the  darker  side 
of  human  nature;  in  the  other  through  the  more  sunny 
and  cheerful :  one  shows  the  evil,  the  other  the  salutary 
influences,  of  early  circumstance  and  training.  Neces- 
sarily, therefore,  the  first  resorts  to  the  tragic  elements 
of  awe  and  distress, ; — the  second  to  the  comic  elements  of 
humour  and  agreeable  emotion.  These  differences  serve 
to  explain  the  different  reception  that  awaited  the  two, 
and  may  teach  us  how  little  the  real  conception  of  an 
author  is  known,  and  how  little  it  is  cared  for ;  we  judge, 
not  by  the  purpose  he  conceives,  but  according  as  the 
impressions  he  effects  are  pleasurable  or  painful.  But 
while  1  cannot  acquiesce  in  much  of  the  hostile  criticism 
this  fiction  produced  at  its  first  appearance,  I  readily 
allow  that  as  a  mere  question  of  art  the  story  might  have 
been  improved  in  itself,  and  rendered  more  acceptable  to 
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the  reader,  by  diminishing  the  gloom  of  the  catastrophe. 
In  this  edition  I  have  endeavoured  to  do  so ;  and  the  victim 
whose  fate  in  the  former  cast  of  the  work  most  revolted 
the  reader,  as  a  violation  of  the  trite  but  amiable  law  of 
Poetical  Justice,  is  saved  from  the  hands  of  the  Children 
of  Night.  Perhaps,  whatever  the  faults  of  this  work,  it 
equals  most  of  its  companions  in  the  sustainment  of  in- 
terest, and  in  that  coincidence  between  the  gradual  devel- 
opment of  motive  or  passion,  and  the  sequences  of  external 
events  constituting  plot,  which  mainly  distinguish  the 
physical  awe  of  tragedy  from  the  coarse  horrors  of  melo- 
drama. I  trust  at  least  that  I  shall  now  find  few  readers 
who  will  not  readily  acknowledge  that  the  delineation  of 
crime  has  only  been  employed  for  the  grave  and  impres- 
sive purpose  which  brings  it  within  the  due  province  of 
the  poet, —  as  an  element  of  terror  and  a  warning  to  the 
heart. 

LONDON,  December  7. 


PREFACE  TO  THE  FIRST   EDITION. 


IT  is  somewhere  about  four  years  since  I  appeared  be- 
fore the  public  as  the  writer  of  a  fiction,  which  I  then 
intimated  would  probably  be  my  last ;  but  bad  habits  are 
stronger  than  good  intentions.  When  Fabricio,  in  his 
hospital,  resolved  upon  abjuring  the  vocation  of  the  Poet, 
he  was,  in  truth,  recommencing  his  desperate  career  by  a 
Farewell  to  the  Muses, —  I  need  not  apply  the  allusion. 

I  must  own,  however,  that  there  had  long  been  a  desire 
in  my  mind  to  trace,  in  some  work  or  other,  the  strange 
and  secret  ways  through  which  that  Arch-ruler  of  Civili- 
zation, familiarly  called  "Money,"  insinuates  itself  into 
our  thoughts  and  motives,  our  hearts  and  actions ;  affect- 
ing those  who  undervalue  as  those  who  overestimate  its 
importance ;  ruining  virtues  in  the  spendthrift  no  less 
than  engendering  vices  in  the  miser.  But  when  I  half 
implied  my  farewell  to  the  character  of  a  novelist,  I  had 
imagined  that  this  conception  might  be  best  worked  out 
upon  the  stage.  After  some  unpublished  and  imperfect 
attempts  towards  so  realizing  my  design,  I  found  either 
that  the  subject  was  too  wide  for  the  limits  of  the  Drama, 
or  that  I  wanted  that  faculty  of  concentration  which  alone 
enables  the  dramatist  to  compress  multiform  varieties 
into  a  very  limited  compass.  With  this  design,  I  desired 
to  unite  some  exhibition  of  what  seems  to  me  a  principal 
vice  in  the  hot  and  emulous  chase  for  happiness  or  fame, 
fortune  or  knowledge,  which  is  almost  synonymous  with 
the  cant  phrase  of  "the  March  of  Intellect,"  in  that  crisis 
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of  society  to  which  we  have  arrived.  The  vice  I  allude 
to  is  Impatience.  That  eager  desire  to  press  forward, 
not  so  much  to  conquer  obstacles  as  to  elude  them ;  that 
gambling  with  the  solemn  destinies  of  life,  seeking  ever 
to  set  success  upon  the  chance  of  a  die ;  that  hastening 
from  the  wish  conceived  to  the  end  accomplished;  that 
thirst  after  quick  returns  to  ingenious  toil,  and  breathless 
spurrings  along  short  cuts  to  the  goal,  which  we  see  every- 
where around  us,  from  the  Mechanics'  Institute  to  the 
Stock  Market,  —  beginning  in  education  with  the  primers 
of  infancy,  deluging  us  with  "Philosophies  for  the  Mil- 
lion" and  "Sciences  made  Easy;"  characterizing  the 
books  of  our  writers,  the  speeches  of  our  statesmen,  no 
less  than  the  dealings  of  our  speculators, —  seem,  I  con- 
fess, to  me  to  constitute  a  very  diseased  and  very  general 
symptom  of  the  times.  I  hold  that  the  greatest  friend 
to  man  is  labour;  that  knowledge  without  toil,  if  possible, 
were  worthless ;  that  toil  in  pursuit  of  knowledge  is  the 
best  knowledge  we  can  attain ;  that  the  continuous  effort 
for  fame  is  nobler  than  fame  itself;  that  it  is  not  wealth 
suddenly  acquired  which  is  deserving  of  homage,  but  the 
virtues  which  a  man  exercises  in  the  slow  pursuit  of 
wealth,  — the  abilities  so  called  forth,  the  self-denials  so 
imposed;  in  a  word,  that  Labour  and  Patience  are  the 
true  schoolmasters  on  earth.  While  occupied  with  these 
ideas  and  this  belief,  whether  right  or  wrong,  and  slowly 
convinced  that  it  was  only  in  that  species  of  composition 
with  which  I  was  most  familiar  that  I  could  work  out 
some  portion  of  the  plan  that  I  began  to  contemplate,  I 
became  acquainted  with  the  histories  of  two  criminals 
existing  in  our  own  age,  —  so  remarkable,  whether  from 
the  extent  and  darkness  of  the  guilt  committed,  whether 
from  the  glittering  accomplishments  and  lively  temper  of 
the  one,  the  profound  knowledge  and  intellectual  capaci- 
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ties  of  the  other,  that  the  examination  and  analysis  of 
characters  so  perverted  became  a  study  full  of  intense,  if 
gloomy,  interest. 

In  these  persons  there  appear  to  have  been  as  few  re- 
deemable points  as  can  be  found  in  Human  Nature,  so  far 
as  such  points  may  be  tracetl  in  the  kindly  instincts  and 
generous  passions  which  do  sometimes  accompany  the 
perpetration  of  great  crimes,  arid,  without  excusing  the 
individual,  vindicate  the  species.  Yet,  on  the  other 
hand,  their  sanguinary  wickedness  was  not  the  dull  feroc- 
ity of  brutes;  it  was  accompanied  with  instruction  and 
culture, —  nay,  it  seemed  to  me,  on  studying  their  lives 
and  pondering  over  their  own  letters,  that  through  their 
cultivation  itself  we  could  arrive  at  the  secret  of  the  ruth- 
less and  atrocious  pre-eminence  in  evil  these  Children  of 
Night  had  attained;  that  here  the  monster  vanished  into 
the  mortal,  and  the  phenomena  that  seemed  aberrations 
from  Nature  were  explained. 

1  could  not  resist  the  temptation  of  reducing  to  a  tale 
the  materials  which  had  so  engrossed  my  interest  and 
tasked  my  inquiries.  And  in  this  attempt,  various  in- 
cidental opportunities  have  occurred,  if  not  of  completely 
carrying  out,  still  of  incidentally  illustrating,  my  earlier 
design, —  of  showing  the  influence  of  Mammon  upon  our 
most  secret  selves,  of  reproving  the  impatience  which  is 
engendered  by  a  civilization  that,  with  much  of  the  good, 
brings  all  the  evils  of  competition,  and  of  tracing  through- 
out, all  the  influences  of  early  household  life  upon  our 
subsequent  conduct  and  career.  In  such  incidental  bear- 
ings the  moral  may  doubtless  be  more  obvious  than  in  the 
delineation  of  the  darker  and  rarer  crime  which  forms 
the  staple  of  my  narrative.  For  in  extraordinary  guilt 
we  are  slow  to  recognize  ordinary  warnings, —  we  say  to 
the  peaceful  conscience.  "This  concerns  thee  not  !  " 
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whereas  at  each  instance  of  familiar  fault  and  common- 
place error  we  own  a  direct  and  sensible  admonition. 
Yet  in  the  portraiture  of  gigantic  crime,  poets  have 
rightly  found  their  sphere  and  fulfilled  their  destiny  of 
teachers.  Those  terrible  truths  which  appall  us  in  the 
guilt  of  Macbeth  or  the  villany  of  lago,  have  their  moral 
uses  not  less  than  the  popular  infirmities  of  Tom  Jones, 
or  the  every-day  hypocrisy  of  Blifil.  Incredible  as  it  may 
seem,  the  crimes  herein  related  took  place  within  the  last 
seventeen  years.  There  has  been  no  exaggeration  as  to 
their  extent,  no  great  departure  from  their  details;  the 
means  employed,  even  that  which  seems  most  far-fetched, 
-  the  instrument  of  the  poisoned  ring,  —  have  their 
foundation  in  literal  facts.  Nor  have  I  much  altered  the 
social  position  of  the  criminals,  nor  in  the  least  overrated 
their  attainments  and  intelligence.  In  those  more  salient 
essentials  which  will  most,  perhaps,  provoke  the  Reader's 
incredulous  wonder,  I  narrate  a  history,  not  invent  a  fic- 
tion.1 All  that  Romance  which  our  own  time  affords  is 
not  more  the  romance  than  the  philosophy  of  the  time. 
Tragedy  never  quits  the  world,  —  it  surrounds  us  every- 
where. We  have  but  to  look,  wakeful  and  vigilant, 
abroad,  and  from  the  age  of  Pelops  to  that  of  Borgia,  the 
same  crimes,  though  under  different  garbs,  will  stalk  on 
our  paths.  Each  age  comprehends  in  itself  specimens  of 
every  virtue  and  every  vice  which  has  ever  inspired  our 
love  or  moved  our  horror. 

LONDON,  November  1,  1846. 

1  These  criminals  were  not,  however,  in  actual  life,  as  in  the  novel,  inti- 
mates and  accomplices.  Their  crimes  were  of  similar  character,  effected  by 
similar  agencies,  and  committed  at  dates  which  embrace  their  several  careers 
of  guilt  within  the  same  period  ;  but  I  have  no  authority  to  suppose  that  the 
one  was  known  to  the  other. 
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PART  THE  FIRST. 

PROLOGUE   TO    PART   THE   FIRST. 

IN  an  apartment  at  Paris,  one  morning  during  the  Reign  of 
Terror,  a  man,  whose  age  might  be  somewhat  under  thirty, 
sat  before  a  table  covered  with  papers,  arranged  and  labelled 
with  the  methodical  precision  of  a  mind  fond  of  order  and 
habituated  to  business.  Behind  him  rose  a  tall  bookcase  sur- 
mounted with  a  bust  of  Robespierre,  and  the  shelves  were 
filled  chiefly  with  works  of  a  scientific  character,  amongst 
which  the  greater  number  were  on  chemistry  and  medicine. 
There  were  to  be  seen  also  many  rare  books  on  alchemy,  the 
great  Italian  historians,  some  English  philosophical  treatises, 
and  a  few  manuscripts  in  Arabic.  The  absence  from  this  col- 
lection of  the  stormy  literature  of  the  day  seemed  to  denote 
that  the  owner  was  a  quiet  student,  living  apart  from  the 
strife  and  passions  of  the  Revolution.  This  supposition  was, 
however,  disproved  by  certain  papers  on  the  table,  which  were 
formally  and  laconically  labelled  "Reports  on  Lyons,"  and  by 
packets  of  letters  in  the  handwritings  of  Robespierre  and 
Couthon.  At  one  of  the  windows  a  young  boy  was  earnestly 
engaged  in  some  occupation  which  appeared  to  excite  the 
curiosity  of  the  person  just  described;  for  this  last,  after  ex- 
amining the  child's  movements  for  a  few  moments  with  a  silent 
scrutiny  that  betrayed  but  little  of  the  half -complacent,  half- 
melancholy  affection  with  which  busy  man  is  apt  to  regard 
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childhood,  rose  noiselessly  from  his  seat,  approached  the  boy, 
and  looked  over  his  shoulder  unobserved.  In  a  crevice  of  the 
wood  by  the  window,  a  huge  black  spider  had  formed  his  web ; 
the  child  had  just  discovered  another  spider,  and  placed  it  in 
the  meshes :  he  was  watching  the  result  of  his  operations.  The 
intrusive  spider  stood  motionless  in  the  midst  of  the  web,  as 
if  fascinated.  The  rightful  possessor  was  also  quiescent; 
but  a  very  fine  ear  might  have  caught  a  low,  humming  sound, 
which  probably  augured  no  hospitable  intentions  to  the 
invader.  Anon,  the  stranger  insect  seemed  suddenly  to 
awake  from  its  amaze;  it  evinced  alarm,  and  turned  to  fly; 
the  huge  spider  darted  forward;  the  boy  uttered  a  chuckle  of 
delight.  The  man's  pale  lip  curled  into  a  sinister  sneer,  and 
he  glided  back  to  his  seat.  There,  leaning  his  face  on  his 
hand,  he  continued  to  contemplate  the  child.  That  child 
might  have  furnished  to  an  artist  a  fitting  subject  for  fair  and 
blooming  infancy.  His  light  hair,  tinged  deeply,  it  is  true, 
with  red,  hung  in  sleek  and  glittering  abundance  down  his 
neck  and  shoulders.  His  features,  seen  in  profile,  were  deli- 
cately and  almost  femininely  proportioned;  health  glowed  on 
his  cheek,  and  his  form,  slight  though  it  was,  gave  promise 
of  singular  activity  and  vigour.  His  dress  was  fantastic,  and 
betrayed  the  taste  of  some  fondly  foolish  mother;  but  the  fine 
linen,  trimmed  with  lace,  was  rumpled  and  stained,  the  velvet 
jacket  unbrushed,  the  shoes  soiled  with  dust,  —  slight  tokens 
these  of  neglect,  but  serving  to  show  that  the  foolish  fondness 
which  had  invented  the  dress  had  not  of  late  presided  over 
the  toilet. 

"Child,"  said  the  man,  first  in  French;  and  observing  that 
the  boy  heeded  him  not,  —  "child,"  he  repeated  in  English, 
which  he  spoke  well,  though  with  a  foreign  accent,  "child!  " 

The  boy  turned  quickly. 

"Has  the  great  spider  devoured  the  small  one?" 

"ISTo,  sir,"  said  the  boy,  colouring;  "the  small  one  has  had 
the  best  of  it." 

The  tone  and  heightened  complexion  of  the  child  seemed  to 
give  meaning  to  his  words,  —  at  least,  so  the  man  thought, 
for  a  slight  frown  passed  over  his  high,  thoughtful  brow. 
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"Spiders,  then,"  he  said,  after  a  short  pause,  "are  different 
from  men;  with  us,  the  small  do  not  get  the  better  of  the 
great.  Hum!  do  you  still  miss  your  mother?" 

"  Oh,  yes !  "  and  the  boy  advanced  eagerly  to  the  table. 

"  Well,  you  will  see  her  once  again. " 

"When?" 

The  man  looked  towards  a  clock  on  the  mantelpiece,  — 
'•  Before  that  clock  strikes.  Now,  go  back  to  your  spiders." 
The  child  looked  irresolute  and  disinclined  to  obey;  but  a 
stern  and  terrible  expression  gathered  slowly  over  the  man's 
face,  and  the  boy,  growing  pale  as  he  remarked  it,  crept  back 
to  the  window. 

The  father  —  for  such  was  the  relation  the  owner  of  the 
room  bore  to  the  child  —  drew  paper  and  ink  towards  him,  and 
wrote  for  some  minutes  rapidly.  Then  starting  up,  he  glanced 
at  the  clock,  took  his  hat  and  cloak,  which  lay  on  a  chair  be- 
side, drew  up  the  collar  of  the  mantle  till  it  almost  concealed 
his  countenance,  and  said,  "  Now,  boy,  come  with  me ;  I  have 
promised  to  show  you  an  execution :  I  am  going  to  keep  my 
promise.  Come ! " 

The  boy  clapped  his  hands  with  joy;  and  you  might  see 
then,  child  as  he  was,  that  those  fair  features  were  capable  of 
a  cruel  and  ferocious  expression.  The  character  of  the  whole 
face  changed.  He  caught  up  his  gay  cap  and  plume,  and  fol- 
lowed his  father  into  the  streets. 

Silently  the  two  took  their  way  towards  the  Barriere  du 
Trone.  At  a  distance  they  saw  the  crowd  growing  thick  and 
dense  as  throng  after  throng  hurried  past  them,  and  the  dread- 
ful guillotine  rose  high  in  the  light  blue  air.  As  they  came 
into  the  skirts  of  the  mob,  the  father,  for  the  first  time,  took 
his  child's  hand.  "I  must  get  you  a  good  place  for  the 
show,"  he  said,  with  a  quiet  smile. 

There  was  something  in  the  grave,  staid,  courteous,  yet 
haughty  bearing  of  the  man  that  made  the  crowd  give  way  as 
he  passed.  They  got  near  the  dismal  scene,  and  obtained 
entrance  into  a  wagon  already  crowded  with  eager  spectators. 

And  now  they  heard  at  a  distance  the  harsh  and  lumbering 
roll  of  the  tumbril  that  bore  the  victims,  and  the  tramp  of  the 
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horses  which  guarded  the  procession  of  death.  The  boy's 
whole  attention  was  absorbed  in  expectation  of  the  spectacle, 
and  his  ear  was  perhaps  less  accustomed  to  French,  though 
born  and  reared  in  France,,  than  to  the  language  of  his 
mother's  lips,  —  and  she  was  English ;  thus  he  did  not  hear 
or  heed  certain  observations  of  the  bystanders,  which  made 
his  father's  pale  cheek  grow  paler. 

"What  is  the  batch  to-day?"  quoth  a  butcher  in  the  wagon. 

"  Scarce  worth  the  baking,  —  only  two ;  but  one,  they  say, 
is  an  aristocrat,  — a,  ci-devant  marquis,"  answered  a  carpenter. 
•  "Ah,  a  marquis!     Son!     And  the  other?" 

"  Only  a  dancer,  but  a  pretty  one,  it  is  true ;  I  could  pity 
her,  but  she  is  English."  And  as  he  pronounced  the  last 
word,  with  a  tone  of  inexpressible  contempt,  the  butcher  spat, 
as  if  in  nausea. 

"  Mort  diable !  a  spy  of  Pitt's,  no  doubt.  What  did  they 
discover?  " 

A  man,  better  dressed  than  the  rest,  turned  round  with  a 
smile,  and  answered :  "  Nothing  worse  than  a  lover,  I  believe ; 
but  that  lover  was  a  proscrit.  The  ci-devant  marquis  was 
caught  disguised  in  her  apartment.  She  betrayed  for  him  a 
good,  easy  friend  of  the  people  who  had  long  loved  her,  and 
revenge  is  sweet." 

The  man  whom  we  have  accompanied,  nervously  twitched 
up  the  collar  of  his  cloak,  and  his  compressed  lips  told  that 
he  felt  the  anguish  of  the  laugh  that  circled  round  him. 

"They  are  coming!  There  they  are!"  cried  the  boy,  in 
ecstatic  excitement. 

"  That 's  the  way  to  bring  up  citizens, "  said  the  butcher, 
patting  the  child's  shoulder,  and  opening  a  still  better  view 
for  him  at  the  edge  of  the  wagon. 

The  crowd  now  abruptly  gave  way.  The  tumbril  was  in 
sight.  A  man,  young  and  handsome,  standing  erect  and  with 
folded  arms  in  the  fatal  vehicle,  looked  along  the  mob  with 
an  eye  of  careless  scorn.  Though  he  wore  the  dress  of  a 
workman,  the  most  unpractised  glance  could  detect,  in  his 
mien  and  bearing,  one  of  the  hated  noblesse,  whose  character- 
istics came  out  even  more  forcibly  at  the  hour  of  death.  On 
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the  lip  was  that  smile  of  gay  and  insolent  levity,  on  the  brow 
that  gallant  if  reckless  contempt  of  physical  danger,  which 
had  signalized  the  hero-coxcombs  of  the  old  regime.  Even 
the  rude  dress  was  worn  with  a  certain  air  of  foppery,  and 
the  bright  hair  was  carefully  adjusted,  as  if  for  the  holiday 
of  the  headsman.  As  the  eyes  of  the  young  noble  wandered 
over  the  fierce  faces  of  that  horrible  assembly,  while  a  roar  of 
hideous  triumph  answered  the  look,  in  which  for  the  last 
time  the  gentilhomme  spoke  his  scorn  of  the  canaille,  the 
child's  father  lowered  the  collar  of  his  cloak,  and  slowly 
raised  his  hat  from  his  brow.  The  eye  of  the  marquis  rested 
upon  the  countenance  thus  abruptly  shown  to  him,  and  which 
suddenly  became  individualized  amongst  the  crowd,  —  that 
eye  instantly  lost  its  calm  contempt.  A  shudder  passed 
visibly  over  his  frame,  and  his  cheek  grew  blanched  with 
terror.  The  mob  saw  the  change,  but  not  the  cause,  and  loud 
and  louder  rose  their  triumphant  yell.  The  sound  recalled 
the  pride  of  the  young  noble ;  he  started,  lifted  his  crest  erect, 
and  sought  again  to  meet  the  look  which  had  appalled  him. 
But  he  could  no  longer  single  it  out  among  the  crowd.  Hat 
and  cloak  once  more  hid  the  face  of  the  foe,  and  crowds  of 
eager  heads  intercepted  the  view.  The  young  marquis's  lips 
muttered;  he  bent  down,  and  then  the  crowd  caught  sight  of 
his  companion,  who  was  being  lifted  up  from  the  bottom 
of  the  tumbril,  where  she  had  flung  herself  in  horror  and 
despair.  The  crowd  grew  still  in  a  moment  as  the  pale  face 
of  one,  familiar  to  most  of  them,  turned  wildly  from  place  to 
place  in  the  dreadful  scene,  vainly  and  madly  through  its 
silence  imploring  life  and  pity.  How  often  had  the  sight  of 
that  face,  not  «then  pale  and  haggard,  but  wreathed  with  rosy 
smiles,  sufficed  to  draw  down  the  applause  of  the  crowded 
theatre;  how,  then,  had  those  breasts,  now  fevered  by  the 
thirst  of  blood,  held  hearts  spellbound  by  the  airy  movements 
of  that  exquisite  form  writhing  now  in  no  stage-mime  agony ! 
Plaything  of  the  city,  minion  to  the  light  amusement  of  the 
hour,  frail  child  of  Cytherea  and  the  Graces,  what  relentless 
fate  has  conducted  thee  to  the  shambles?  Butterfly  of  the 
summer,  why  should  a  nation  rise  to  brea,k  thee  upon  the 
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wheel?  A  sense  of  the  mockery  of  such  an  execution,  of 
the  horrible  burlesque  that  would  sacrifice  to  the  necessities 
of  a  mighty  people  so  slight  an  offering,  made  itself  felt 
among  the  crowd.  There  Avas  a  low  murmur  of  shame  and 
indignation.  The  dangerous  sympathy  of  the  mob  was  per- 
ceived by  the  officer  in  attendance.  Hastily  he  made  the  sign 
to  the  headsman,  and  as  he  did  so,  a  child's  cry  was  heard  in 
the  English  tongue,  —  "  Mother !  Mother !  "  The  father's  hand 
grasped  the  child's  arm  with  an  iron  pressure;  the  crowd 
swam  before  the  boy's  eyes;  the  air  seemed  to  stifle  him,  and 
become  blood-red;  only  through  the  hum  and  the  tramp  and 
the  roll  of  the  drums  he  heard  a  low  voice  hiss  in  his  ear: 
"  Learn  how  they  perish  who  betray  me ! " 

As  the  father  said  these  words,  again  his  face  was  bare, 
and  the  woman,  whose  ear  amidst  the  dull  insanity  of  fear 
had  caught  the  cry  of  her  child's  voice,  saw  that  face,  and 
fell  back  insensible  in  the  arms  of  the  headsman. 


CHAPTER  I. 

A   FAMILY   GROUP. 

ONE  July  evening,  at  the  commencement  of  the  present 
century,  several  persons  were  somewhat  picturesquely  grouped 
along  an  old-fashioned  terrace  which  skirted  the  garden-side 
of  a  manor-house  that  had  considerable  pretensions  to  baronial 
dignity.  The  architecture  was  of  the  most  enriched  and  elab- 
orate style  belonging  to  the  reign  of  James  the  First:  the 
porch,  opening  on  the  terrace,  with  its  mullion  window  above, 
was  encased  with  pilasters  and  reliefs  at  once  ornamental  and 
massive;  and  the  large  square  tower  in  which  it  was  placed 
was  surmounted  by  a  stone  falcon,  whose  talons  griped  fiercely 
a  scutcheon  blazoned  with  the  five-pointed  stars  which  her- 
alds recognize  as  the  arms  of  St.  John.  On  either  side  this 
tower  extended  long  wings,  the  dark  brickwork  of  which  was 
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relieved  with  noble  stone  casements  and  carved  pediments; 
the  high  roof  was  partially  concealed  by  a  balustrade  perfo- 
rated not  inelegantly  into  arabesque  designs ;  and  what  archi- 
tects call  "  the  sky  line  "  was  broken  with  imposing  effect  by 
tall  chimney-shafts  of  various  form  and  fashion.  These  wings 
terminated  in  angular  towers  similar  to  the  centre,  though 
kept  duly  subordinate  to  it  both  in  size  and  decoration,  and 
crowned  with  stone  cupolas.  A  low  balustrade,  of  later  date 
than  that  which  adorned  the  roof,  relieved  by  vases  and 
statues,  bordered  the  terrace,  from  which  a  double  flight  of 
steps  descended  to  a  smooth  lawn,  intersected  by  broad 
gravel-walks,  shadowed  by  vast  and  stately  cedars,  and  gen- 
tly and  gradually  mingling  with  the  wilder  scenery  of  the 
park,  from  which  it  was  only  divided  by  a  ha-ha. 

Upon  the  terrace,  and  under  cover  of  a  temporary  awning, 
sat  the  owner,  Sir  Miles  St.  John  of  Laughton,  a  comely  old 
man,  dressed  with  faithful  precision  to  the  costume  which  he 
had  been  taught  to  consider  appropriate  to  his  rank  of  gentle- 
man, and  which  was  not  yet  wholly  obsolete  and  eccentric. 
His  hair,  still  thick  and  luxuriant,  was  carefully  powdered, 
and  collected  into  a  club  behind;  his  nether  man  attired  in 
gray  breeches  and  pearl-coloured  silk  stockings;  his  vest  of 
silk,  opening  wide  at  the  breast,  and  showing  a  profusion  of 
frill,  slightly  sprinkled  with  the  pulvilio  of  his  favourite 
Martinique;  his  three-cornered  hat,  placed  on  a  stool  at  his 
side,  with  a  gold-headed  crutch-cane  (hat  made  rather  to  be 
carried  in  the  hand  than  worn  on  the  head),  the  diamond  in 
his  shirt-breast,  the  diamond  on  his  finger,  the  ruffles  at  his 
wrist,  —  all  bespoke  the  gallant  who  had  chatted  with  Lord 
Chesterfield  and  supped  with  Mrs.  Clive.  On  a  table  before 
him  were  placed  two  or  three  decanters  of  wine,  the  fruits  of 
the  season,  an  enamelled  snuff-box  in  which  was  set  the  por- 
trait of  a  female  (perhaps  the  Chloe  or  Phyllis  of  his  early 
love-ditties),  a  lighted  taper,  a  small  china  jar  containing 
tobacco,  and  three  or  four  pipes  of  homely  clay,  — for  cherry- 
sticks  and  meerschaums  were  not  then  in  fashion,  and  Sir 
Miles  St.  John,  once  a  gay  and  sparkling  beau,  now  a  popu- 
lar country  gentleman,  great  at  county  meetings  and  sheep- 
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shearing  festivals,  had  taken  to  smokiug,  as  in  harmony  with 
his  bucolic  transformation.  An  old  setter  lay  dozing  at  his 
feet;  a  small  spaniel  —  old,  too  —  was  sauntering  lazily  in  the 
immediate  neighbourhood,  looking  gravely  out  for  such  stray 
bits  of  biscuit  as  had  been  thrown  forth  to  provoke  him  to 
exercise,  and  which  hitherto  had  escaped  his  attention.  Half 
seated,  half  reclined  on  the  balustrade,  apart  from  the  baro- 
net, but  within  reach  of  his  conversation,  lolled  a  man  in  the 
prime  of  life,  with  an  air  of  unmistakable  and  sovereign  ele- 
gance and  distinction.  Mr.  Vernon  was  a  guest  from  London; 
and  the  London  man,  —  the  man  of  clubs  and  dinners  and 
routs,  of  noon  loungings  through  Bond  Street,  and  nights 
spent  with  the  Prince  of  Wales,  —  seemed  stamped  not  more 
upon  the  careful  carelessness  of  his  dress,  and  upon  the  worn 
expression  of  his  delicate  features,  than  upon  the  listless 
ennui,  which,  characterizing  both  his  face  and  attitude,  ap- 
peared to  take  pity  on  himself  for  having  been  entrapped  into 
the  country. 

Yet  we  should  convey  an  erroneous  impression  of  Mr. 
Vernon  if  we  designed,  by  the  words  "listless  ennui,"  to 
depict  the  slumberous  insipidity  of  more  modern  affectation; 
it  was  not  the  ennui  of  a  man  to  whom  ennui  is  habitual,  it 
was  rather  the  indolent  prostration  that  fills  up  the  intervals 
of  excitement.  At  that  day  the  word  blas&  was  unknown; 
men  had  not  enough  sentiment  for  satiety.  There  was  a 
kind  of  Bacchanalian  fury  in  the  life  led  by  those  leaders 
of  fashion,  among  whom  Mr.  Vernon  was  not  the  least  dis- 
tinguished; it  was  a  day  of  deep  drinking,  of  high  play,  of 
jovial,  reckless  dissipation,  of  strong  appetite  for  fun  and  riot, 
of  four-in-hand  coachmanship,  of  prize-fighting,  of  a  strange 
sort  of  barbarous  manliness  that  strained  every  nerve  of  the 
constitution, — a  race  of  life  in  which  three  fourths  of  the 
competitors  died  half-way  in  the  hippodrome.  What  is  now 
the  Dandy  was  then  the  Buck;  and  something  of  the  Buck, 
though  subdued  by  a  chaster  taste  than  fell  to  the  ordinary 
members  of  his  class,  was  apparent  in  Mr.  Vernon's  costume 
as  well  as  air.  Intricate  folds  of  muslin,  arranged  in  prodi- 
gious bows  and  ends,  formed  the  cravat,  which  Brummell  had 
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not  yet  arisen  to  reform;  his  hat,  of  a  very  peculiar  shape, 
low  at  the  crown  and  broad  at  the  brim,  was  worn  with  an  air 
of  devil-me-care  defiance;  his  watch-chain,  garnished  with  a 
profusion  of  rings  and  seals,  hung  low  from  his  white  waist- 
coat; and  the  adaptation  of  his  nankeen  inexpressibles  to  his 
well-shaped  limbs  was  a  masterpiece  of  art.  His  whole  dress 
and  air  was  not  what  could  properly  be  called  foppish,  it  was 
rather  what  at  that  time  was  called  "rakish."  Few  could  so 
closely  approach  vulgarity  without  being  vulgar:  of  that  priv- 
ileged few,  Mr.  Vernon  was  one  of  the  elect. 

Farther  on,  and  near  the  steps  descending  into  the  garden, 
stood  a  man  in  an  attitude  of  profound  abstraction,  his  arms 
folded,  his  eyes  bent  on  the  ground,  his  brows  slightly  con- 
tracted ;  his  dress  was  a  plain  black  surtout,  and  pantaloons  of 
the  same  colour.  Something  both  in  the  fashion  of  the  dress, 
and  still  more  in  the  face  of  the  man,  bespoke  the  foreigner. 

Sir  Miles  St.  John  was  an  accomplished  person  for  that 
time  of  day.  He  had  made  the  grand  tour;  he  had  bought 
pictures  and  statues;  he  spoke  and  wrote  well  in  the  modern 
languages;  and  being  rich,  hospitable,  social,  and  not  averse 
from  the  reputation  of  a  patron,  he  had  opened  his  house 
freely  to  the  host  of  emigrants  whom  the  French  Revolution 
had  driven  to  our  coasts.  Olivier  Dalibard,  a  man  of  consid- 
erable learning  and  rare  scientific  attainments,  had  been  tutor 

in  the  house  of  the  Marquis  de  G ,  a  French  nobleman 

known  many  years  before  to  the  old  baronet.  The  marquis 
and  his  family  had  been  among  the  first  tmiyris  at  the  out- 
break of  the  Revolution.  The  tutor  had  remained  behind; 
for  at  that  time  no  danger  appeared  to  threaten  those  who 
pretended  to  no  other  aristocracy  than  that  of  letters.  Con- 
trary, as  he  said,  with  repentant  modesty,  to  his  own  inclina- 
tions, he  had  been  compelled,  not  only  for  his  own  safety,  but 
for  that  of  his  friends,  to  take  some  part  in  the  subsequent 
events  of  the  Revolution, — a  part  far  from  sincere,  though 
so  well  had  he  simulated  the  patriot  that  he  had  won  the  per- 
sonal favour  and  protection  of  Robespierre ;  nor  till  the  fall 
of  that  virtuous  exterminator  had  he  withdrawn  from  the  game 
of  politics  and  effected  in  disguise  his  escape  to  England.  As, 
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whether  from  kindly  or  other  motives,  he  had  employed  the 
power  of  his  position  in  the  esteem  of  Robespierre  to  save 
certain  noble  heads  from  the  guillotine,  —  amongst  others,  the 

two  brothers  of  the  Marquis  de  G ,  —  he  was  received  with 

grateful  welcome  by  his  former  patrons,  who  readily  pardoned 
his  career  of  Jacobinism  from  their  belief  in  his  excuses  and 
their  obligations  to  the  services  which  that  very  career  had 
enabled  him  to  render  to  their  kindred.  Olivier  Dalibard  had 
accompanied  the  marquis  and  his  family  in  one  of  the  fre- 
quent visits  they  paid  to  Laughton;  and  when  the  marquis 
finally  quitted  England,  and  fixed  his  refuge  at  Vienna,  with 
some  connections  of  his  wife's,  he  felt  a  lively  satisfaction 
at  the  thought  of  leaving  his  friend  honourably,  if  unanibi- 
tiously,  provided  for  as  secretary  and  librarian  to  Sir  Miles 
St.  John.  In  fact,  the  scholar,  who  possessed  considerable 
powers  of  fascination,  had  won  no  less  favour  with  the  Eng- 
lish baronet  than  he  had  with  the  French  dictator.  He  played 
well  both  at  chess  and  backgammon;  he  was  an  extraordinary 
accountant;  he  had  a  variety  of  information  upon  all  points 
that  rendered  him  more  convenient  than  any  cyclopaedia  in 
Sir  Miles's  library;  and  as  he  spoke  both  English  and  Italian 
with  a  correctness  and  fluency  extremely  rare  in  a  Frenchman, 
he  was  of  considerable  service  in  teaching  languages  to,  as 
well  as  directing  the  general  literary  education  of,  Sir  Miles's 
favourite  niece,  whom  we  shall  take  an  early  opportunity  to 
describe  at  length. 

Nevertheless,  there  had  been  one  serious  obstacle  to  Dali- 
bard's  acceptance  of  the  appointment  offered  to  him  by  Sir 
Miles.  Dalibard  had  under  his  charge  a  young  orphan  boy 
of  some  ten  or  twelve  years  old,  — a  boy  whom  Sir  Miles  was 
not  long  in  suspecting  to  be  the  scholar's  son.  This  child 
had  come  from  France  with  Dalibard,  and  while  the  mar- 
quis's family  were  in  London,  remained  under  the  eye  and 
care  of  his  guardian  or  father,  whichever  was  the  true  con- 
nection between  the  two.  But  this  superintendence  became 
impossible  if  Dalibard  settled  in  Hampshire  with  Sir  Miles 
St.  John,  and  the  boy  remained  in  London;  nor,  though  the 
generous  old  gentleman  offered  to  pay  for  the  child's  school- 
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ing,  would  Dalibard  consent  to  part  with  him.  At  last  the 
matter  was  arranged :  the  boy  was  invited  to  Laughtou  on  a 
visit,  and  was  so  lively,  yet  so  well  mannered,  that  he  became 
a  favourite,  and  was  now  fairly  quartered  in  the  house  with 
his  reputed  father;  and  not  to  make  an  unnecessary  mystery 
of  this  connection,  such  was  in  truth  the  relationship  between 
Olivier  Dalibard  and  Houore  Gabriel  Varney,  — a  name  signi- 
ficant of  the  double  and  illegitimate  origin:  a  French  father, 
an  English  mother.  Dropping,  however,  the  purely  French 
appellation  of  Honore",  he  went  familiarly  by  that  of  Gabriel. 
Half-way  down  the  steps  stood  the  lad,  pencil  and  tablet  in 
hand,  sketching.  Let  us  look  over  his  shoulder:  it  is  his 
father's  likeness,  —  a  countenance  in  itself  not  very  remark- 
able at  the  first  glance,  for  the  features  were  small;  but  when 
examined,  it  was  one  that  most  persons,  women  especially, 
would  have  pronounced  handsome,  and  to  which  none  could 
deny  the  higher  praise  of  thought  and  intellect.  A  native  of 
Provence,  with  some  Italian  blood  in  his  veins,  —  for  his 
grandfather,  a  merchant  of  Marseilles,  had  married  into  a 
Florentine  family  settled  at  Leghorn,  — the  dark  complexion 
common  with  those  in  the  South  had  been  subdued,  probably 
by  the  habits  of  the  student,  into  a  bronze  and  steadfast  pale- 
ness which  seemed  almost  fair  by  the  contrast  of  the  dark 
hair  which  he  wore  unpowdered,  and  the  still  darker  brows 
which  hung  thick  and  prominent  over  clear  gray  eyes.  Com- 
pared with  the  features,  the  skull  was  disproportionally  large, 
both  behind  and  before ;  and  a  physiognomist  would  have  drawn 
conclusions  more  favourable  to  the  power  than  the  tenderness 
of  the  Provencal's  character  from  the  compact  closeness  of 
the  lips  and  the  breadth  and  massiveness  of  the  iron  jaw. 
P>ut  the  son's  sketch  exaggerated  every  feature,  and  gave  to 
the  expression  a  malignant  and  terrible  irony  not  now,  at 
least,  apparent  in  the  quiet  and  meditative  aspect.  Gabriel 
himself,  as  he  stood,  would  have  been  a  more  tempting  shuty 
to  many  an  artist.  Tt  is  true  that  he  was  small  for  his  years; 
but  his  frame  had  a  vigour  in  its  light  proportions  which 
came  from  a  premature  and  almost  adolescent  symmetry  of 
shape  and  musculai  development.  The  countenance,  how- 
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ever,  had  much  of  effeminate  beauty :  the  long  hair  reached 
the  shoulders,  but  did  not  curl,  —  straight,  fine,  and  glossy  as 
a  girl's,  and  in  colour  of  the  pale  auburn,  tinged  with  red, 
which  rarely  alters  in  hue  as  childhood  matures  to  man;  the 
complexion  was  dazzlingly  clear  and  fair.  Nevertheless, 
there  was  something  so  hard  in  the  lip,  so  bold,  though  not 
open,  in  the  brow,  that  the  girlishness  of  complexion,  and 
even  of  outline,  could  not  leave,  on  the  whole,  an  impression 
of  effeminacy.  All  the  hereditary  keenness  and  intelligence 
were  stamped  upon  his  face  at  that  moment;  but  the  expres- 
sion had  also  a  large  share  of  the  very  irony  and  malice  which 
he  had  conveyed  to  his  caricature.  The  drawing  itself  was 
wonderfully  vigorous  and  distinct,  showing  great  artistic  prom- 
ise, and  done  with  the  rapidity  and  ease  which  betrayed  prac- 
tice. Suddenly  his  father  turned,  and  with  as  sudden  a 
quickness  the  boy  concealed  his  tablet  in  his  vest;  and  the 
sinister  expression  of  his  face  smoothed  into  a  timorous  smile 
as  his  eye  encountered  Dalibard's.  The  father  beckoned  to 
the  boy,  who  approached  with  alacrity.  "Gabriel,"  whis- 
pered the  Frenchman,  in  his  own  tongue,  "  where  are  they  at 
this  moment?" 

The  boy  pointed  silently  towards  one  of  the  cedars.  Dali- 
bard  mused  an  instant,  and  then,  slowly  descending  the  steps, 
took  his  noiseless  way  over  the  smooth  turf  towards  the  tree. 
Its  boughs  drooped  low  and  spread  wide;  and  not  till  he  was 
within  a  few  paces  of  the  spot  could  his  eye  perceive  two 
forms  seated  on  a  bench  under  the  dark  green  canopy.  He 
then  paused  and  contemplated  them. 

The  one  was  a  young  man  whose  simple  dress  and  subdued 
air  strongly  contrasted  the  artificial  graces  and  the  modish 
languor  of  Mr.  Vernon;  but  though  wholly  without  that 
nameless  distinction  which  sometimes  characterizes  those 
conscious  of  pure  race  and  habituated  to  the  atmosphere  of 
courts,  he  had  at  least  Nature's  stamp  of  aristocracy  in  a 
form  eminently  noble,  and  features  of  manly,  but  surpassing 
beauty,  which  were  not  rendered  less  engaging  by  an  expres- 
sion of  modest  timidity.  He  seemed  to  be  listening  with 
thoughtful  respect  to  his  companion,  a  young  female  by  his 
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side,  who  was  speaking  to  him  with  an  earnestness  visible  in 
her  gestures  and  her  animated  countenance.  And  though 
there  was  much  to  notice  in  the  various  persons  scattered 
over  the  scene,  not  one,  perhaps,  —  not  the  graceful  Vernon, 
not  the  thoughtful  scholar,  nor  his  fair-haired,  hard-lipped 
son,  not  even  the  handsome  listener  she  addressed,  —  no,  not 
one  there  would  so  have  arrested  the  eye,  whether  of  a  physi- 
ognomist or  a  casual  observer,  as  that  young  girl,  Sir  Miles 
St.  John's  favourite  niece  and  presumptive  heiress. 

But  as  at  that  moment  the  expression  of  her  face  differed 
from  that  habitual  to  it,  we  defer  its  description. 

"  Do  not, "  such  were  her  words  to  her  companion,  —  "  do 
not  alarm  yourself  by  exaggerating  the  difficulties;  do  not 
even  contemplate  them :  those  be  my  care.  Mainwaring,  when 
I  loved  you;  when,  seeing  that  your  diffidence  or  your  pride 
forbade  you  to  be  the  first  to  speak,  I  overstepped  the  mod- 
esty or  the  dissimulation  of  my  sex;  when  I  said,  '  Forget 
that  I  am  the  reputed  heiress  of  Laughton,  see  in  me  but  the 
faults  and  merits  of  the  human  being,  of  the  wild  unregulated 
girl,  see  in  me  but  Lucretia  Clavering ' "  (here  her  cheeks 
blushed,  and  her  voice  sank  into  a  lower  and  more  tremulous 
whisper)  " '  and  love  her  if  you  can! '  •  —when  I  went  thus  far, 
do  not  think  I  had  not  measured  all  the  difficulties  in  the  way 
of  our  union,  and  felt  that  I  could  surmount  them." 

"But,"  answered  Mainwaring,  hesitatingly,  "can  you  con- 
ceive it  possible  that  your  uncle  ever  will  consent?  Is  not 
pride  —  the  pride  of  family  —  almost  the  leading  attribute  of 
his  character?  Did  he  not  discard  your  mother  —  his  own 
sister  —  from  his  house  and  heart  for  no  other  offence  but  a 
second  marriage  which  he  deemed  beneath  her?  Has  he  ever 
even  consented  to  see,  much  less  to  receive,  your  half-sister, 
the  child  of  that  marriage?  Is  not  his  very  affection  for  you 
interwoven  with  his  pride  in  you,  with  his  belief  in  your 
ambition?  Has  he  not  summoned  your  cousin,  MX.  Vernon, 
for  the  obvious  purpose  of  favouring  a  suit  which  he  considers 
worthy  of  you,  and  which,  if  successful,  will  unite  the  two 
branches  of  his  ancient  house?  How  is  it  possible  that  he 
can  ever  hear  without  a  scorn  and  indignation  which  would 
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be  fatal  to  your  fortunes  that  your  heart  has  presumed  to 
choose,  in  William  Mainwaring,  a  man  without  ancestry  or 
career?" 

"Not  without  career,"  interrupted  Lucretia,  proudly.  "Do 
you  think  if  you  were  master  of  Laughton  that  your  career 
would  not  be  more  brilliant  than  that  of  yon  indolent,  luxuri- 
ous coxcomb?  Do  you  think  that  I  could  have  been  poor- 
hearted  enough  to  love  you  if  I  had  not  recognized  in  you 
energies  and  talents  that  correspond  with  my  own  ambition? 
For  I  am  ambitious,  as  you  know,  and  therefore  my  mind,  as 
well  as  my  heart,  went  with  my  love  for  you." 

"Ah,  Lucretia,  but  can  Sir  Miles  St.  John  see  my  future 
rise  in  my  present  obscurity?" 

"  I  do  not  say  that  he  can,  or  will ;  but  if  you  love  me,  we 
can  wait.  Do  not  fear  the  rivalry  of  Mr.  Vernon.  I  shall 
know  how  to  free  myself  from  so  tame  a  peril.  We  can  wait, 
—  my  uncle  is  old ;  his  habits  preclude  the  chance  of  a  much 
longer  life;  he  has  already  had  severe  attacks.  We  are  young, 
dear  Mainwaring :  what  is  a  year  or  two  to  those  who  hope  ?  " 

Mainwaring's  face  fell,  and  a  displeasing  chill  passed 
through  his  veins.  Could  this  young  creature,  her  uncle's 
petted  and  trusted  darling,  she  who  should  be  the  soother  of 
his  infirmities,  the  prop  of  his  age,  the  sincerest  mourner  at 
his  grave,  weigh  coldly  thus  the  chances  of  his  death,  and 
point  at  once  to  the  altar  and  the  tomb? 

He  was  saved  from  the  embarrassment  of  reply  by  Dali- 
bard's  approach. 

"More  than  half  an  hour  absent,"  said  the  scholar,  in  his 
own  language,  with  a  smile ;  and  drawing  out  his  watch,  he 
placed  it  before  their  eyes.  "  Do  you  not  think  that  all  will 
miss  you?  Do  you  suppose,  Miss  Clavering,  that  your  uncle 
has  not  ere  this  asked  for  his  fair  niece?  Come,  and  forestall 
him."  He  offered  his  arm  to  Lucretia  as  he  spoke.  She  hesi- 
tated a  moment,  and  then,  turning  to  Mainwaring,  held  out 
her  hand.  He  pressed  it,  thqugh  scarcely  witli  a  lover's 
warmth;  and  as  she  walked  back  to  the  terrace  with  Dalibard, 
the  young  man  struck  slowly  into  the  opposite  direction,  and 
passing  by  a  gate  over  a  foot-bridge  that  led  from  the  ha-ha 
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into  the  park,  bent  his  way  towards  a  lake  which  gleamed 
below  at  some  distance,  half-concealed  by  groves  of  venerable 
trees  rich  with  the  prodigal  boughs  of  summer.  Meanwhile, 
as  they  passed  towards  the  house,  Dalibard,  still  using  his 
native  tongue,  thus  accosted  his  pupil :  — 

"You  must  pardon  me  if  I  think  more  of  your  interests 
than  you  do;  and  pardon  me  no  less  if  I  encroach  on  your 
secrets  and  alarm  your  pride.  This  young  man,  — can  you  be 
guilty  of  the  folly  of  more  than  a  passing  caprice  for  his 
society,  of  more  than  the  amusement  of  playing  with  his 
vanity?  Even  if  that  be  all,  beware  of  entangling  yourself 
in  your  own  meshes." 

"You  do  in  truth  offend  me,"  said  Lucretia,  with  calm 
haughtiness,  "and  you  have  not  the  right  thus  to  speak 
to  me." 

"Not  the  right,"  repeated  the  Provencal,  mournfully,  "not 
the  right!  Then,  indeed,  I  am  mistaken  in  my  pupil.  Do 
you  consider  that  I  would  have  lowered  my  pride  to  remain 
here  as  a  dependent;  that,  conscious  of  attainments,  and  per- 
haps of  abilities,  that  should  win  their  way,  even  in  exile,  to 
distinction,  I  would  have  frittered  away  my  life  in  these 
rustic  shades,  —  if  I  had  not  formed  in  you  a  deep  and 
absorbing  interest?  In  that  interest  I  ground  my  right  to 
warn  and  counsel  you.  I  saw,  or  fancied  I  saw,  in  you  a 
mind  congenial  to  my  own;  a  mind  above  the  frivolities  of 
your  sex,  — a  mind,  in  short,  with  the  grasp  and  energy  of  a 
man's.  You  were  then  but  a  child,  you  are  scarcely  yet  a 
woman ;  yet  have  I  not  given  to  your  intellect  the  strong  food 
on  which  the  statesmen  of  Florence  fed  their  pupil-princes,  or 
the  noble  Jesuits  the  noble  men  who  were  destined  to  extend 
the  secret  empire  of  the  imperishable  Loyola?" 

"You  gave  me  the  taste  for  a  knowledge  rare  in  my  sex,  I 
own,"  answered  Lucretia,  with  a  slight  tone  of  regret  in  her 
voice:  "and  in  the  knowledge  you  have  communicated  I  felt 
a  charm  that  at  times  seems  to  me  to  be  only  fatal.  You 
have  confounded  in  my  mind  evil  and  good,  or  rather,  you 
have  left  both  good  and  evil  as  dead  ashes,  as  the  dust  and 
cinder  of  a  crucible.  You  have  made  intellect  the  only  con,' 
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science.  Of  late,  I  wish  that  my  tutor  had  been  a  village 
priest!" 

"  Of  late,  since  you  have  listened  to  the  pastorals  of  that 
meek  Corydon ! " 

"Dare  you  despise  him?  And  for  what?  That  he  is  good 
and  honest?" 

"I  despise  him,  not  because  he  is  good  and  honest,  but 
because  he  is  of  the  common  herd  of  men,  without  aim  or 
character.  And  it  is  for  this  youth  that  you  will  sacrifice 
your  fortunes,  your  ambition,  the  station  you  were  born  to  till 
and  have  been  reared  to  improve,  —  this  youth  in  whom  there 
is  nothing  but  the  lap-dog's  merit,  sleekness  and  beauty !  Ay, 
frown,  —  the  frown  betrays  you ;  you  love  him !  " 

"And  if  I  do?"  said  Lucretia,  raising  her  tall  form  to  its 
utmost  height,  and  haughtily  facing  her  inquisitor,  —  "  and, 
if  I  do,  what  then?  Is  he  unworthy  of  me?  Converse  with 
him,  and  you  will  find  that  the  noble  form  conceals  as  high  a 
spirit.  He  wants  but  wealth:  I  can  give  it  to  him.  If  his 
temper  is  gentle,  I  can  prompt  and  guide  it  to  fame  and 
power.  He  at  least  has  education  and  eloquence  and  mind. 
What  has  Mr.  Vernon?" 

"Mr.  Vernon?  I  did  not  speak  of  him!  " 

Lucretia  gazed  hard  upon  the  Provencal's  countenance,  — 
gazed  with  that  unpitying  air  of  triumph  with  which  a  woman 
who  detects  a  power  over  the  heart  she  does  not  desire  to  con- 
quer exults  in  defeating  the  reasons  that  heart  appears  to 
her  to  prompt.  "No,"  she  said  in  a  calm  voice,  to  which  the 
venom  of  secret  irony  gave  stinging  significance,  — "no,  you 
spoke  not  of  Mr.  Vernon;  you  thought  that  if  I  looked  round, 
if  I  looked  nearer,  I  might  have  a  fairer  choice." 

"You  are  cruel,  you  are  unjust,"  said  Dalibard,  falteringly. 
"If  I  once  presumed  for  a  moment,  have  I  repeated  my 
offence?  But,"  he  added  hurriedly,  "in  me, — much  as  you 
appear  to  despise  me,  — in  me,  at  least,  you  would  have  risked 
none  of  the  dangers  that  beset  you  if  you  seriously  set  youi 
heart  on  Maimvaring." 

"  You  think  my  uncle  would  be  proud  to  give  my  hand  to 
M.  Olivier  Dalibard?" 


LUCRETIA.  17 

"I  think  and  I  know,"  answered  the  Prove^al,  gravely; 
and  disregarding  the  taunt,  "  that  if  you  had  deigned  to  ren- 
der nie  —  poor  exile  that  I  am !  —  the  most  enviable  of  men, 
you  had  still  been  the  heiress  of  Laughton." 

"  So  you  have  said  and  urged, "  said  Lucretia,  with  evident 
curiosity  in  her  voice;  "yet  how,  and  by  what  art, — wise 
and  subtle  as  you  are,  — could  you  have  won  my  uncle's 
consent? " 

"That  is  my  secret,"  returned  Dalibard,  gloomily;  "and 
since  the  madness  I  indulged  is  forever  over;  since  I  have 
so  schooled  my  heart  that  nothing,  despite  your  sarcasm,  save 
an  affectionate  interest  which  I  may  call  paternal  rests  there, 
—  let  us  pass  from  this  painful  subject.  Oh,  my  dear  pupil, 
be  warned  in  time;  know  love  for  what  it  really  is,  in  the 
dark  and  complicated  history  of  actual  life,  —  a  brief  enchant- 
ment, not  to  be  disdained,  but  not  to  be  considered  the  all-in- 
all.  Look  round  the  world;  contemplate  all  those  who  have 
married  from  passion :  ten  years  afterwards,  whither  has  the 
passion  flown?  With  a  few,  indeed,  where  there  is  commu- 
nity of  object  and  character,  new  excitements,  new  aims  and 
hopes,  spring  up;  and  having  first  taken  root  in  passion,  the 
passion  continues  to  shoot  out  in  their  fresh  stems  and  fibres. 
But  deceive  yourself  not;  there  is  no  such  community  between 
you  and  Mainwaring.  What  you  call  his  goodness,  you  will 
learn  hereafter  to  despise  as  feeble;  and  what  in  reality  is 
your  mental  power  he  soon,  too  soon,  will  shudder  at  as 
unwomanly  and  hateful." 

"  Hold !  "  cried  Lucretia,  tremulously.  "  Hold !  and  if  he 
does,  I  shall  owe  his  hate  to  you,  — to  your  lessons;  to  your 
deadly  influence ! " 

"Lucretia,  no;  the  seeds  were  in  you.  Can  cultivation 
force  from  the  soil  that  which  it  is  against  the  nature  of  the 
soil  to  bear?" 

"I  will  pluck  out  the  weeds!     I  will  transform  myself!  " 

"Child,  I  defy  you!"  said  the  scholar,  with  a  smile  that 
gave  to  his  face  the  expression  his  son  had  conveyed  to  it. 
"I  have  warned  you,  and  my  task  is  done."  With  that  he 
bowed,  and  leaving  her,  was  soon  by  the  side  of  Sir  Miles  St 
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John;  and  the  baronet  and  his  librarian,  a  few  moments  after, 
entered  the  house  and  sat  down  to  chess. 

But  during  the  dialogues  we  have  sketched,  we  must  not 
suppose  that  Sir  Miles  himself  had  been  so  wholly  absorbed 
in  the  sensual  gratification  bestowed  upon  Europe  by  the 
immortal  Raleigh  as  to  neglect  his  guest  and  kinsman. 

"  And  so,  Charley  Vernon,  it  is  not  the  fashion  to  smoke  in 
Lunnon."  Thus  Sir  Miles  pronounced  the  word,  according  to 
the  Euphuism  of  his  youth,  and  which,  even  at  that  day,  still 
lingered  in  courtly  jargon. 

"No,  sir.  However,  to  console  us,  we  have  most  other 
vices  in  full  force." 

"I  don't  doubt  it;  they  say  the  prince's  set  exhaust  life 
pretty  quickly." 

"  It  certainly  requires  the  fortune  of  an  earl  and  the  consti- 
tution of  a  prize-fighter  to  live  with  him." 

"  Yet  methinks,  Master  Charley,  you  have  neither  the  one 
nor  the  other." 

"  And  therefore  I  see  before  me,  and  at  no  very  great  dis- 
tance, the  Bench  and  —  a  consumption!"  answered  Vernon, 
suppressing  a  slight  yawn. 

"'Tis  a  pity,  for  you  had  a  fine  estate,  properly  managed; 
and  in  spite  of  your  faults,  you  have  the  heart  of  a  true  gen- 
tleman. Come,  come!"  and  the  old  man  spoke  with  ten- 
derness, "you  are  young  enough  yet  to  reform.  A  prudent 
marriage  and  a  good  wife  will  save  both  your  health  and  your 
acres." 

"  If  you  think  so  highly  of  marriage,  my  dear  Sir  Miles,  it 
is  a  wonder  you  did  not  add  to  your  precepts  the  value  of  your 
example." 

"Jackanapes!  I  had  not  your  infirmities:  I  never  was  a 
spendthrift,  and  I  have  a  constitution  of  iron ! "  There  was 
a  pause.  "Charles,"  continued  Sir  Miles,  musingly,  "there 
is  many  an  earl  with  a  less  fortune  than  the  conjoined  estates 
of  Vernon  Grange  and  Laughton  Hall.  You  must  already 
have  understood  me :  it  is  my  intention  to  leave  my  estates  to 
Lucretia ;  it  is  my  wish,  nevertheless,  to  think  you  will  not 
b/ ;  the  worse  for  my  will.  Frankly,  if  you  can  like  my  niece, 
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win  her;  settle  here  while  I  live,  put  the  Grange  to  nurse, 
and  recruit  yourself  by  fresh  air  and  field-sports.  Zounds, 
Charles,  I  love  you,  and  that 's  the  truth !  Give  me  your 
hand!" 

"And  a  grateful  heart  with  it,  sir,"  said  Vernon,  warmly, 
evidently  affected,  as  he  started  from  his  indolent  position 
and  took  the  hand  extended  to  him.  "Believe  me,  I  do  not 
covet  your  wealth,  nor  do  I  envy  my  cousin  anything  so  much 
as  the  first  place  in  your  regard." 

"Prettily  said,  my  boy,  and  I  don't  suspect  you  of  insin- 
cerity. What  think  you,  then,  of  my  plan?'' 

Mr.  Vernon  seemed  embarrassed;  but  recovering  himself 
with  his  usual  ease,  he  replied  archly :  "  Perhaps,  sir,  it  will 
be  of  little  use  to  know  what  I  think  of  your  plan;  my  fair 
cousin  may  have  upset  it  already." 

"Ha,  sir!  let  me  look  at  you.  So,  so!  you  are  not  jesting. 
What  the  deuce  do  you  mean?  'Gad,  man,  speak  out!  " 

"Do  you  not  think  that  Mr.  Monderling  —  Mandolin  — 
what's  his  name,  eh?  —  do  you  not  think  that  he  is  a  very 
handsome  young  fellow?"  said  Mr.  Vernon,  drawing  out  his 
snutfbox  and  offering  it  to  his  kinsman. 

"Damn  your  snuff,"  quoth  Sir  Miles,  in  great  choler,  as  he 
rejected  the  proffered  courtesy  with  a  vehemence  that  sent 
half  the  contents  of  the  box  upon  the  joint  eyes  and  noses  of 
the  two  canine  favourites  dozing  at  his  feet.  The  setter 
started  up  in  an  agony;  the  spaniel  wheezed  and  sniffled  and 
ran  off,  stopping  every  moment  to  take  his  head  between  his 
paws.  The  old  gentleman  continued  without  heeding  the 
sufferings  of  his  dumb  friends,  — a  symptom  of  rare  discom- 
posure on  his  part. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  insinuate,  Mr.  Vernon,  that  my  niece  — 
my  elder  niece,  Lucretia  Clavering  —  condescends  to  notice 
the  looks,  good  or  bad,  of  Mr.  Main  waring?  'Sdeath,  sir,  he 
is  the  son  of  a  land  agent!  Sir,  he  is  intended  for  trade! 
Sir,  his  highest  ambition  is  to  be  partner  in  some  fifth-rate 
mercantile  house ! " 

"My  dear  Sir  Miles,"  replied  Mr.  Vernon,  as  he  continued 
to  brush  away,  with  his  scented  handkerchief,  such  portions 
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of  the  prince's  mixture  as  his  nankeen  inexpressibles  had 
diverted  from  the  sensual  organs  of  Dash  and  Ponto  —  "  my 
dear  Sir  Miles,  f«  n'empeche pas  le  sentiment!  " 

"Empeche  the  fiddlestick!  You  don't  know  Lucretia. 
There  are  many  girls,  indeed,  who  might  not  be  trusted  near 
any  handsome  flute-playing  spark,  with  black  eyes  and  white 
teeth;  but  Lucretia  is  not  one  of  those;  she  has  spirit  and 
ambition  that  would  never  stoop  to  a  mesalliance;  she  has  the 
mind  and  will  of  a  queen,  — old  Queen  Bess,  I  believe." 

"That  is  saying  much  for  her  talent,  sir;  but  if  so,  Heaven 
help  her  intended !  I  am  duly  grateful  for  the  blessings  you 
propose  me ! " 

Despite  his  anger,  the  old  gentleman  could  not  help 
smiling. 

"  Why,  to  confess  the  truth,  she  is  hard  to  manage ;  but  we 
men  of  the  world  know  how  to  govern  women,  I  hope,  —  much 
more  how  to  break  in  a  girl  scarce  out  of  her  teens.  As  for 
this  fancy  of  yours,  it  is  sheer  folly :  Lucretia  knows  my  mind. 
She  has  seen  her  mother's  fate;  she  has  seen  her  sister  an 
exile  from  my  house.  Why?  For  no  fault  of  hers,  poor 
thing,  but  because  she  is  the  child  of  disgrace,  and  the  mother's 
sin  is  visited  on  her  daughter's  head.  T  am  a  good-natured 
man,  I  fancy,  as  men  go;  but  I  am  old-fashioned  enough  to 
care  for  my  race.  If  Lucretia  demeaned  herself  to  love, 
to  encourage,  that  lad,  why,  I  would  strike  her  from  my  will, 
and  put  your  name  where  I  have  placed  hers." 

"Sir,"  said  Vernon,  gravely,  and  throwing  aside  all  affec- 
tation of  manner,  "this  becomes  serious;  and  I  have  no  right 
even  to  whisper  a  doubt  by  which  it  now  seems  I  might  ben- 
efit. I  think  it  imprudent,  if  you  wish  Miss  Clavering  to 
regard  me  impartially  as  a  suitor  to  her  hand,  to  throw  her, 
at  her  age,  in  the  way  of  a  man  far  superior  to  myself,  and  to 
most  men,  in  personal  advantages,  —  a  man  more  of  her  own 
years,  well  educated,  well  mannered,  with  no  evidence  of  his 
inferior  birth  in  his  appearance  or  his  breeding.  I  have  not 
the  least  ground  for  supposing  that  he  has  made  the  slightest 
impression  on  Miss  Clavering,  and  if  he  has,  it  would  be,  per- 
haps, but  a  girl's  innocent  and  thoughtless  fancy,  easily  shaken 
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off  by  time  and  worldly  reflection;  but  pardon  me  if  I  say 
bluntly  that  should  that  be  so,  you  would  be  wholly  unjusti- 
fied in  punishing,  even  in  blaming,  her, — it  is  yourself  you 
must  blame  for  your  own  carelessness  and  that  forgetful  blind- 
ness to  human  nature  and  youthful  emotions  which,  I  must 
say,  is  the  less  pardonable  in  one  who  has  known  the  world 
so  intimately." 

"Charles  Vernon,"  said  the  old  baronet,  "give  me  your 
hand  again !  I  was  right,  at  least,  when  I  said  you  had  the 
heart  of  a  true  gentleman.  Drop  this  subject  for  the  present. 
Who  has  just  left  Lucretia  yonder?  " 

"  Your  protegt,  the  Frenchman." 

"Ah,  he,  at  least,  is  not  blind;  go  and  join  Lucretia! " 

Vernon  bowed,  emptied  the  remains  of  the  Madeira  into  a 
tumbler,  drank  the  contents  at  a  draught,  and  sauntered 
towards  Lucretia;  but  she,  perceiving  his  approach,  crossed 
abruptly  into  one  of  the  alleys  that  led  to  the  other  side  of 
the  house,  and  he  was  either  too  indifferent  or  too  well-bred 
to  force  upon  her  the  companionship  which  she  so  evidently 
shunned.  He  threw  himself  at  length  upon  one  of  the  benches 
on  the  lawn,  and  leaning  his  head  upon  his  hand,  fell  into 
reflections  which,  had  he  spoken,  would  have  shaped  them- 
selves somewhat  thus  into  words :  — 

"  If  I  must  take  that  girl  as  the  price  of  this  fair  heritage, 
shall  I  gain  or  lose?  I  grant  that  she  has  the  finest  neck  and 
shoulders  I  ever  saw  out  of  marble ;  but  far  from  being  in  love 
with  her,  she  gives  me  a  feeling  like  fear  and  aversion.  Add 
to  this  that  she  has  evidently  no  kinder  sentiment  for  me  than 
I  for  her;  and  if  she  once  had  a  heart,  that  young  gentleman 
has  long  since  coaxed  it  away.  Pleasant  auspices,  these,  for 
matrimony  to  a  poor  invalid  who  wishes  at  least  to  decline 
and  to  die  in  peace!  Moreover,  if  I  were  rich  enough  to 
marry  as  I  pleased;  if  I  were  what,  perhaps,  I  ought  to  be, 
heir  to  Laughton,  —  why,  there  is  a  certain  sweet  Mary  in  the 
tforld,  whose  eyes  are  softer  than  Lucretia  Clavering's.  But 
that  is  a  dream!  On  the  other  hand,  if  I  do  not  win  this  girl, 
And  my  poor  kinsman  give  her  all,  or  nearly  all,  his  posses- 
sions, Vernon  Grange  goes  to  the  usurers,  and  the  king  will 
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find  a  lodging  for  myself.  What  does  it  matter?  I  cannot 
live  above  two  or  three  years  at  the  most,  and  can  only  hope, 
therefore,  that  dear  stout  old  Sir  Miles  may  outlive  me.  At 
thirty -three  I  have  worn  out  fortune  and  life ;  little  pleasure 
could  Laughton  give  me,  — brief  pain  the  Bench.  'Fore  Gad, 
the  philosophy  of  the  thing  is  on  the  whole  against  sour  looks 
and  the  noose !  "  Thus  deciding  in  the  progress  of  his  revery, 
he  smiled,  and  changed  his  position.  The  sun  had  set,  the 
twilight  was  over,  the  moon  rose  in  splendour  from  amidst 
a  thick  copse  of  mingled  beech  and  oak;  the  beams  fell  full  on 
the  face  of  the  muser,  and  the  face  seemed  yet  paler  and  the 
exhaustion  of  premature  decay  yet  more  evident,  by  that  still 
and  melancholy  light:  all  ruins  gain  dignity  by  the  moon. 
This  was  a  ruin  nobler  than  that  which  painters  place  on 
their  canvas,  —  the  ruin,  not  of  stone  and  brick,  but  of 
humanity  and  spirit;  the  wreck  of  man  prematurely  old,  not 
stricken  by  great  sorrow,  not  bowed  by  great  toil,  but  fretted 
and  mined  away  by  small  pleasures  and  poor  excitements,  — 
small  and  poor,  but  daily,  hourly,  momently  at  their  gnome- 
like  work.  Something  of  the  gravity  and  the  true  lesson  of 
the  hour  and  scene,  perhaps,  forced  itself  upon  a  mind  little 
given  to  sentiment,  for  Vernon  rose  languidly  and  muttered,  — 

"My  poor  mother  hoped  better  things  from  me.  It  is  well, 
after  all,  that  it  is  broken  off  with  Mary.  Why  should  there 
be  any  one  to  weep  for  me?  I  can  the  better  die  smiling,  as 
I  have  lived." 

Meanwhile,  as  it  is  necessary  we  should  follow  each  of  the 
principal  characters  we  have  introduced  through  the  course  of 
an  evening  more  or  less  eventful  iu  the  destiny  of  all,  we 
return  to  Mainwaring  and  accompany  him  to  the  lake  at  the 
bottom  of  the  park,  which  he  reached  as  its  smooth  surface 
glistened  in  the  last  beams  of  the  sun.  He  saw,  as  he  neared 
the.  water,  the  fish  sporting  in  the  pellucid  tide;  the  dragon- 
fly darted  and  hovered  in  the  air;  the  tedded  grass  beneath 
his  feet  gave  forth  the  fragrance  of  crushed  thyme  and  clover; 
the  swan  paused,  as  if  slumbering  on  the  wave;  the  linnet 
and  finch  sang  still  from  the  neighbouring  copses;  and  the 
heavy  bees  were  winging  their  way  home  with  a  drowsy  mur- 
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mur.  All  around  were  images  of  that  unspeakable  peace 
which  Nature  whispers  to  those  attuned  to  her  music 5  all 
fitted  to  lull,  but  not  to  deject,  the  spirit,  —  images  dear  to 
the  holiday  of  the  world-worn  man,  to  the  contemplation  of 
serene  and  retired  age,  to  the  boyhood  of  poets,  to  the  youth 
of  lovers.  But  Mainwaring's  step  was  heavy,  and  his  brow 
clouded,  and  Nature  that  evening  was  dumb  to  him.  At  the 
margin  of  the  lake  stood  a  solitary  angler  who  now,  his  even- 
ing's task  done,  was  employed  in  leisurely  disjointing  his  rod 
and  whistling  with  much  sweetness  an  air  from  one  of  Izaak 
Walton's  songs.  Mainwariiig  reached  the  angler  and  laid  his 
hand  on  his  shoulder. 

" What  sport,  Ard worth?" 

"A  few  large  roach  with  the  fly,  and  one  pike  with  a 
gudgeon, — a  noble  fellow!  Look  at  him!  He  was  lying 
under  the  reeds  yonder;  I  saw  his  green  back,  and  teased  him 
into  biting.  A  heavenly  evening!  T  wonder  you  did  not  fol- 
low my  example,  and  escape  from  a  set  where  neither  you  nor 
I  can  feel  very  much  at  home,  to  this  green  banquet  of  Nature, 
in  which  at  least  no  man  sits  below  the  salt-cellar.  The  birds 
are  an  older  family  than  the  St.  Johns,  but  they  don't  throw 
their  pedigree  in  our  teeth.  Main  waring." 

"Nay,  nay,  my  good  friend,  you  wrong  old  Sir  Miles;  proud 
he  is,  no  doubt,  but  neither  you  nor  I  have  had  to  complain  of 
his  insolence." 

"Of  his  insolence,  certainly  not;  of  his  condescension,  yes! 
Hang  it,  William,  it  is  his  very  politeness  that  galls  me. 

Don't  you  observe  that  with  Vernon,  or  Lord  A ,  or  Lord 

B ,  or  Mr.  C ,  he  is  easy  and  off-hand ;  calls  them  by 

their  names,  pats  them  on  the  shoulder,  rates  them,  and 
swears  at  them  if  they  vex  him.  But  with  you  and  me  and 
his  French  parasite,  it  is  all  stately  decorum  and  punctilious 
courtesy  :  '  Mr.  Mainwaring,  I  am  delighted  to  see  you; '  '  Mr. 
Ardworth,  as  you  are  so  near,  dare  I  ask  you  to  ring  the  bell?  ' 
'  Monsieur  Dalibard,  with  the  utmost  deference,  I  venture  to 
disagree  with  you.'  However,  don't  let  my  foolish  suscepti- 
bility ruffle  your  pride.  And  you,  too,  have  a  worthy  object 
in  view,  which  might  well  detain  you  from  roach  and  jack- 
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fish.  Have  you  stolen  your  interview  with  the  superb 
Lucretia?" 

"Yes,  stolen,  as  you  say;  and,  like  all  thieves  not  thor- 
oughly hardened,  I  am  ashamed  of  my  gains." 

"  Sit  down,  my  boy,  — this  is  a  bank  in  ten  thousand;  there, 
that  old  root  to  lean  your  elbow  on,  this  soft  moss  for  your 
cushion :  sit  down  and  confess.  You  have  something  on  your 
mind  that  preys  on  you;  we  are  old  college  friends,  — out 
with  it!" 

"There  is  no  resisting  you,  Ardworth,"  said  Main  waring, 
smiling,  and  drawn  from  his  reserve  and  his  gloom  by  the 
frank  good-humour  of  his  companion.  "  I  should  like,  I  own, 
to  make  a  clean  breast  of  it;  and  perhaps  I  may  profit  by  your 
advice.  You  know,  in  the  first  place,  that  after  I  left  college, 
my  father,  seeing  me  indisposed  for  the  Church,  to  which  he 
had  always  destined  me  in  his  own  heart,  and  for  which, 
indeed,  he  had  gone  out  of  his  way  to  maintain  me  at  the 
University,  gave  me  the  choice  of  his  own  business  as  a  sur- 
veyor and  land-agent,  or  of  entering  into  the  mercantile  pro- 
fession. I  chose  the  latter,  and  went  to  Southampton,  where 
we  have  a  relation  in  business,  to  be  initiated  into  the  elemen- 
tary mysteries.  There  I  became  acquainted  with  a  good  cler- 
gyman and  his  wife,  and  in  that  house  I  passed  a  great  part 
of  my  time." 

"  With  the  hope,  I  trust,  on  better  consideration,  of  grati- 
fying your  father's  ambition  and  learning  how  to  starve  with 
gentility  on  a  cure." 

"Not  much  of  that,  I  fear." 

"Then  the  clergyman  had  a  daughter?" 

"You  are  nearer  the  mark  now,"  said  Mainwaring,  colour- 
ing, —  "though  it  was  not  his  daughter.  A  young  lady  lived 
in  his  family,  not  even  related  to  him;  she  was  placed  there 
with  a  certain  allowance  by  a  rich  relation.  In  a  word,  I 
admired,  perhaps  I  loved,  this  young  person;  but  she  was 
without  an  independence,  and  I  not  yet  provided  even  with 
the  substitute  of  money, — a  profession.  I  fancied  (do  not 
laugh  at  my  vanity)  that  my  feelings  might  be  returned.  I 
was  in  alarm  for  her  as  well  as  myself;  I  sounded  the  clergy- 
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man  as  to  the  chance  of  obtaining  the  consent  of  her  rich  rela- 
tion, and  was  informed  that  he  thought  it  hopeless.  I  felt  1 
had  no  right  to  invite  her  to  poverty  and  ruin,  and  still  less 
to  entangle  further  (if  I  had  chanced  to  touch  at  all)  her  affec- 
tion. I  made  an  excuse  to  my  father  to  leave  the  town,  and 
returned  home." 

"Prudent  and  honourable  enough,  so  far;  unlike  me, — I 
should  have  run  off  with  the  girl,  if  she  loved  me,  and  old 
Plutus,  the  rascal,  might  have  done  his  worst  against  Cupid. 
But  I  interrupt  you." 

"  I  came  back  when  the  county  was  greatly  agitated,  — 
public  meetings,  speeches,  mobs;  a  sharp  election  going  on. 
My  father  had  always  taken  keen  interest  in  politics ;  he  was 
of  the  same  party  as  Sir  Miles,  who,  you  know,  is  red-hot 
upon  politics.  I  was  easily  led  —  partly  by  ambition,  partly 
by  the  effect  of  example,  partly  by  the  hope  to  give  a  new 
turn  to  my  thoughts  —  to  make  an  appearance  in  public." 

"And  a  devilish  creditable  one  too!  Why,  man,  your 
speeches  have  been  quoted  with  rapture  by  the  London 
papers.  Horribly  aristocratic  and  Pittish,  it  is  true,  —  I 
think  differently;  but  every  man  to  his  taste.  Well  — " 

"  My  attempts,  such  as  they  were,  procured  me  the  favour 
of  Sir  Miles.  He  had  long  been  acquainted  with  my  father, 
who  had  helped  him  in  his  own  elections  years  ago.  He 
seemed  cordially  delighted  to  patronize  the  sou;  he  invited 
me  to  visit  him  at  Laughton,  and  hinted  to  my  father  that  I 
was  formed  for  something  better  than  a  counting-house:  my 
poor  father  was  intoxicated.  In  a  word,  here  I  am;  here, 
often  for  days,  almost  weeks,  together,  have  I  been  a  guest, 
always  welcomed." 

"  You  pause.  This  is  the  primordium,  —  now  comes  the 
confession,  eh?" 

"Why,  one  half  the  confession  is  over.  It  was  my  most 
unmerited  fortune  to  attract  the  notice  of  Miss  Clavering. 
Do  not  fancy  me  so  self-conceited  as  to  imagine  that  I  should 
ever  have  presumed  so  high,  but  for  —  " 

"But  for  encouragement,  — I  understand!  Well,  she  is  a 
magnificent  creature,  in  her  way,  and  I  do  not  wonder  that 
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she  drove  the  poor  little  girl  at  Southampton  out  of  your 
thoughts." 

"  Ah !  but  there  is  the  sore,  —  I  am  not  sure  that  she  has 
done  so.  Ardworth,  I  may  trust  you?" 

"  With  everything  but  half-a-guinea.  I  would  not  promise 
to  be  rock  against  so  great  a  temptation!"  and  Ardworth 
turned  his  empty  pockets  inside  out. 

"Tush!  be  serious,  or  I  go." 

"  Serious !  With  pockets  like  these,  the  devil 's  in  it  if  I 
am  not  serious.  Perge,  precor." 

"Ardworth,  then,"  said  Mainwaring,  with  great  emotion, 
"  I  confide  to  you  the  secret  trouble  of  my  heart.  This  girl 
at  Southampton  is  Lucretia's  sister, — her  half-sister;  the 
rich  relation  on  whose  allowance  she  lives  is  Sir  Miles  St. 
John." 

"Whew!  my  own  poor  dear  little  cousin,  by  the  father's 
side!  Mainwaring,  I  trust  you  have  not  deceived  me;  you 
have  not  amused  yourself  with  breaking  Susan's  heart?  For 
a  heart,  and  an  honest,  simple,  English  girl's  heart  she  has." 

"Heaven  forbid!  I  tell  you  I  have  never  even  declared  my 
love;  and  if  love  it  were,  I  trust  it  is  over.  But  when  Sir 
Miles  was  first  kind  to  me,  first  invited  me,  I  own  I  had  the 
hope  to  win  his  esteem;  and  since  he  had  always  made  so 
strong  and  cruel  a  distinction  between  Lucretia  and  Susan,  I 
thought  it  not  impossible  that  he  might  consent  at  last  to  my 
union  with  the  niece  he  had  refused  to  receive  and  acknowl- 
edge. But  even  while  the  hope  was  in  me,  I  was  drawn  on, 
I  was  entangled,  I  was  spell-bound,  I  know  not  how  or  why; 
but,  to  close  my  confidence,  while  still  doubtful  whether  my 
own  heart  is  free  from  the  remembrance  of  the  one  vsister,  I 
am  pledged  to  the  other." 

Ardworth  looked  down  gravely  and  remained  silent.  He 
was  a  joyous,  careless,  reckless  youth,  with  unsteady  charac- 
ter and  pursuits,  and  with  something  of  vague  poetry,  much 
of  unaccommodating  pride  about  his  nature,  —  one  of  those 
youths  little  likely  to  do  what  is  called  well  in  the  world; 
not  persevering  enough  for  an  independent  career,  too  blunt 
and  honest  for  a  servile  one.  But  it  was  in  the  very  disposi- 
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tion  of  such  a  person  to  judge  somewhat  harshly  of  Mainwar- 
ing's  disclosure,  and  not  easily  to  comprehend  what,  after  all, 
was  very  natural,  — how  a  young  man,  new  to  life,  timid  by 
character,  and  of  an  extreme  susceptibility  to  the  fear  of  giv- 
ing pain,  had,  in  the  surprise,  the  gratitude,  the  emotion,  of 
an  avowed  attachment  from  a  girl  far  above  him  in  worldly 
position,  been  forced,  by  receiving,  to  seem,  at  least,  to  return 
her  affection.  And,  indeed,  though  not  wholly  insensible  to 
the  brilliant  'prospects  opened  to  him  in  such  a  connection, 
yet,  to  do  him  justice,  Mainwaring  would  have  been  equally 
entangled  by  a  similar  avowal  from  a  girl  more  his  equal  in 
the  world.  It  was  rather  from  an  amiability  bordering  upon 
weakness,  than  from  any  more  degrading  moral  imperfections, 
that  he  had  been  betrayed  into  a  position  which  neither  con- 
tented his  heart  nor  satisfied  his  conscience. 

With  far  less  ability  than  his  friend,  Ardworth  had  more 
force  and  steadiness  in  his  nature,  and  was  wholly  free  from 
that  morbid  delicacy  of  temperament  to  which  susceptible  and 
shy  persons  owe  much  of  their  errors  and  misfortunes.  He 
said,  therefore,  after  a  long  pause:  "My  good  fellow,  to  be 
plain  with  you,  I  cannot  say  that  your  confession  has  im- 
proved you  in  my  estimation;  but  that  is  perhaps  because  of 
the  bluntness  of  my  understanding.  I  could  quite  compre- 
hend your  forgetting  Susan  (and,  after  all,  I  am  left  in 
doubt  as  to  the  extent  of  her  conquest  over  you)  for  the 
very  different  charms  of  her  sister.  On  the  other  hand,  I 
could  still  better  understand  that,  having  once  fancied  Susan, 
you  could  not  be  commanded  into  love  for  Lucretia.  But  I 
do  not  comprehend  your  feeling  love  for  one,  and  making 
love  to  the  other,  —  which  is  the  long  and  short  of  the 
business." 

"That  is  not  exactly  the  true  statement,"  answered  Main- 
waring,  with  a  powerful  effort  at  composure.  "There  are 
moments  when,  listening  to  Lucretia,  when,  charmed  by  that 
softness  which,  contrasting  the  rest  of  her  character,  she  ex- 
hibits to  none  but  me,  struck  by  her  great  mental  powers,  proud 
of  an  unsought  triumph  over  such  a  being,  I  feel  as  if  I  could 
love  none  but  her;  then  suddenly  her  mood  changes, — she 
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utters  sentiments  that  chill  and  revolt  me;  the  very  beauty 
seems  vanished  from  her  face.  I  recall  with  a  sigh  the  sim- 
ple sweetness  of  Susan,  and  I  feel  as  if  I  deceived  both  my 
mistress  and  myself.  Perhaps,  however,  all  the  circum- 
stances of  this  connection  tend  to  increase  my  doubts.  It 
is  humiliating  to  me  to  know  that  I  woo  clandestinely  and 
upon  sufferance;  that  I  am  stealing,  as  it  were,  into  a  for- 
tune; that  I  am  eating  Sir  Miles's  bread,  and  yet  counting 
upon  his  death;  and  this  shame  in  myself  may  make  me 
unconsciously  unjust  to  Lucretia.  But  it  is  useless  to  re- 
prove me  for  what  is  past;  and  though  I  at  first  imagined 
you  could  advise  me  for  the  future,  I  now  see,  too  clearly, 
that  no  advice  could  avail." 

"I  grant  that  too;  for  all  you  require  is  to  make  up  your 
mind  to  be  fairly  off  with  the  old  love,  or  fairly  on  with  the 
new.  However,  now  you  have  stated  your  case  thus  frankly, 
if  you  permit  me,  I  will  take  advantage  of  the  strange  chance 
of  finding  myself  here,  and  watch,  ponder,  and  counsel,  if  I 
can.  This  Lucretia,  I  own  it,  puzzles  and  perplexes  me ;  but 
though  no  CEdipus,  I  will  not  take  fright  at  the  sphinx.  I 
suppose  now  it  is  time  to  return.  They  expect  some  of  the 
neighbours  to  drink  tea,  and  I  must  doff  my  fish  ing- jacket. 
Come!" 

As  they  strolled  towards  the  house,  Ardworth  broke  a 
silence  which  had  lasted  for  some  moments. 

"And  how  is  that  dear  good  Fielden?  I  ought  to  have 
guessed  him  at  once,  when  you  spoke  of  your  clergyman  and 
his  young  charge;  but  I  did  not  know  he  was  at  Southampton." 

"  He  has  exchanged  his  living  for  a  year,  on  account  of  his 
wife's  health,  and  rather,  I  think  also,  with  the  wish  to  bring 
poor  Susan  nearer  to  Laughton,  in  the  chance  of  her  uncle 
seeing  her.  But  you  are,  then,  acquainted  with  Fielden?" 

"Acquainted!  —  my  best  friend.  He  was  my  tutor,  and 
prepared  me  for  Caius  College.  I  owe  him,  not  only  the  little 
learning  I  have,  but  the  little  good  that  is  left  in  me.  I  owe 
to  him  apparently,  also,  whatever  chance  of  bettering  my 
prospects  may  arise  from  my  visit  to  Laughton." 

"Notwithstanding  our  intimacy,  we  have,  like  most  young 
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men  not  related,  spoken  so  little  of  our  family  matters  that  I 
do  not  now  understand  how  you  are  cousin  to  Susan,  nor  what, 
to  my  surprise  and  delight,  brought  you  hither  three  days 
ago." 

"  Faith,  my  story  is  easier  to  explain  than  your  own,  Wil- 
liam. Here  goes!" 

But  as  Ardworth's  recital  partially  involves  references  to 
family  matters  not  yet  sufficiently  known  to  the  reader,  we 
must  be  pardoned  if  we  assume  to  ourselves  his  task  of  narra- 
tor, and  necessarily  enlarge  on  his  details. 

The  branch  of  the  illustrious  family  of  St.  John  repre- 
sented by  Sir  Miles,  diverged  from  the  parent  stem  of  the 
Lords  of  Bletshoe.  With  them  it  placed  at  the  summit  of 
its  pedigree  the  name  of  William  de  St.  John,  the  Con- 
queror's favourite  and  trusted  warrior,  and  Oliva  de  Filgiers. 
With  them  it  blazoned  the  latter  alliance,  which  gave  to  Sir 
Oliver  St.  John  the  lands  of  Bletshoe  by  the  hand  of  Mar- 
garet Beauchamp  (by  her  second  marriage  with  the  Duke  of 
Somerset),  grandmother  to  Henry  VII.  In  the  following 
generation,  the  younger  son  of  a  younger  son  had  founded, 
partly  by  offices  of  state,  partly  by  marriage  with  a  wealthy 
heiress,  a  house  of  his  own;  and  in  the  reign  of  James  the 
First,  the  St.  Johns  of  Laughton  ranked  amongst  the  chief 
gentlemen  of  Hampshire.  From  that  time  till  the  accession 
of  George  III.  the  family,  though  it  remained  untitled,  had 
added  to  its  consequence  by  intermarriages  of  considerable 
dignity,  —  chosen,  indeed,  with  a  disregard  for  money  uncom- 
mon amongst  the  English  aristocracy ;  so  that  the  estate  was 
but  little  enlarged  since  the  reign  of  James,  though  profiting, 
of  course,  by  improved  cultivation  and  the  different  value  of 
money.  On  the  other  hand,  perhaps  there  were  scarcely  ten 
families  in  the  country  who  could  boast  of  a  similar  directness 
of  descent  on  all  sides  from  the  proudest  and  noblest  aristoc- 
racy of  the  soil;  and  Sir  Miles  St.  John,  by  blood,  was,  almost 
at  the  distance  of  eight  centuries,  as  pure  a  Norman  as  his 
ancestral  William.  His  grandfather,  nevertheless,  had  devi- 
ated from  the  usual  disinterested  practice  of  the  family,  and 
had  married  an  heiress  who  brought  the  quarterings  of  Ver- 
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non  to  the  crowded  escutcheon,  and  with  these  quarterings 
an  estate  of  some  £4,000  a  year  popularly  known  by  the 
name  of  Vernon  Grange.  This  rare  occurrence  did  not  add  to 
the  domestic  happiness  of  the  contracting  parties,  nor  did  it 
lead  to  the  ultimate  increase  of  the  Laughton  possessions. 
Two  sons  were  born.  To  the  elder  was  destined  the  father's 
inheritance,  —  to  the  younger  the  maternal  property.  One 
house  is  not  large  enough  for  two  heirs.  Nothing  could 
exceed  the  pride  of  the  father  as  a  St.  John,  except  the  pride 
of  the  mother  as  a  Vernon.  Jealousies  between  the  two  sons 
began  early  and  rankled  deep;  nor  was  there  peace  at  Laugh- 
ton  till  the  younger  had  carried  away  from  its  rental  the 
lands  of  Vernon  Grange;  and  the  elder  remained  just  where 
his  predecessors  stood  in  point  of  possessions,  — sole  lord  of 
Laughton  sole.  The  elder  son,  Sir  Miles's  father,  had  been, 
indeed,  so  chafed  by  the  rivalry  with  his  brother  that  in  dis- 
gust he  had  run  away  and  thrown  himself,  at  the  age  of  four- 
teen, into  the  navy.  By  accident  or  by  merit  he  rose  high  in 
that  profession,  acquired  name  and  fame,  and  lost  an  eye  and 
an  arm,  —  for  which  he  was  gazetted,  at  the  same  time,  an 
admiral  and  a  baronet. 

Thus  mutilated  and  dignified,  Sir  George  St.  John  retired 
from  the  profession;  and  finding  himself  unmarried,  and 
haunted  by  the  apprehension  that  if  he  died  childless,  Laugh- 
ton  would  pass  to  his  brother's  heirs,  he  resolved  upon  con- 
signing his  remains  to  the  nuptial  couch,  previous  to  the 
surer  peace  of  the  family  vault.  At  the  age  of  fifty-nine,  the 
grim  veteran  succeeded  in  finding  a  young  lady  of  unblem- 
ished descent  and  much  marked  with  the  small-pox,  who  con- 
sented to  accept  the  only  hand  which  Sir  George  had  to  offer. 
From  this  marriage  sprang  a  numerous  family;  but  all  died 
in  early  childhood,  frightened  to  death,  said  the  neighbours, 
by  their  tender  parents  (considered  the  ugliest  couple  in  the 
county),  except  one  boy  (the  present  Sir  Miles)  and  one 
daughter,  many  years  younger,  destined  to  become  Lucretia's 
mother.  Sir  Miles  came  early  into  his  property;  and  although 
the  softening  advance  of  civilization,  with  the  liberal  effects 
of  travel  and  a  long  residence  in  cities,  took  from  him  that 
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provincial  austerity  of  pride  which  is  only  seen  in  stanch  per- 
fection amongst  the  lords  of  a  village,  he  was  yet  little  less 
susceptible  to  the  duties  of  maintaining  his  lineage  pure  as 
its  representation  had  descended  to  him  than  the  most  superb 
of  his  predecessors.     But  owing,  it  was  said,  to  an  early  dis- 
appointment, he  led,  during  youth   and  manhood,   a  roving 
and  desultory  life,  and  so  put  off  from  year  to  year  the  grand 
experiment  matrimonial,  until  he  arrived  at  old  age,  with  the 
philosophical  determination  to  select  from  the  other  branches 
of  his  house  the  successor  to  the  heritage  of  St.  John.     In 
thus  arrogating  to  himself  a  right  to  neglect  his  proper  duties 
as  head  of  a  family,  he  found  his  excuse  in  adopting  his  niece 
Lucretia.     His  sister  had  chosen  for  her  first  husband  a  friend 
and  neighbour  of  his  own,  a  younger  son,  of  unexceptionable 
birth  and  of  very   agreeable  manners  in  society.     But   this 
gentleman   contrived  to   render  her   life   so  miserable    that, 
though  he  died  fifteen  months  after  their  marriage,  his  widow 
could  scarcely  be  expected  to  mourn  long  for  him.     A  year 
after  Mr.  Clavering's  death,  Mrs.  Clavering  married  again, 
under  the  mistaken  notion  that  she  had  the  right  to  choose 
for  herself.     She  married  Dr.  Mivers,  the  provincial  physi- 
cian who  had  attended  her  husband  in  his  last  illness,  —  a 
gentleman  by  education,  manners,  and  profession,  but  unhap- 
pily the  son  of  a  silk-mercer.     Sir  Miles  never  forgave  this 
connection.     By  her  first  marriage,  Sir  Miles's  sister  had  one 
daughter,  Lucretia;  by  her  second  marriage,  another  daugh- 
ter, named  Susan.     She  survived  somewhat  more  than  a  year 
the  birth  of  the  latter.     On  her  death,  Sir  Miles*  formally 
(through  his  agent)  applied  to  Dr.  Mivers  for  his  eldest  niece, 
Lucretia  Clavering,  and  the  physician  did  not  think  himself 
justified  in  withholding  from  her  the  probable  advantages  of  a 
transfer  from  his  own  roof  to  that  of  her  wealthy  uncle.     He 
•himself  had  been  no  worldly  gainer  by  his  connection;   his 
practice  had   suffered  materially  from  the  sympathy  which 
was  felt  by  the  county  families  for  the  supposed  wrongs  of 
Sir  Miles  St.  John,  who  was  personally  not  only  popular,  but 
esteemed,  nor  less  so  on  account  of  his  pride,  —  too  dignified 
to  refer  even  to  his  domestic  annoyances,  except  to  his  most 
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familiar   associates ;   to  them,   indeed,    Sir   Miles   had  said, 
briefly,  that  he   considered  a  physician    who  abused  his   en- 
trance into  a  noble  family  by  stealing  into  its  alliance  was  a 
character  in  whose  punishment   all  society  had  an   interest. 
The  words   were   repeated;  they  were   thought  just.     Those 
who  ventured  to  suggest   that   Mrs.  Clavering,  as  a   widow, 
was  a  free  agent,  were  regarded  with  suspicion.     It  was  the 
time  when  French  principles  were  just  beginning  to  be  held 
in  horror,  especially  in  the  provinces,  and  when  everything 
that  encroached  upon  the  rights  and  prejudices  of  the  high- 
born was   called  "a  French  principle."    Dr.  Mivers   was  as 
much  scouted  as  if  he  had  been  a  sans-culotte.     Obliged  to 
quit  the  county,  he  settled  at  a  distance ;  but  he  had  a  career 
to  commence  again ;  his  wife's  death  enfeebled  his  spirits  and 
damped  his  exertions.     He  did  little  more  than  earn  a  bare 
subsistence,   and  died  at  last,  when  his  only   daughter  was 
fourteen,  poor  and  embarrassed     On  his  death-bed  he  wrote 
a  letter  to  Sir  Miles  reminding  him  that,  after  all,  Susan  was 
his  sister's  child,  gently  vindicating  himself  from  the  unmer- 
ited charge  of  treachery,  which  had  blasted  his  fortunes  and 
left  his  orphan  penniless,  and  closing  with  a  touching  yet  a 
manly  appeal  to  the  sole  relative  left  to  befriend  her.     The 
clergyman  who  had  attended  him  in  his  dying  moments  took 
charge  of  this  letter;  he  brought  it  in  person  to  Laughton, 
and  delivered  it  to  Sir  Miles.     Whatever  his  errors,  the  old 
baronet  was  no  common  man.     He  was  not  vindictive,  though 
he  could  not  be  called  forgiving.     He  had  considered  his  con- 
duct to  his  sister  a  duty  owed  to  his  name  and  ancestors ;  she 
had  placed  herself  and  her  youngest  child  out  of  the  pale  of 
his  family.     He  would  not  receive  as  his  niece  the  grand- 
daughter of  a  silk-mercer.     The  relationship  was  extinct,  as, 
in  certain  countries,  nobility  is  forfeited  by  a  union  with  an 
inferior  class.     But,  niece  or  not,  here  was  a  claim  to  human- 
ity and  benevolence ,  and  never  yet  had  appeal  been  made  by 
suffering  to  his  heart  and  purse  in  vain. 

He  bowed  his  head  over  the  letter  as  his  eye  came  to  the 
last  line,  and  remained  silent  so  long  that  the  clergyman  at 
last,  moved  and  hopeful,  approached  and  took  his  hand.  It 
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was  the  impulse  of  a  good  man  and  a  good  priest.  Sir  Miles 
looked  up  in  surprise;  but  the  calm,  pitying  face  bent  on  him 
repelled  all  return  of  pride. 

"Sir, "he  said  tremulously,  and  he  pressed  the  hand  that 
grasped  his  own,  "  I  thank  you.  I  am  not  fit  at  this  moment 
to  decide  what  to  do;  to-morrow  you  shall  know.  And  the 
man  died  poor,  —  not  in  want,  not  in  want? " 

"Comfort  yourself,  worthy  sir;  he  had  at  the  last  all  that 
sickness  and  death  require,  except  one  assurance,  which  I 
ventured  to  whisper  to  him,  — I  trust  not  too  rashly,  — that 
his  daughter  would  not  be  left  unprotected.  And  I  pray  you 
to  reflect,  my  dear  sir,  that  —  " 

Sir  Miles  did  not  wait  for  the  conclusion  of  the  sentence; 
he  rose  abruptly,  and  left  the  room.  Mr.  Fielden  (so  the 
good  priest  was  named)  felt  confident  of  the  success  of  his 
mission;  but  to  win  it  the  more  support,  he  sought  Lucretia. 
She  was  then  seventeen :  it  is  an  age  when  the  heart  is  pecu- 
liarly open  to  the  household  ties,  —  to  the  memory  of  a  mother, 
to  the  sweet  name  of  sister.  He  sought  this  girl,  he  told  his 
tale,  and  pleaded  the  sister's  cause.  Lucretia  heard  in  silence : 
neither  eye  nor  lip  betrayed  emotion ;  but  her  colour  went  and 
came.  This  was  the  only  sign  that  she  was  moved :  moved, 
but  how?  Fielden's  experience  in  the  human  heart  could  not 
guess.  When  he  had  done,  she  went  quietly  to  her  desk  (it 
was  in  her  own  room  that  the  conference  took  place),  she 
unlocked  it  with  a  deliberate  hand,  she  took  from  it  a  pocket- 
book  and  a  case  of  jewels  which  Sir  Miles  had  given  her  on 
her  last  birthday.  "  Let  my  sister  have  these ;  while  I  live 
she  shall  not  want !  " 

"  My  dear  young  lady,  it  is  not  these  things  that  she  asks 
from  you,  —  it  is  your  affection,  your  sisterly  heart,  your 
intercession  with  her  natural  protector;  these,  in  her  name, 
I  ask  for,  — '  non  gemmis,  neque  purpura  venale,  nee  auro! ' 

Lucretia  then,  still  without  apparent  emotion,  raised  to  the 
good  man's  face  deep,  penetrating,  but  unrevealing  eyes,  and 
said  slowly,  — 

"Is  my  sister  like  my  mother,  who,  they  say,  was 
handsome?" 
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Much  startled  by  this  question,  Fielden  answered:  "I 
never  saw  your  mother,  my  dear;  but  your  sister  gives 
promise  of  more  than  common  comeliness." 

Lucretia's  brows  grew  slightly  compressed.  "And  her 
education  has  been,  of  course,  neglected?" 

"  Certainly,  in  some  points,  —  mathematics,  for  instance, 
and  theology ;  but  she  knows  what  ladies  generally  know,  — 
French  and  Italian,  and  such  like.  Dr.  Mivers  was  not 
unlearned  in  the  polite  letters.  Oh,  trust  me,  my  dear 
young  lady,  she  will  not  disgrace  your  family;  she  will 
justify  your  uncle's  favour.  Plead  for  her!  "  And  the  good 
man  clasped  his  hands. 

Lucretia's  eyes  fell  musingly  on  the  ground;  but  she 
resumed,  after  a  short  pause,  — 

"  What  does  my  uncle  himself  say?  " 

"Only  that  he  will  decide  to-morrow." 

"  I  will  see  him ; "  and  Lucretia  left  the  room  as  for  that 
object.  But  when  she  had  gained  the  stairs,  she  paused  at 
the  large  embayed  casement,  which  formed  a  niche  in  the 
landing-place,  and  gazed  over  the  broad  domains  beyond;  a 
stern  smile  settled,  then,  upon  her  lips,  —  the  smile  seemed 
to  say,  "In  this  inheritance  I  will  have  no  rival." 

Lucretia's  influence  with  Sir  Miles  was  great,  but  here 
it  was  not  needed.  Before  she  saw  him  he  had  decided 
on  his  course.  Her  precocious  and  apparently  intuitive 
knowledge  of  character  detected  at  a  glance  the  safety  with 
which  she  might  intercede.  She  did  so,  and  was  chid  into 
silence. 

The  next  morning,  Sir  Miles  took  the  priest's  arm  and 
walked  with  him  into  the  gardens. 

"Mr.  Fielden,"  he  said,  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  has 
chosen  his  course,  and  deprecates  all  attempt  to  make  him 
swerve  from  it,  "if  I  followed  my  own  selfish  wishes,  I  should 
take  home  this  poor  child.  Stay,  sir,  and  hear  me,  —  I  am 
no  hypocrite,  and  I  speak  honestly.  I  like  young  faces;  I 
have  no  family  of  my  own.  I  love  Lucretia,  and  I  am  proud 
of  her;  but  a  girl  brought  up  in  adversity  might  be  a  better 
nurse  and  a  more  docile  companion,  — let  that  pass.  I  have 
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reflected,  and  I  feel  that  I  cannot  set  to  Lucretia  —  set  to 
children  unborn  —  the  example  of  indifference  to  a  name  de- 
graded and  a  race  adulterated;  you  may  call  this  pride  or 
prejudice,  —  I  view  it  differently.  There  are  duties  due  from 
an  individual,  duties  due  from  a  nation,  duties  due  from  a 
family;  as  my  ancestors  thought,  so  think  I.  They  left  me 
the  charge  of  their  name,  as  the  fief-rent  by  which  I  hold 
their  lands.  'S death,  sir!  —  Pardon  me  the  expletive;  I 
was  about  to  say  that  if  I  am  now  a  childless  old  man,  it  is 
because  I  have  myself  known  temptation  and  resisted.  I 
loved,  and  denied  myself  what  I  believed  my  best  chance  of 
happiness,  because  the  object  of  my  attachment  was  not  my 
equal.  That  was  a  bitter  struggle,  —  I  triumphed,  and  I 
rejoice  at  it,  though  the  result  was  to  leave  all  thoughts  of 
wedlock  elsewhere  odious  and  repugnant.  These  principles 
of  action  have  made  a  part  of  my  creed  as  gentleman,  if  not 
as  Christian.  Now  to  the  point.  I  beseech  you  to  find  a  fit- 
ting and  reputable  home  for  Miss  —  Miss  Mivers,"  the  lip 
slightly  curled  as  the  name  was  said;  "I  shall  provide  suit- 
ably for  her  maintenance.  When  she  marries,  I  will  dower 
her,  provided  only  and  always  that  her  choice  fall  upon  one 
who  will  not  still  further  degrade  her  lineage  on  her  mother's 
side,  —  in  a  word,  if  she  select  a  gentleman.  Mr.  Fielden,  on 
this  subject  I  have  no  more  to  say." 

In  vain  the  good  clergyman,  whose  very  conscience,  as  well 
as  reason,,  was  shocked  by  the  deliberate  and  argumentative 
manner  with  which  the  baronet  had  treated  the  abandonment 
of  his  sister's  child  as  an  absolutely  moral,  almost  religious, 
duty,  —  in  vain  he  exerted  himself  to  repel  such  sophisms  and 
put  the  matter  in  its  true  light.  It  was  easy  for  him  to  move 
Sir  Miles's  heart, — that  was  ever  gentle;  that  was  moved 
already:  but  the  crotchet  in  his  head  was  impregnable.  The 
more  touchingly  he  painted  poor  Susan's  unfriended  youth, 
her  sweet  character,  and  promising  virtues,  the  more  Sir  Miles 
St.  John  considered  himself  a  martyr  to  his  principles,  and 
the  more  obstinate  in  the  martyrdom  he  became.  "Poor 
thing !  poor  child ! "  he  said  often,  and  brushed  a  tear  from 
his  eyes;  "a  thousand  pities!  Well,  well,  I  hope  she  will  be 
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happy!     Mind,  money  shall  never  stand  in  the  way  if  she 
have  a  suitable  offer !  " 

This  was  all  the  worthy  clergyman,  after  an  hour's  elo- 
quence, could  extract  from  him.  Out  of  breath  and  out  of 
patience,  he  gave  in  at  last;  and  the  baronet,  still  holding  his 
reluctant  arm,  led  him  back  towards  the  house.  After  a  pro- 
longed pause,  Sir  Miles  said  abruptly:  "I  have  been  thinking 
that  I  may  have  unwittingly  injured  this  man,  — this  Mivers, 

—  while  I  deemed  only  that  he  injured  me.     As  to  reparation 
to  his  daughter,  that  is  settled ;  and  after  all,  though  I  do  not 
publicly  acknowledge  her,  she  is  half  my  own  niece." 

"Half?" 

"Half, — the  father's  side  doesn't  count,  of  course;  and, 
rigidly  speaking,  the  relationship  is  perhaps  forfeited  on  the 
other.  However,  that  half  of  it  I  grant.  Zooks,  sir,  I  say  I 
grant  it!  I  beg  you  ten  thousand  pardons  for  my  vehemence. 
To  return,  —  perhaps  I  can  show  at  least  that  I  bear  no  malice 
to  this  poor  doctor.  He  has  relations  of  his  own,  —  silk- 
mercers  ;  trade  has  reverses.  How  are  they  off?  " 

Perfectly  perplexed  by  this  very  contradictory  and  para- 
doxical, yet,  to  one  better  acquainted  with  Sir  Miles,  very 
characteristic,  benevolence,  Fielden  was  some  time  before  he 
answered.  "Those  members  of  Dr.  Mivers's  family  who  are 
in  trade  are  sufficiently  prosperous ;  they  have  paid  his  debts, 

—  they,  Sir  Miles,  will  receive  his  daughter." 

"By  no  means!  "  cried  Sir  Miles,  quickly;  then,  recovering 
himself,  he  added,  "  or,  if  you  think  that  advisable,  of  course 
all  interference  on  my  part  is  withdrawn." 

"  Festina  lente  !  —  not  so  quick,  Sir  Miles.  I  do  not  yet  say 
that  it  is  advisable,  — not  because  they  are  silk-mercers,  the 
which,  I  humbly  conceive,  is  no  sin  to  exclude  them  from 
gratitude  for  their  proffered  kindness,  but  because  Susan,  poor 
child,  having  been  brought  up  in  different  habits,  may  feel  a 
little  strange,  at  least  at  first,  with  —  " 

"  Strange,  yes ;  I  should  hope  so ! "  interrupted  Sir  Miles, 
taking  snuff  with  much  energy.  "And,  by  the  way,  I  am 
thinking  that  it  would  be  well  if  you  and  Mrs.  Fielden  —  you 
are  married,  sir?  That  is  right;  clergymen  all  marrv!  —  if 
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you  and  Mrs.  Fielden  would  take  charge  of  her  yourselves,  it 
would  be  a  great  comfort  to  me  to  think  her  so  well  placed. 
We  differ,  sir,  but  I  respect  you.  Think  of  this.  Well,  then, 
the  doctor  has  left  no  relations  that  I  can  aid  in  any  way?" 

"  Strange  man !  "  muttered  Fielden.  "  Yes ;  I  must  not  let 
one  poor  youth  lose  the  opportunity  offered  by  your  — 
your  —  " 

"Never  mind  what;  proceed.  One  poor  youth, — in  the 
shop,  of  course?" 

"No;  and  by  his  father's  side  (since  you  so  esteem  such 
vanities)  of  an  ancient  family,  —  a  sister  of  Dr.  Mivers  mar- 
ried  Captain  Ardworth." 

"Ardworth,  — a  goodish  name;  Ardworth  of  Yorkshire?'' 

"Yes,  of  that  family.  It  was,  of  course,  an  imprudent 
marriage,  contracted  while  he  was  only  an  ensign.  His  fam- 
ily did  not  reject  him,  Sir  Miles." 

"  Sir,  Ardworth  is  a  good  squire's  family,  but  the  name  is 
Saxon ;  there  is  no  difference  in  race  between  the  head  of  the 
Ardworths,  if  he  were  a  duke,  and  my  gardener,  John  Hodge, 
—  Saxon  and  Saxon,  both.  His  family  did  not  reject  him; 
go  on." 

"But  he  was  a  younger  son  in  a  large  family;  both  himself 
and  his  wife  have  known  all  the  distresses  common,  they  tell 
me,  to  the  poverty  of  a  soldier  who  has  no  resource  but  his 
pay.  They  have  a  son.  Dr.  Mivers,  though  so  poor  himself, 
took  this  boy,  for  he  loved  his  sister  dearly,  and  meant  to 
bring  him  up  to  his  own  profession.  Death  frustrated  this 
intention.  The  boy  is  high-spirited  and  deserving." 

"Let  his  education  be  completed;  send  him  to  the  Univer- 
sity; and  I  will  see  that  he  is  put  into  some  career  of  which 
his  father's  family  would  approve.  You  need  not  mention  to 
any  one  my  intentions  in  this  respect,  not  even  to  the  lad. 
And  now,  Mr.  Fielden,  I  have  done  my  duty, — at  least,  I 
think  so.  The  longer  you  honour  my  house,  the  more  I  shall 
be  pleased  and  grateful ;  but  this  topic,  allow  me  most  respect- 
fully to  say,  needs  and  bears  no  further  comment.  Have  you 
seen  the  last  news  from  the  army?" 

"The  army!     Oh,  fie,  Sir  Miles,  I  must  speak  one  word 
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more.  May  not  my  poor  Susan  have  at  least  the  comfort  to 
embrace  her  sister?" 

Sir  Miles  paused  a  moment,  and  struck  his  crutch-stick 
thrice  firmly  on  the  ground. 

"I  see  no  great  objection  to  that;  but  by  the  address  of  this 
letter,  the  poor  girl  is  too  far  from  Laughton  to  send  Lucretia 
to  her." 

"  I  can  obviate  that  objection,  Sir  Miles.  It  is  my  wish  to 
continue  to  Susan  her  present  home  amongst  my  own  children. 
My  wife  loves  her  dearly;  and  had  you  consented  to  give  her 
the  shelter  of  your  own  roof,  I  am  sure  I  should  not  have  seen 
a  smile  in  the  house  for  a  month  after.  If  you  permit  this 
plan,  as  indeed  you  honoured  me  by  suggesting  it,  I  can  pass 
through  Southampton  on  my  way  to  my  own  living  in  Devon- 
shire, and  Miss  Clavering  can  visit  her  sister  there." 

"Let  it  be  so,"  said  Sir  Miles,  briefly;  and  so  the  conver- 
sation closed. 

Some  weeks  afterwards,  Lucretia  went  in  her  uncle's  car- 
riage, with  four  post-horses,  with  her  maid  and  her  footman, 
—  went  in  the  state  and  pomp  of  heiress  to  Laughton,  —  to 
the  small  lodging-house  in  which  the  kind  pastor  crowded  his 
children  and  his  young  guest.  She  stayed  there  some  days. 
She  did  not  weep  when  she  embraced  Susan,  she  did  not  weep 
when  she  took  leave  of  her ;  but  she  showed  no  want  of  actual 
kindness,  though  the  kindness  was  formal  and  stately.  On 
her  return,  Sir  Miles  forbore  to  question;  but  he  looked  as  if 
he  expected,  and  would  willingly  permit,  her  to  speak  on 
what  might  naturally  be  uppermost  at  her  heart.  Lucretia, 
however,  remained  silent,  till  at  last  the  baronet,  colouring, 
as  if  ashamed  of  his  curiosity,  said,  — 

"Is  your  sister  like  your  mother?" 

"You  forget,  sir,  I  can  have  no  recollection  of  my  mother." 

"Your  mother  had  a  strong  family  likeness  to  myself." 

"She  is  not  like  you;  they  say  she  is  like  Dr.  Mivers." 

"  Oh ! "  said  the  baronet,  and  he  asked  no  more. 

The  sisters  did  not  meet  again;  a  few  letters  passed  be- 
tween them,  but  the  correspondence  gradually  ceased. 

Young  Ardworth  went  to  college,  prepared  by  Mr.  Fieklen, 
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who  was  no  ordinary  scholar,  and  an  accurate  and  profound 
mathematician,  —  a  more  important  requisite  than  classical 
learning  in  a  tutor  for  Cambridge.  But  Ardworth  was  idle, 
and  perhaps  even  dissipated.  He  took  a  common  degree,  and 
made  some  debts,  which  were  paid  by  Sir  Miles  without  a 
murmur.  A  few  letters  then  passed  between  the  baronet  and 
the  clergyman  as  to  Ardworth's  future  destiny;  the  latter 
owned  that  his  pupil  was  not  persevering  enough  for  the  Bar, 
nor  steady  enough  for  the  Church.  These  were  no  great 
faults  in  Sir  Miles's  eyes.  He  resolved,  after  an  effort,  to 
judge  himself  of  the  capacities  of  the  young  man,  and  so  came 
the  invitation  to  Laughton.  Ardworth  was  greatly  surprised 
when  Fielden  communicated  to  him  this  invitation,  for  hith- 
erto he  had  not  conceived  the  slightest  suspicion  of  his  bene- 
factor; he  had  rather,  and  naturally,  supposed  that  some 
relation  of  his  father's  had  paid  for  his  maintenance  at  the 
University,  and  he  knew  enough  of  the  family  history  to  look 
upon  Sir  Miles  as  the  proudest  of  men.  How  was  it,  then, 
that  he,  who  would  not  receive  the  daughter  of  Dr.  Mivers, 
his  own  niece,  would  invite  the  nephew  of  Dr.  Mivers,  who 
was  no  relation  to  him?  However,  his  curiosity  was  excited, 
and  Fielden  was  urgent  that  he  should  go;  to  Laughton, 
therefore,  had  he  gone. 

We  have  now  brought  down  to  the  opening  of  our  narrative 
the  general  records  of  the  family  it  concerns ;  we  have  reserved 
our  account  of  the  rearing  and  the  character  of  the  personage 
most  important,  perhaps,  in  the  development  of  its  events,  — 
Lucretia  Clavering,  —  in  order  to  place  singly  before  the 
reader  the  portrait  of  her  dark,  misguided,  and  ill-boding 
youth. 
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CHAPTER  H. 

LUCRETIA. 

WHEN  Lucretia  first  came  to  the  house  of  Sir  Miles  St.  John 
she  was  an  infant  about  four  years  old.  The  baronet  then 
lived  principally  in  London,  with  occasional  visits  rather  to 
the  Continent  or  a  watering-place  than  to  his  own  family 
mansion.  He  did  not  pay  any  minute  attention  to  his  little 
ward,  satisfied  that  her  nurse  was  sedulous,  and  her  nursery 
airy  and  commodious.  When,  at  the  age  of  seven,  she  began 
to  interest  him,  and  he  himself,  approaching  old  age,  began 
seriously  to  consider  whether  he  should  select  her  as  his 
heiress,  for  hitherto  he  had  not  formed  any  decided  or  definite 
notions  on  the  matter,  he  was  startled  by  a  temper  so  vehe- 
ment, so  self-willed  and  sternly  imperious,  so  obstinately 
bent  upon  attaining  its  object,  so  indifferently  contemptuous 
of  warning,  reproof,  coaxing,  or  punishment,  that  her  gov- 
erness honestly  came  to  him  in  despair. 

The  management  of  this  unmanageable  child  interested  Sir 
Miles.  It  caused  him  to  think  of  Lucretia  seriously;  it 
caused  him  to  have  her  much  in  his  society,  and  always  in 
his  thoughts.  The  result  was,  that  by  amusing  and  occupy- 
ing him,  she  forced  a  stronger  hold  on  his  affections  than  she 
might  have  done  had  she  been  more  like  the  ordinary  run  of 
commonplace  children.  Of  all  dogs,  there  is  no  dog  that  so 
attaches  a  master  as  a  dog  that  snarls  at  everybody  else,  — 
that  no  other  hand  can  venture  to  pat  with  impunity;  of  all 
horses,  there  is  none  which  so  flatters  the  rider,  from  Alex- 
ander downwards,  as  a  horse  that  nobody  else  can  ride.  Ex- 
tend this  principle  to  the  human  species,  and  you  may 
understand  why  Lucretia  became  so  dear  to  Sir  Miles  St. 
John,  —  she  got  at  his  heart  through  his  vanity.  For 
though,  at  times,  her  brow  darkened  and  her  eye  flashed 
even  at  his  remonstrance,  she  was  yet  no  sooner  in  his 
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society  than  she  made  a  marked  distinction  between  him 
and  the  subordinates  who  had  hitherto  sought  to  control  her. 
Was  this  affection?  He  thought  so.  Alas!  what  parent  can 
trace  the  workings  of  a  child's  mind,  —  springs  moved  by  an 
idle  word  from  a  nurse ;  a  whispered  conference  between  hire- 
lings. Was  it  possible  that  Lucretia  had  not  often  been  men- 
aced, as  the  direst  evil  that  could  befall  her,  with  her  uncle's 
displeasure;  that  long  before  she  could  be  sensible  of  mere 
worldly  loss  or  profit,  she  was  not  impressed  with  a  vague 
sense  of  Sir  Miles's  power  over  her  fate,  — nay,  when  tram- 
pling, in  childish  wrath  and  scorn,  upon  some  menial's  irri- 
table feelings,  was  it  possible  that  she  had  not  been  told  that, 
but  for  Sir  Miles,  she  would  be  little  better  than  a  servant 
herself?  Be  this  as  it  may,  all  weakness  is  prone  to  dissimu- 
late; and  rare  and  happy  is  the  child  whose  feelings  are  as 
pure  and  transparent  as  the  fond  parent  deems  them.  There 
is  something  in  children,  too,  which  seems  like  an  instinctive 
deference  to  the  aristocratic  appearances  which  sway  the 
world.  Sir  Miles's  stately  person,  his  imposing  dress,  the 
respect  with  which  he  was  surrounded,  all  tended  to  beget 
notions  of  superiority  and  power,  to  which  it  was  no  shame 
to  succumb,  as  it  was  to  Miss  Black,  the  governess,  whom  the 
maids  answered  pertly,  or  Martha,  the  nurse,  whom  Miss 
Black  snubbed  if  Lucretia  tore  her  frock. 

Sir  Miles's  affection  once  won,  his  penetration  not,  perhaps, 
blinded  to  her  more  evident  faults,  but  his  self-love  soothed 
towards  regarding  them  leniently,  there  was  much  in  Lucre - 
tia's  external  gifts  which  justified  the  predilection  of  the 
haughty  man.  As  a  child  she  was  beautiful,  and,  perhaps 
from  her  very  imperfections  of  temper,  her  beauty  had  that 
air  of  distinction  which  the  love  of  command  is  apt  to  confer. 
If  Sir  Miles  was  with  his  friends  when  Lucretia  swept  into 
the  room,  he  was  pleased  to  hear  them  call  her  their  little 
"princess,"  and  was  pleased  yet  more  at  a  certain  dignified 
tranquillity  with  which  she  received  their  caresses  or  their 
toys,  and  which  he  regarded  as  the  sign  of  a  superior  mind; 
nor  was  it  long,  indeed,  before  what  we  call  "a  superior 
mind  "  developed  itself  in  the  young  Lucretia.  All  children 
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are  quick  till  they  are  set  methodically  to  study ;  but  Lucre- 
tia's  quickness  defied  even  that  numbing  ordeal,  by  which 
half  of  us  are  rendered  dunces.  Rapidity  and  precision  in 
all  the  tasks  set  to  her,  in  the  comprehension  of  all  the 
explanations  given  to  her  questions,  evinced  singular  powers 
of  readiness  and  reasoning. 

As  she  grew  older,  she  became  more  reserved  and  thought- 
ful. Seeing  but  few  children  of  her  own  age,  and  mixing 
intimately  with  none,  her  mind  was  debarred  from  the  usual 
objects  which  distract  the  vivacity,  the  restless  and  wondrous 
observation,  of  childhood.  She  came  in  and  out  of  Sir  Miles 's 
library  of  a  morning,  or  his  drawing-room  of  an  evening,  till 
her  hour  for  rest,  with  unquestioned  and  sometimes  unnoticed 
freedom;  she  listened  to  the  conversation  around  her,  and 
formed  her  own  conclusions  unchecked.  It  has  a  great  influ- 
ence upon  a  child,  whether  for  good  or  for  evil,  to  mix  early 
and  habitually  with  those  grown  up,  —  for  good  to  the  mere 
intellect  always ;  the  evil  depends  upon  the  character  and  dis- 
cretion of  those  the  child  sees  and  hears.  "Keverence  the 
greatest  is  due  to  the  children,"  exclaims  the  wisest  of  the 
Romans,1 —  that  is  to  say,  that  we  must  revere  the  candour 
and  inexperience  and  innocence  of  their  minds. 

Now,  Sir  Miles 's  habitual  associates  were  persons  of  the 
world,  —  well-bred  and  decorous,  indeed,  before  children,  as 
the  best  of  the  old  school  were,  avoiding  all  anecdotes,  all 
allusions,  for  which  the  prudent  matron  would  send  her  girls 
out  of  the  room ;  but  with  that  reserve  speaking  of  the  world 

as  the  world  goes:  if  talking  of  young  A ,  calculating 

carelessly  what  he  would  have  when  old  A ,  his  father, 

died;  naturally  giving  to  wealth  and  station  and  ability  their 
fixed  importance  in  life ;  not  over-apt  to  single  out  for  eulo- 
gium  some  quiet  goodness;  rather  inclined  to  speak  with 
irony  of  pretensions  to  virtue;  rarely  speaking  but  with  re- 
spect ot  the  worldly  seemings  which  rule  mankind.  All 
these  had  their  inevitable  effect  upon  that  keen,  quick,  yet 
moody  and  reflective  intellect. 

Sir  Miles   removed   at  last  to    Laughton.      He   gave  up 

1  Cicero.    The  sentiment  is  borrowed  by  Juvenal. 
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London,  — why,  he  acknowledged  not  to  himself;  but  it  was 
because  he  had  outlived  his  age.  Most  of  his  old  set  were 
gone;  new  hours,  new  habits,  had  stolen  in.  He  had  ceased 
to  be  of  importance  as  a  marrying  man,  as  a  personage  of 
fashion;  his  health  was  impaired;  he  shrank  from  the 
fatigues  of  a  contested  election;  he  resigned  his  seat  in 
parliament  for  his  native  county ;  and  once  settled  at  Laugh- 
ton,  the  life  there  soothed  and  flattered  him,  —  there  all  his 
former  claims  to  distinction  were  still  fresh.  He  amused 
himself  by  collecting,  in  his  old  halls  and  chambers,  his 
statues  and  pictures,  and  felt  that,  without  fatigue  or  trouble, 
he  was  a  greater  man  at  Laughton  in  his  old  age  than  he  had 
been  in  London  during  his  youth. 

Lucretia  was  then  thirteen.  Three  years  afterwards,  Olivier 
Dalibard  was  established  in  the  house ;  and  from  that  time  a 
great  change  became  noticeable  in  her.  The  irregular  vehe- 
mence of  her  temper  gradually  subsided,  and  was  replaced  by 
an  habitual  self-command  which  rendered  the  rare  deviations 
from  it  more  effective  and  imposing.  Her  pride  changed  its 
character  wholly  and  permanently ;  no  word,  no  look  of  scorn 
to  the  low-born  and  the  poor  escaped  her.  The  masculine 
studies  which  her  erudite  tutor  opened  to  a  grasping  and 
inquisitive  mind,  elevated  her  very  errors  above  the  petty 
distinctions  of  class.  She  imbibed  earnestly  what  Dalibard 
assumed  or  felt,  —  the  more  dangerous  pride  of  the  fallen 
angel,  —  and  set  up  the  intellect  as  a  deity.  All  belonging 
to  the  mere  study  of  mind  charmed  and  enchained  her;  but 
active  and  practical  in  her  very  reveries,  if  she  brooded,  it 
was  to  scheme,  to  plot,  to  weave,  web,  and  mesh,  and  to  smile 
in  haughty  triumph  at  her  own  ingenuity  and  daring.  The 
first  lesson  of  mere  worldly  wisdom  teaches  us  to  command 
temper;  it  was  worldly  wisdom  that  made  the  once  impetuous 
girl  calm,  tranquil,  and  serene.  Sir  Miles  was  pleased  by  a 
change  that  removed  from  Lucretia's  outward  character  its 
chief  blot,  —  perhaps,  as  his  frame  declined,  he  sighed  some- 
times to  think  that  with  so  much  majesty  there  appeared  but 
little  tenderness;  he  took,  however,  the  merits  with  the  faults, 
and  was  content  upon  the  whole. 
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If  the  Proven9al  had  taken  more  than  common  pains  with 
his  young  pupil,  the  pains  were  not  solely  disinterested.  In 
plunging  her  mind  amidst  that  profound  corruption  which 
belongs  only  to  intellect  cultivated  in  scorn  of  good  and  in 
suppression  of  heart,  he  had  his  own  views  to  serve.  He 
watched  the  age  when  the  passions  ripen,  and  he  grasped  at 
the  fruit  which  his  training  sought  to  mature.  In  the  human 
heart  ill  regulated  there  is  a  dark  desire  for  the  forbidden. 
This  Lucretia  felt;  this  her  studies  cherished,  and  her 
thoughts  brooded  over.  She  detected,  with  the  quickness 
of  her  sex,  the  preceptor's  stealthy  aim.  She  started  not  at 
the  danger.  Proud  of  her  mastery  over  herself,  she  rather 
triumphed  in  luring  on  into  weakness  this  master-intelligence 
which  had  lighted  up  her  own,  —  to  see  her  slave  in  her 
teacher;  to  despise  or  to  pity  him  whom  she  had  first  con- 
templated with  awe.  And  with  this  mere  pride  of  the  under- 
standing might  be  connected  that  of  the  sex ;  she  had  attained 
the  years  when  woman  is  curious  to  know  and  to  sound  her 
power.  To  inflame  Dalibard's  cupidity  or  ambition  was  easy; 
but  to  touch  his  heart,  —  that  marble  heart !  —  this  had  its 
dignity  and  its  charm.  Strange  to  say,  she  succeeded;  the 
passion,  as  well  as  interests,  of  this  dangerous  and  able  man 
became  enlisted  in  his  hopes.  And  now  the  game  played 
between  them  had  a  terror  in  its  suspense;  for  if  Dalibard 
penetrated  not  into  the  recesses  of  his  pupil's  complicated 
nature,  she  was  far  from  having  yet  sounded  the  hell  that 
lay,  black  and  devouring,  beneath  his  own.  Not  through  her 
affections, — those  he  scarce  hoped  for, — but  through  her 
inexperience,  her  vanity,  her  passions,  he  contemplated  the 
path  to  his  victory  over  her  soul  and  her  fate.  And  so  reso- 
lute, so  wily,  so  unscrupulous  was  this  person,  who  had  played 
upon  all  the  subtlest  keys  and  chords  in  the  scale  of  turbulent 
life,  that,  despite  the  lofty  smile  with  which  Lucretia  at 
length  heard  and  repelled  his  suit,  he  had  no  fear  of  the 
ultimate  issue,  when  all  his  projects  were  traversed,  all  his 
mines  and  stratagems  abruptly  brought  to  a  close,  by  an 
event  which  he  had  wholly  unforeseen,  —  the  appearance  of  a 
rival;  the  ardent  and  almost  purifying  love,  which,  escaping 


LUCRETIA.  45 

a  while  from  all  the  demons  he  had  evoked,  she  had,  with  a 
girl's  frank  heart  and  impulse,  conceived  for  Mainwaring. 
And  here,  indeed,  was  the  great  crisis  in  Lucretia's  life  and 
destiny.  So  interwoven  with  her  nature  had  become  the  hard 
calculations  of  the  understanding;  so  habitual  to  her  now  was 
the  zest  for  scheming,  which  revels  in  the  play  and  vivacity 
of  intrigue  and  plot,  and  which  Shakspeare  has  perhaps 
intended  chiefly  to  depict  in  the  villany  of  lago,  —  that  it 
is  probable  Lucretia  could  never  become  a  character  thor- 
oughly amiable  and  honest.  But  with  a  happy  and  well- 
placed  love,  her  ambition  might  have  had  legitimate  vents; 
her  restless  energies,  the  woman's  natural  field  in  sympathies 
for  another.  The  heart,  once  opened,  softens  by  use;  grad- 
ually and  unconsciously  the  interchange  of  affection,  the 
companionship  with  an  upright  and  ingenuous  mind  (for 
virtue  is  not  only  beautiful,  it  is  contagious),  might  have  had 
their  redeeming  and  hallowing  influence.  Happier,  indeed, 
had  it  been,  if  her  choice  had  fallen  upon  a  more  command- 
ing and  lofty  nature!  But  perhaps  it  was  the  very  meekness 
and  susceptibility  of  Mainwaring's  temper,  relieved  from 
feebleness  by  his  talents,  which,  once  in  play,  were  unde- 
niably great,  that  pleased  her  by  contrast  with  her  own  hard- 
ness of  spirit  and  despotism  of  will. 

That  Sir  Miles  should  have  been  blind  to  the  position  of 
the  lovers  is  less  disparaging  to  his  penetration  than  it  may 
appear;  for  the  very  imprudence  with  which  Lucretia  aban- 
doned herself  to  the  society  of  Mainwaring  during  his  visits 
at  Laughton  took  a  resemblance  to  candour.  Sir  Miles  knew 
his  niece  to  be  more  than  commonly  clever  and  well  informed; 
that  she,  like  him,  should  feel  that  the  conversation  of  a  supe- 
rior young  man  was  a  relief  to  the  ordinary  babble  of  their 
country  neighbours,  was  natural  enough;  and  if  now  and  then 
a  doubt,  a  fear,  had  crossed  his  mind  and  rendered  him  more 
touched  than  he  liked  to  own  by  Vernon's  remarks,  it  had 
vanished  upon  perceiving  that  Lucretia  never  seemed  a  shade 
more  pensive  in  Mainwaring's  absence.  The  listlessness  and 
the  melancholy  which  are  apt  to  accompany  love,  especially 
where  unpropitiously  placed,  were  not  visible  on  the  surface 
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of  this  strong  nature.  In  truth,  once  assured  that  Main-war- 
ing returned  her  affection,  Lucretia  reposed  on  the  future  with 
a  calm  and  resolute  confidence;  and  her  customary  dissimula- 
tion closed  like  an  unruffled  sea  over  all  the  undercurrents 
that  met  and  played  below.  Still,  Sir  Miles's  attention  once, 
however  slightly,  aroused  to  the  recollection  that  Lucretia 
was  at  the  age  when  woman  naturally  meditates  upon  love 
and  marriage,  had  suggested,  afresh  and  more  vividly,  a  pro- 
ject which  had  before  been  indistinctly  conceived,  —  namely, 
the  union  of  the  divided  branches  of  his  house,  by  the  mar- 
riage of  the  last  male  of  the  Vernons  with  the  heiress  of  the 
St.  Johns.  Sir  Miles  had  seen  much  of  Vernon  himself  at 
various  intervals;  he  had  been  present  at  his  christening, 
though  he  had  refused  to  be  his  godfather,  for  fear  of  raising 
undue  expectations ;  he  had  visited  and  munificently  "  tipped  " 
him  at  Eton;  he  had  accompanied  him  to  his  quarters  when 
he  joined  the  prince's  regiment;  he  had  come  often  in  con- 
tact with  him  when,  at  the  death  of  his  father,  Vernon  retired 
from  the  army  and  blazed  in  the  front  ranks  of  metropolitan 
fashion;  he  had  given  him  counsel  and  had  even  lent  him 
money.  Vernon's  spendthrift  habits  and  dissipated  if  not 
dissolute  life  had  certainly  confirmed  the  old  baronet  in  his 
intentions  to  trust  the  lands  of  Laughton  to  the  lesser  risk 
which  property  incurs  in  the  hands  of  a  female,  if  tightly  set- 
tled on  her,  than  in  the  more  colossal  and  multiform  luxuries 
of  an  expensive  man;  and  to  do  him  justice,  during  the  flush 
of  Vernon's  riotous  career  he  had  shrunk  from  the  thought  of 
confiding  the  happiness  of  his  niece  to  so  unstable  a  partner. 
But  of  late,  whether  from  his  impaired  health  or  his  broken 
fortunes,  Vernon's  follies  had  been  less  glaring.  He  had  now 
arrived  at  the  mature  age  of  thirty-three,  when  wild  oats  may 
reasonably  be  sown.  The  composed  and  steadfast  character 
of  Lucretia  might  serve  to  guide  and  direct  him;  and  Sir 
Miles  was  one  of  those  who  hold  the  doctrine  that  a  reformed 
rake  makes  the  best  husband.  Add  to  this,  there  was  nothing 
in  Vernon's  reputation  —  once  allowing  that  his  thirst  for 
pleasure  was  slaked  —  which  could  excite  serious  apprehen- 
sions. Through  all  his  difficulties,  he  had  maintained  his 
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honour  unblemished;  a  thousand  traits  of  amiability  and 
kindness  of  heart  made  him  popular  and  beloved.  He  was 
nobody's  enemy  but  his  own.  His  very  distresses  —  the  pros- 
pect of  his  ruin,  if  left  unassisted  by  Sir  Miles's  testamentary 
dispositions  —  were  arguments  in  his  favour.  And,  after  all, 
though  Lucretia  was  a  nearer  relation,  Vernon  was  in  truth 
the  direct  male  heir,  and  according  to  the  usual  prejudices  of 
family,  therefore,  the  fitter  representative  of  the  ancient  line. 
With  these  feelings  and  views,  he  had  invited  Vernon  to  his 
house,  and  we  have  seen  already  that  his  favourable  impres- 
sions had  been  confirmed  by  the  visit. 

And  here  we  must  say  that  Vernon  himself  had  been 
brought  up  in  boyhood  and  youth  to  regard  himself  the  pre- 
sumptive inheritor  of  Laughton.  It  had  been,  from  time 
immemorial,  the  custom  of  the  St.  Johns  to  pass  by  the 
claims  of  females  in  the  settlement  of  the  entails ;  from  male 
to  male  the  estate  had  gone,  furnishing  warriors  to  the  army, 
and  senators  to  the  State.  And  if  when  Lucretia  first  came  to 
Sir  Miles's  house  the  bright  prospect  seemed  somewhat  ob- 
scure, still  the  mesalliance  of  the  mother,  and  Sir  Miles's 
obstinate  resentment  thereat,  seemed  to  warrant  the  supposi- 
tion that  he  would  probably  only  leave  to  the  orphan  the  usual 
portion  of  a  daughter  of  the  house,  and  that  the  lands  would 
go  in  their  ordinary  destination.  This  belief,  adopted  pas- 
sively, and  as  a  thing  of  course,  had  had  a  very  prejudicial 
effect  upon  Vernon's  career.  What  mattered  that  he  over- 
enjoyed  his  youth,  that  the  subordinate  property  of  the 
Vernons,  a  paltry  four  or  five  thousand  pounds  a  year,  went 
a  little  too  fast,  —  the  splendid  estates  of  Laughton  would 
recover  all.  From  this  dream  he  had  only  been  awakened, 
two  or  three  years  before,  by  an  attachment  he  had  formed  to 
the  portionless  daughter  of  an  earl;  and  the  Grange  being  too 
far  encumbered  to  allow  him  the  proper  settlements  which 
the  lady's  family  required,  it  became  a  matter  of  importance 
to  ascertain  Sir  Miles's  intentions.  Too  delicate  himself  to 
sound  them,  he  had  prevailed  upon  the  earl,  who  was  well 
acquainted  with  Sir  Miles,  to  take  Laughton  in  his  way  to  his 
own  seat  in  Dorsetshire,  and,  without  betraying  the  grounds 
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of  his  interest  in  the  question,  learn  carelessly,  <*«  a,  were, 
the  views  of  the  wealthy  man.  The  result  had  been  a  severe 
and  terrible  disappointment.  Sir  Miles  had  then  fully  deter- 
mined upon  constituting  Lucretia  his  heiress;  and  with  the 
usual  openness  of  his  character,  he  had  plainly  said  so  upon 
the  very  first  covert  and  polished  allusion  to  the  subject  which 
the  earl  slyly  made.  This  discovery,  in  breaking  off  all  hopes 
of  a  union  with  Lady  Mary  Stanville,  had  crushed  more  than 
mercenary  expectations.  It  affected,  through  his  heart,  Ver- 
non's health  and  spirits;  it  rankled  deep,  and  Avas  resented  at 
first  as  a  fatal  injury.  But  Vernon's  native  nobility  of  dis- 
position gradually  softened  an  indignation  which  his  reason 
convinced  him  was  groundless  and  unjust.  Sir  Miles  had 
never  encouraged  the  expectations  which  Vernon's  family  and 
himself  had  unthinkingly  formed.  The  baronet  was  master 
of  his  own  fortune,  and  after  all,  was  it  not  more  natural 
that  he  should  prefer  the  child  he  had  brought  up  and  reared, 
to  a  distant  relation,  little  more  than  an  acquaintance,  simply 
because  man  succeeded  to  man  in  the  mouldy  pedigree  of  the 
St.  Johns?  And,  Mary  fairly  lost  to  him,  his  constitutional 
indifference  to  money,  a  certain  French  levity  of  temper,  a 
persuasion  that  his  life  was  nearing  its  wasted  close,  had  left 
him  without  regret,  as  without  resentment,  at  his  kinsman's 
decision.  His  boyish  affection  for  the  hearty,  generous  old 
gentleman  returned,  and  though  he  abhorred  the  country,  he 
had,  without  a  single  interested  thought  or  calculation,  cor- 
dially accepted  the  baronet's  hospitable  overtures,  and  de- 
serted, for  the  wilds  of  Hampshire,  "the  sweet  shady  side  of 
Pali-Mall." 

We  may  now  enter  the  drawing-room  at  Laughton,  in  which 
were  already  assembled  several  of  the  families  residing  in  the 
more  immediate  neighbourhood,  and  who  sociably  dropped  in 
to  chat  around  the  national  tea-table,  play  a  rubber  at  whist, 
or  make  up,  by  the  help  of  two  or  three  children  and  two  or 
three  grandpapas,  a  merry  country-dance;  for  in  that  happy 
day  people  were  much  more  sociable  than  they  are  now  in 
the  houses  of  our  rural  Thanes.  Qur  country  seats  became 
bustling  and  animated  after  the  Birthday;  many  even  of  the 
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more  important  families  resided,  indeed,  all  the  year  round 
on  their  estates.  The  Continent  was  closed  to  us;  the  fastid- 
ious exclusiveness  which  comes  from  habitual  residence  in 
cities  had  not  made  that  demarcation,  in  castes  and  in  talk, 
between  Neighbour  and  neighbour,  which  exists  now.  Our 
squires  were  less  educated,  less  refined,  but  more  hospitable 
and  unassuming.  In  a  word,  there  was  what  does  not  exist 
now,  except  in  some  districts  remote  from  London,  —  a  rural 
society  for  those  who  sought  it. 

The  party,  as  we  enter,  is  grouped  somewhat  thus.  But 
first  we  must  cast  a  glance  at  the  room  itself,  which  rarely 
failed  to  be  the  first  object  to  attract  a  stranger's  notice.  It 
was  a  long,  and  not  particularly  well-proportioned  apartment, 
—  according,  at  least,  to  modern  notions,  —  for  it  had  rather 
the  appearance  of  two  rooms  thrown  into  one.  At  the  dis- 
tance of  about  thirty-five  feet,  the  walls,  before  somewhat 
narrow,  were  met  by  an  arch,  supported  by  carved  pilasters, 
which  opened  into  a  space  nearly  double  the  width  of  the  pre- 
vious part  of  the  room,  with  a  domed  ceiling  and  an  embayed 
window  of  such  depth  that  the  recess  almost  formed  a  cham- 
ber in  itself.  But  both  these  divisions  of  the  apartment  cor- 
responded exactly  in  point  of  decoration,  —  they  had  the  same 
small  panelling,  painted  a  very  light  green,  which  seemed 
almost  white  by  candlelight,  each  compartment  wrought  with 
an  arabesque;  the  same  enriched  frieze  and  cornice;  they 
had  the  same  high  mantelpieces,  ascending  to  the  ceiling, 
with  the  arms  of  St.  John  in  bold  relief.  They  had,  too,  the 
same  old-fashioned  and  venerable  furniture,  draperies  of  thick 
figured  velvet,  with  immense  chairs  and  sofas  to  correspond, — 
interspersed,  it  is  true,  with  more  modern  and  commodious 
inventions  of  the  upholsterer's  art,  in  grave  stuffed  leather 
or  lively  chintz.  Two  windows,  nearly  as  deep  as  that  in  the 
farther  division,  broke  the  outline  of  the  former  one,  and 
'helped  to  give  that  irregular  and  nooky  appearance  to  the 
apartment  which  took  all  discomfort  from  its  extent,  and 
furnished  all  convenience  for  solitary  study  or  detached  flir- 
tation. With  little  respect  for  the  carved  work  of  the  panels, 
the  walls  were  covered  with  pictures  brought  by  Sir  Miles 
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from  Italy;  here  and  there  marble  busts  and  statues  gave 
lightness  to  the  character  of  the  room,  and  harmonized  well 
with  that  half-Italian  mode  of  decoration  which  belongs  to 
the  period  of  James  the  First.  The  shape  of  the  chamber,  in 
its  divisions,  lent  itself  admirably  to  that  friendly  and  socia- 
ble intermixture  of  amusements  which  reconciles  the  tastes 
of  young  and  old.  In  the  first  division,  near  the  fireplace, 
Sir  Miles,  seated  in  his  easy-chair,  and  sheltered  from  the 
opening  door  by  a  seven-fold  tapestry  screen,  was  still  at 
chess  with  his  librarian.  At  a  little  distance  a  middle-aged 
gentleman  and  three  turbaned  matrons  were  cutting  in  at 
whist,  shilling  points,  with  a  half-crown  bet  optional,  and 
not  much  ventured  on.  On  tables,  drawn  into  the  recesses  of 
the  windows,  were  the  day's  newspapers,  Gilray's  caricatures, 
the  last  new  publications,  and  such  other  ingenious  sugges- 
tions to  chit-chat.  And  round  these  tables  grouped  those 
who  had  not  yet  found  elsewhere  their  evening's  amusement, 
—  two  or  three  shy  young  clergymen,  the  parish  doctor,  four 
or  five  squires  who  felt  great  interest  in  politics,  but  never 
dreamed  of  the  extravagance  of  taking  in  a  daily  paper,  and 
who  now,  monopolizing  all  the  journals  they  could  find,  began 
fairly  with  the  heroic  resolution  to  skip  nothing,  from  the  first 
advertisement  to  the  printer's  name.  Amidst  one  of  these 
groups  Mainwaring  had  bashfully  ensconced  himself.  In  the 
farther  division,  the  chandelier,  suspended  from  the  domed 
ceiling,  threw  its  cheerful  light  over  a  large  circular  table 
below,  on  which  gleamed  the  ponderous  tea-urn  of  massive 
silver,  with  its  usual  accompaniments.  Nor  were  wanting 
there,  in  addition  to  those  airy  nothings,  sliced  infinitesi- 
mally,  from  a  French  roll,  the  more  substantial  and  now 
exiled  cheer  of  cakes,  —  plum  and  seed,  Yorkshire  and 
saffron,  —  attesting  the  light  hand  of  the  housekeeper  and 
the  strong  digestion  of  the  guests.  Round  this  table  were 
seated,  in  full  gossip,  the  maids  and  the  matrons,  with  a 
slight  sprinkling  of  the  bolder  young  gentlemen  who  had 
been  taught  to  please  the  fair.  The  warmth  of  the  evening 
allowed  the  upper  casement  to  be  opened  and  the  curtains 
drawn  aside,  and  the  July  moonlight  feebly  struggled  against 
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the  blaze  of  the  lights  within.  At  this  table  it  was  Miss 
Clavering's  obvious  duty  to  preside;  but  that  was  a  complais- 
ance to  which  she  rarely  condescended.  Nevertheless,  she  had 
her  own  way  of  doing  the  honour  of  her  uncle's  house,  which 
was  not  without  courtesy  and  grace;  to  glide  from  one  to  the 
other,  exchange  a  few  friendly  words,  see  that  each  set  had 
its  well-known  amusements,  and,  finally,  sit  quietly  down  to 
converse  with  some  who,  from  gravity  or  age,  appeared  most 
to  neglect  or  be  neglected  by  the  rest,  was  her  ordinary,  and 
not  unpopular  mode  of  welcoming  the  guests  at  Laughton,  — 
not  unpopular;  for  she  thus  avoided  all  interference  with  the 
flirtations  and  conquests  of  humbler  damsels,  whom  her  sta- 
tion and  her  endowments  might  otherwise  have  crossed  or 
humbled,  while  she  insured  the  good  word  of  the  old,  to  whom 
the  young  are  seldom  so  attentive.  But  if  a  stranger  of 
more  than  provincial  repute  chanced  to  be  present;  if  some 
stray  member  of  parliament,  or  barrister  on  the  circuit,  or 
wandering  artist,  accompanied  any  of  the  neighbours,  —  to 
him  Lucretia  gave  more  earnest  and  undivided  attention. 
Him  she  sought  to  draw  into  a  conversation  deeper  than  the 
usual  babble,  and  with  her  calm,  searching  eyes,  bent  on  him 
while  he  spoke,  seemed  to  fathom  the  intellect  she  set  in 
play.  But  as  yet,  this  evening,  she  had  not  made  her  appear- 
ance, —  a  sin  against  etiquette  very  unusual  in  her.  Per- 
haps her  recent  conversation  with  Dalibard  had  absorbed  her 
thoughts  to  forgetfulness  of  the  less  important  demands  on 
her  attention.  Her  absence  had  not  interfered  with  the  gay- 
ety  at  the  tea-table,  which  was  frank  even  to  noisiness  as  it 
centred  round  the  laughing  face  of  Ardworth,  who,  though 
unknown  to  most  or  all  of  the  ladies  present,  beyond  a  brief 
introduction  to  one  or  two  of  the  first  comers  from  Sir  Miles 
(as  the  host  had  risen  from  his  chess  to  bid  them  welcome), 
had  already  contrived  to  make  himself  perfectly  at  home  and 
outrageously  popular.  Niched  between  two  bouncing  lasses, 
he  had  commenced  acquaintance  with  them  in  a  strain  of 
familiar  drollery  and  fun,  which  had  soon  broadened  its  cir- 
cle, and  now  embraced  the  whole  group  in  the  happy  con- 
tagion of  good-humour  and  young  animal  spirits.  Gabriel, 
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allowed  to  sit  up  later  than  his  usual  hour,  had  not,  as  might 
have  been  expected,  attached  himself  to  this  circle,  nor  indeed 
to  any;  he  might  be  seen  moving  quietly  about,  — now  con- 
templating the  pictures  on  the  wall*  with  a  curious  eye ;  now 
pausing  at  the  whist-table,  and  noting  the  game  with  the 
interest  of  an  embryo  gamester;  now  throwing  himself  on  an 
ottoman,  and  trying  to  coax  towards  him  Dash  or  Ponto,  — 
trying  in  vain,  for  both  the  dogs  abhorred  him;  yet  still, 
through  all  this  general  movement,  had  any  one  taken  the 
pains  to  observe  him  closely,  it  might  have  been  sufficiently 
apparent  that  his  keen,  bright,  restless  eye,  from  the  corner 
of  its  long,  sly  lids,  roved  chiefly  towards  the  three  persons 
whom  he  approached  the  least,  —  his  father,  Mainwaring,  and 
Mr.  Vernon.  This  last  had  ensconced  himself  apart  from  all, 
in  the  angle  formed  by  one  of  the  pilasters  of  the  arch  that 
divided  the  room,  so  that  he  was  in  command,  as  it  were,  of 
both  sections.  Reclined,  with  the  careless  grace  that  seemed 
inseparable  from  every  attitude  and  motion  of  his  person,  in 
one  of  the  great  velvet  chairs,  with  a  book  in  his  hand,  which, 
to  say  truth,  was  turned  upside  down,  but  in  the  lecture  of 
which  he  seemed  absorbed,  he  heard  at  one  hand  the  mirthful 
laughter  that  circled  round  young  Ardworth,  or,  in  its  pauses, 
caught,  on  the  other  side,  muttered  exclamations  from  the 
grave  whist-players :  "  If  you  had  but  trumped  that  diamond, 
xna'am!"  "Bless  me,  sir,  it  was  the  best  heart!"  And 
somehow  or  other,  both  the  laughter  and  the  exclamations 
affected  him  alike  with  what  then  was  called  "the  spleen,"  — 
for  the  one  reminded  him  of  his  own  young  days  of  joyless, 
careless  mirth,  of  which  his  mechanical  gayety  now  was  but 
a  mocking  ghost;  and  the  other  seemed  a  satire,  a  parody,  on 
the  fierce  but  noiseless  rapture  of  gaming,  through  which  his 
passions  had  passed,  when  thousands  had  slipped  away  with 
a  bland  smile,  provoking  not  one  of  those  natural  ebullitions 
of  emotion  which  there  accompanied  the  loss  of  a  shilling 
point,  And  besides  this,  Vernon  had  been  so  accustomed  to 
the  success  of  the  drawing-room,  to  be  a  somebody  and  a 
something  in  the  company  of  wits  and  princes,  that  he  felt, 
for  the  first  time,  a  sense  of  insignificance  in  this  provincial 
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circle.  Those  fat  squires  had  heard  nothing  of  Mr.  Vernon, 
except  that  he  would  not  have  Laughton,  —  he  had  no  acres, 
no  vote  in  their  county;  he  was  a  nobody  to  them.  Those 
ruddy  maidens,  though  now  and  then,  indeed,  one  or  two 
might  steal  an  admiring  glance  at  a  figure  of  elegance  so 
unusual,  regarded  him  not  with  the  female  interest  he  had 
been  accustomed  to  inspire.  They  felt  instinctively  that  he 
could  be  nothing  to  them,  nor  they  to  him,  — a  mere  London 
fop,  and  not  half  so  handsome  as  Squires  Bluff  and  Chuff. 

Housing  himself  from  this  little  vexation  to  his  vanity  with 
a  conscious  smile  at  his  own  weakness,  Vernon  turned  his 
looks  towards  the  door,  waiting  for  Lucretia's  entrance,  and 
since  her  uncle's  address  to  him,  feeling  that  new  and  inde- 
scribable interest  in  her  appearance  which  is  apt  to  steal  into 
every  breast  when  what  was  before  but  an  indifferent  acquaint- 
ance, is  suddenly  enhaloed  with  the  light  of  a  possible  wife. 
At  length  the  door  opened,  and  Lucretia  entered.  Mr.  Vernon 
lowered  his  book,  and  gazed  with  an  earnestness  that  partook 
both  of  doubt  and  admiration. 

Lucretia  Clavering  was  tall,  —  tall  beyond  what  is  admitted 
to  be  tall  in  woman;  but  in  her  height  there  was  nothing  either 
awkward  or  masculine,  —  a  figure  more  perfect  never  served 
for  model  to  a  sculptor.  The  dress  at  that  day,  unbecoming 
as  we  now  deem  it,  was  not  to  her  —  at  least,  on  the  whole  — 
disadvantageous.  The  short  waist  gave  greater  sweep  to  her 
majestic  length  of  limb,  while  the  classic  thinness  of  the 
drapery  betrayed  the  exact  proportion  and  the  exquisite  con- 
tour. The  arms  then  were  worn  bare  almost  to  the  shoulder, 
and  Lucretia's  arms  were  not  more  faultless  in  shape  than 
dazzling  in  their  snowy  colour;  the  stately  neck,  the  falling 
shoulders,  the  firm,  slight,  yet  rounded  bust,  —  all  would  have 
charmed  equally  the  artist  and  the  sensualist.  Fortunately, 
the  sole  defect  of  her  form  was  not  apparent  at  a  distance: 
that  defect  was  in  the  hand;  it  had  not  the  usual  faults  of 
female  youthfulness,  —  the  superfluity  of  flesh,  the  too  rosy 
healthf ulness  of  colour,  —  on  the  contrary,  it  was  small  and 
tiiin;  but  it  was,  nevertheless,  more  the  hand  of  a  man  than 
a  woman:  the  shape  had  a  man's  nervous  distinctness,  the 
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veins  swelled  like  sinews,  the  joints  of  the  fingers  were 
marked  and  prominent.  In  that  hand  it  almost  seemed  as 
if  the  iron  force  of  the  character  betrayed  itself.  But,  as  we 
have  said,  this  slight  defect,  which  few,  if  seen,  would  hyper- 
critically  notice,  could  not,  of  course,  be  perceptible  as  she 
moved  slowly  up  the  room;  and  Vernon's  eye,  glancing  over 
the  noble  figure,  rested  upon  the  face.  Was  it  handsome? 
Was  it  repelling?  Strange  that  in  feature  it  had  pretensions 
to  the  highest  order  of  beauty,  and  yet  even  that  experienced 
connoisseur  in  female  charms  was  almost  as  puzzled  what  sen- 
tence to  pronounce.  The  hair,  as  was  the  fashion  of  the  day, 
clustered  in  profuse  curls  over  the  forehead,  but  could  not 
conceal  a  slight  line  or  wrinkle  between  the  brows ;  and  this 
line,  rare  in  women  at  any  age,  rare  even  in  men  at  hers,  gave 
an  expression  at  once  of  thought  and  sternness  to  the  whole 
face.  The  eyebrows  themselves  were  straight,  and  not  strongly 
marked,  a  shade  or  two  perhaps  too  light,  —  a  fault  still  more 
apparent  in  the  lashes ;  the  eyes  were  large,  full,  and  though 
bright,  astonishingly  calm  and  deep,  —  at  least  in  ordinary 
moments ;  yet  withal  they  wanted  the  charm  of  that  steadfast 
and  open  look  which  goes  at  once  to  the  heart  and  invites  its 
trust,  — their  expression  was  rather  vague  and  abstracted. 
She  usually  looked  aslant  while  she  spoke,  and  this,  which 
with  some  appears  but  shyness,  in  one  so  self-collected  had 
an  air  of  falsehood.  But  when,  at  times,  if  earnest,  and  bent 
rather  on  examining  those  she  addressed  than  guarding  her- 
self from  penetration,  she  fixed  those  eyes  upon  you  with 
sudden  and  direct  scrutiny,  the  gaze  impressed  you  power- 
fully, and  haunted  you  with  a  strange  spell.  The  eye  itself 
was  of  a  peculiar  and  displeasing  colour,  —  not  blue,  nor  gray, 
nor  black,  nor  hazel,  but  rather  of  that  cat-like  green  which 
is  drowsy  in  the  light,  and  vivid  in  the  shade.  The  profile 
was  purely  Greek,  and  so  seen,  Lucretia's  beauty  seemed  in- 
contestable; but  in  front  face,  and  still  more  when  inclined 
between  the  two,  all  the  features  took  a  sharpness  that, 
however  regular,  had  something  chilling  and  severe:  the 
mouth  was  small,  but  the  lips  were  thin  and  pale,  and  had 
an  expression  of  effort  and  contraction  which  added  to  the 
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distrust  that  her  sidelong  glance  was  calculated  to  inspire. 
The  teeth  were  dazzlingly  white,  but  sharp  and  thin,  and  the 
eye-teeth  were  much  longer  than  the  rest.     The  complexion 
was  pale,  but  without  much  delicacy,  —  the  paleness  seemed 
not  natural  to  it,  but  rather  that  hue  which  study  and  late 
vigils  give  to  men;    so  that  she  wanted  the  freshness  and 
bloom  of  youth,  and  looked  older  than  she  was,  — an  effect 
confirmed  by  an  absence  of  roundness  in  the  cheek  not  notice- 
able in  the  profile,  but  rendering  the  front  face  somewhat 
harsh  as  well  as  sharp.     In  a  word,  the  face  and  the  figure 
were  not  in  harmony:  the  figure  prevented  you  from  pro- 
nouncing her  to  be  masculine;  the  face  took  from  the  figure 
the  charm  of  feminacy.     It  was  the  head  of  the  young  Augus- 
tus upon  the  form  of  Agrippina.     One  touch  more,  and  we 
close  a  description  which  already  perhaps  the  reader   may 
consider  frivolously  minute.     If  you  had  placed  before  the 
mouth  and  lower  part  of  the  face  a  mask  or  bandage,  the 
whole  character  of  the  upper  face  would  have  changed  at 
once,  — the  eye  lost  its  glittering  falseness,  the  brow  its  sin- 
ister contraction;  you  would  have  pronounced  the  face  not 
only  beautiful,  but  sweet  and  womanly.     Take  that  bandage 
suddenly  away  and  the  change  would  have  startled  you,  and 
startled  you  the  more  because  you  could  detect  no  sufficient 
defect  or  disproportion  in  the  lower  part  of  the  countenance  to 
explain  it.     It  was  as  if  the  mouth  was  the  key  to  the  whole : 
the  key  nothing  without  the  text,  the   text  uncomprehended 
without  the  key. 

Such,  then,  was  Lucretia  Clavering  in  outward  appearance 
at  the  age  of  twenty,  —  striking  to  the  most  careless  eye ; 
interesting  and  perplexing  the  student  in  that  dark  language 
never  yet  deciphered,  — the  human  countenance.  The  reader 
must  have  observed  that  the  effect  every  face  that  he  remarks 
for  the  first  time  produces  is  different  from  the  impression  it 
leaves  upon  him  when  habitually  seen.  Perhaps  no  two  per- 
sons differ  more  from  each  other  than  does  the  same  counte- 
nance in  our  earliest  recollection  of  it  from  the  countenance 
regarded  in  the  familiarity  of  repeated  intercourse.  And 
this  was  especially  the  case  with  Lucretia  Clavering's:  the 
first  impulse  of  nearly  all  who  beheld  it  was  distrust  that 
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partook  of  fear;  it  almost  inspired  you  with  a  sense  of  dan- 
ger. The  judgment  rose  up  against  it;  the  heart  set  itself  on 
its  guard.  But  this  uneasy  sentiment  soon  died  away,  with 
most  observers,  in  admiration  at  the  chiselled  outline,  which, 
like  the  Grecian  sculpture,  gained  the  more  the  more  it  was 
examined,  in  respect  for  the  intellectual  power  of  the  expres- 
sion, and  in  fascinated  pleasure  at  the  charm  of  a  smile, 
rarely  employed,  it  is  true,  but  the  more  attractive  both  for 
that  reason  and  for  its  sudden  effect  in  giving  brightness  and 
persuasion  to  an  aspect  that  needed  them  so  much.  It  was 
literally  like  the  abrupt  breaking  out  of  a  sunbeam;  and  the 
repellent  impression  of  the  face  thus  familiarized  away,  the 
matchless  form  took  its  natural  influence ;  so  that  while  one 
who  but  saw  Lucretia  for  a  moment  might  have  pronounced 
her  almost  plain,  and  certainly  not  prepossessing  in  appear- 
ance, those  with  whom  she  lived,  those  whom  she  sought  to 
please,  those  who  saw  her  daily,  united  in  acknowledgment 
of  her  beauty ;  and  if  they  still  felt  awe,  attributed  it  only  to 
the  force  of  her  understanding. 

As  she  now  came  midway  up  the  room,  Gabriel  started  from 
his  seat  and  ran  to  her  caressingly.  Lucretia  bent  down,  and 
placed  her  hand  upon  his  fair  locks.  As  she  did  so,  he 
whispered,  — 

"Mr.  Vernon  has  been  watching  for  you." 

"Hush!     Where  is  your  father?" 

"Behind  the  screen,  at  chess  with  Sir  Miles." 

"With  Sir  Miles! "  and  Lucretia's  eye  fell,  with  the  direct 
gaze  we  have  before  referred  to,  upon  the  boy's  face. 

"I  have  been  looking  over  them  pretty  often,"  said  he, 
meaningly:  "they  have  talked  of  nothing  but  the  game." 

Lucretia  lifted  her  head,  and  glanced  round  with  her  furtive 
eye;  the  boy  divined  the  search,  and  with  a  scarce  perceptible 
gesture  pointed  her  attention  to  Mainwaring's  retreat.  Her 
vivid  smile  passed  over  her  lips  as  she  bowed  slightly  to  her 
lover,  and  then,  withdrawing  the  hand  which  Gabriel  had 
iaken  in  his  own,  she  moved  on,  passed  Vernon  with  a  com- 
monplace word  or  two,  and  was  soon  exchanging  greetings 
with  the  gay  merry-makers  in  the  farther  part  of  the  room. 
A  few  minutes  afterwards,  the  servants  entered,  the  tea-table 
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was  removed,  chairs  were  thrust  back,  a  single  lady  of  a  cer- 
tain age  volunteered  her  services  at  the  piano,  and  dancing 
began  within  the  ample  space  which  the  arch  fenced  off  from 
the  whist-players.  Vernon  had  watched  his  opportunity,  and 
at  the  first  sound  of  the  piano  had  gained  Lucretia's  side,  and 
with  grave  politeness  pre-engaged  her  hand  for  the  opening 
dance. 

At  that  day,  though  it  is  not  so  very  long  ago,  gentlemen 
were  not  ashamed  to  dance,  and  to  dance  well ;  it  was  no  lan- 
guid saunter  through  a  quadrille ;  it  was  fair,  deliberate,  skil- 
ful dancing  amongst  the  courtly,  —  free,  bounding  movement 
amongst  the  gay. 

Vernon,  as  might  be  expected,  was  the  most  admired  per- 
former of  the  evening;  but  he  was  thinking  very  little  of  the 
notice  he  at  last  excited,  he  was  employing  such  ingenuity  as 
his  experience  of  life  supplied  to  the  deficiencies  of  a  very 
imperfect  education,  limited  to  the  little  flogged  into  him  at 
Eton,  in  deciphering  the  character  and  getting  at  the  heart  of 
his  fair  partner. 

"  I  wonder  you  do  not  make  Sir  Miles  take  you  to  London, 
my  cousin,  if  you  will  allow  me  to  call  you  so.  You  ought  to 
have  been  presented." 

"I  have  no  wish  to  go  to  London  yet." 

"Yet!  "  said  Mr.  Vernon,  with  the  somewhat  fade  gallantry 
of  his  day;  "beauty  even  like  yours  has  little  time  to  spare." 

"  Hands  across,  hands  across !  "  cried  Mr.  Ard worth. 

"And,"  continued  Mr.  Vernon,  as  soon  as  a  pause  was  per- 
mitted to  him,  "  there  is  a  song  which  the  prince  sings,  writ- 
ten by  some  sensible  old-fashioned  fellow,  which  says,  — 

" '  Gather  your  rosebuds  while  you  may, 
For  time  is  still  a  flying.'  " 

"  You  have  obeyed  the  moral  of  the  song  yourself,  I  believe, 
Mr.  Vernon." 

"  Call  me  cousin,  or  Charles,  —  Charley,  if  you  like,  as  most 
of  my  friends  do;  nobody  ever  calls  me  Mr.  Vernon,  — I  don't 
know  myself  by  that  name." 

"Down  the  middle;  we  are  all  waiting  for  you,"  shouted 
Ardworth. 
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And  down  the  middle,  with  wondrous  grace,  glided  the 
exquisite  nankeens  of  Charley  Vernon. 

The  dance  now,  thanks  to  Ardworth,  became  too  animated 
and  riotous  to  allow  more  than  a  few  broken  monosyllables 
till  Vernon  and  his  partner  gained  the  end  of  the  set,  and 
then,  flirting  his  partner's  fan,  he  recommenced,  — 

"  Seriously,  my  cousin,  you  must  sometimes  feel  very  much 
moped  here." 

"Never!"  answered  Lucretia.  Not  once  yet  had  her  eye 
rested  on  Mr.  Vernon.  She  felt  that  she  was  sounded. 

"Yet  I  am  sure  you  have  a  taste  for  the  pomps  and  vanities. 
Aha!  there  is  ambition  under  those  careless  curls,"  said  Mr. 
Vernon,  with  his  easy,  adorable  impertinence. 

Lucretia  winced. 

"  But  if  I  were  ambitious,  what  field  for  ambition  could  I 
find  in  London?" 

"The  same  as  Alexander,  — empire,  my  cousin." 

"  You  forget  that  I  am  not  a  man.  Man,  indeed,  may  hope 
for  an  empire.  It  is  something  to  be  a  Pitt,  or  even  a  Warren 
Hastings." 

Mr.  Vernon  stared.     Was  this  stupidity,  or  what? 

"A  woman  has  an  empire  more  undisputed  than  Mr.  Pitt's, 
and  more  pitiless  than  that  of  Governor  Hastings. " 

"  Oh,  pardon  me,  Mr.  Vernon  —  " 

"Charles,  if  you  please." 

Lucretia's  brow  darkened. 

"Pardon  me,"  she  repeated;  "but  these  compliments,  if 
such  they  are  meant  to  be,  meet  a  very  ungrateful  return.  A 
woman's  empire  over  gauzes  and  ribbons,  over  tea-tables  and 
drums,  over  fops  and  coquettes,  is  not  worth  a  journey  from 
Laughton  to  London." 

"You  think  you  can  despise  admiration?" 

"What  you  mean  by  admiration,  — yes." 

"And  love  too?"  said  Vernon,  in  a  whisper. 

Now  Lucretia  at  once  and  abruptly  raised  her  eyes  to  her 
partner.  Was  he  aiming  at  her  secret?  Was  he  hinting  at 
intentions  of  his  own?  The  look  chilled  Vernon,  and  he 
turned  away  his  head. 
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Suddenly,  then,  in  pursuance  of  a  new  train  of  ideas, 
Lucretia  altered  her  manner  to  him.  She  had  detected  what 
before  she  had  surmised.  This  sudden  familiarity  on  his  part 
arose  from  notions  her  uncle  had  instilled,  —  the  visitor  had 
been  incited  to  become  the  suitor.  Her  penetration  into  char- 
acter, which  from  childhood  had  been  her  passionate  study, 
told  her  that  On  that  light,  polished,  fearless  nature  scorn 
would  have  slight  effect;  to  meet  the  familiarity  would  be  the 
best  means  to  secure  a  friend,  to  disarm  a  wooer.  She  changed 
then  her  manner;  she  summoned  up  her  extraordinary  craft; 
she  accepted  the  intimacy  held  out  to  her,  not  to  unguard  her- 
self, but  to  lay  open  her  opponent.  It  became  necessary  to 
her  to  know  this  man,  to  have  such  power  as  the  knowledge 
might  give  her.  Insensibly  and  gradually  she  led  her  com- 
panion away  from  his  design  of  approaching  her  own  secrets 
or  character,  into  frank  talk  about  himself.  All  unconsciously 
he  began  to  lay  bare  to  his  listener  the  infirmities  of  his  err- 
ing, open  heart.  Silently  she  looked  down,  and  plumbed 
them  all,  —  the  frivolity,  the  recklessness,  the  half  gay,  half 
mournful  sense  of  waste  and  ruin.  There,  blooming  amongst 
the  wrecks,  she  saw  the  fairest  flowers  of  noble  manhood  pro- 
fuse and  fragrant  still,  —  generosity  and  courage  and  disregard 
for  self.  Spendthrift  and  gambler  on  one  side  the  medal ;  gen- 
tleman and  soldier  on  the  other.  Beside  this  maimed  and 
imperfect  nature  she  measured  her  own  prepared  and  pro- 
found intellect,  and  as  she  listened,  her  smile  became  more 
bland  and  frequent.  She  could  afford  to  be  gracious ;  she  felt 
superiority,  scorn,  and  safety. 

As  this  seeming  intimacy  had  matured,  Vernon  and  his 
partner  had  quitted  the  dance,  and  were  conversing  apart  in 
the  recess  of  one  of  the  windows,  which  the  newspaper  readers 
had  deserted,  in  the  part  of  the  room  where  Sir  Miles  and 
Dalibard,  still  seated,  were  about  to  commence  their  third 
game  at  chess.  The  baronet's  hand  ceased  from  the  task  of 
arranging  his  pawns;  his  eye  was  upon  the  pair;  and  then, 
after  a  long  and  complacent  gaze,  it  looked  round  without  dis- 
covering the  object  it  sought. 

"  I  am  about  to  task  your  kindness  most  improperly,  Mon- 
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dieur  Dalibard,"  said  Sir  Miles,  with  that  politeness  so  dis- 
pleasing to  Ardworth,  "but  will  you  do  me  the  favour  to 
jiove  aside  that  fold  of  the  screen?  I  wish  for  a  better  view 
of  our  young  people.  Thank  you  very  much." 

Sir  Miles  now  discovered  Mainwaring,  and  observed  that, 
far  from  regarding  with  self-betraying  jealousy  the  apparent 
flirtation  going  on  between  Lucretia  and  her  kinsman,  he  was 
engaged  in  animated  conversation  with  the  chairman  of  the 
quarter  sessions.  Sir  Miles  was  satisfied,  and  ranged  his 
pawns.  All  this  time,  and  indeed  ever  since  they  had  sat 
down  to  play,  the  Provengal  had  been  waiting,  with  the 
patience  that  belonged  to  his  character,  for  some  observa- 
tion from  Sir  Miles  on  the  subject  which,  his  sagacity  per- 
ceived, was  engrossing  his  thoughts.  There  had  been  about 
the  old  gentleman  a  fidgety  restlessness  which  showed  that 
something  was  on  his  mind.  His  eyes  had  been  frequently 
turned  towards  his  niece  since  her  entrance;  once  or  twice  he 
had  cleared  his  throat  and  hemmed,  —  his  usual  prelude  to 
some  more  important  communication;  and  Dalibard  had  heard 
him  muttering  to  himself,  and  fancied  he  caught  the  name  of 
"Mainwaring."  And  indeed  the  baronet  had  been  repeatedly 
on  the  verge  of  sounding  his  secretary,  and  as  often  had  been 
checked  both  by  pride  in  himself  and  pride  for  Lucretia.  It 
seemed  to  him  beneath  his  own  dignity  and  hers  even  to  hint 
to  an  inferior  a  fear,  a  doubt,  of  the  heiress  of  Laughton. 
Olivier  Dalibard  could  easily  have  led  on  his  patron,  he  could 
easily,  if  he  pleased  it,  have  dropped  words  to  instil  suspi- 
cion and  prompt  question;  but  that  was  not  his  object, — he 
rather  shunned  than  courted  any  reference  to  himself  upon 
the  matter;  for  he  knew  that  Lucretia,  if  she  could  suppose 
that  he,  however  indirectly,  had  betrayed  her  to  her  uncle, 
would  at  once  declare  his  own  suit  to  her,  and  so  procure  his 
immediate  dismissal;  while,  aware  of  her  powers  of  dissimu- 
lation and  her  influence  over  her  uncle,  he  feared  that  a  single 
word  from  her  would  suffice  to  remove  all  suspicion  in  Sir 
Miles,  however  ingeniously  implanted,  and  however  truth- 
fully grounded.  But  all  the  while,  under  his  apparent  calm, 
his  mind  was  busy  and  his  passions  burning. 
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"Pshaw!  your  old  play, — the  bishop  again,"  said  Sir 
Miles,  laughing,  as  he  moved  a  knight  to  frustrate  his  adver- 
sary's supposed  plan;  and  then,  turning  back,  he  once  more 
contemplated  the  growing  familiarity  between  Vernon  and  his 
niece.  This  time  he  could  not  contain  his  pleasure.  "Dali- 
bard,  my  dear  sir,"  he  said,  rubbing  his  hands,  "look  yonder: 
they  would  make  a  handsome  couple !  " 

"Who,  sir?"  said  the  Provencal,  looking  another  way, 
with  dogged  stupidity. 

"Who?  Damn  it,  man!  Nay,  pray  forgive  my  ill  man- 
ners, but  I  felt  glad,  sir,  and  proud,  sir.  Who?  Charley 
Vernon  and  Lucretia  Clavering." 

"Assuredly,  yes.  Do  you  think  that  there  is  a  chance  of 
so  happy  an  event?  " 

"Why,  it  depends  only  on  Lucretia;  I  shall  never  force 
her."  Here  Sir  Miles  stopped,  for  Gabriel,  unperceived 
before,  picked  up  his  patron's  pocket-handkerchief. 

Olivier  Dalibard's  gray  eyes  rested  coldly  on  his  son. 
"You  are  not  dancing  to-night,  my  boy.  Go;  I  like  to  see 
you  amused." 

The  boy  obeyed  at  once,  as  he  always  did,  the  paternal 
commands.  He  found  a  partner,  and  joined  a  dance  just 
begun;  and  in  the  midst  of  the  dance,  Honor6  Gabriel  Varney 
seemed  a  new  being, — not  Ardworth  himself  so  thoroughly 
entered  into  the  enjoyment  of  the  exercise,  the  lights,  the 
music.  With  brilliant  eyes  and  dilated  nostrils,  he  seemed 
prematurely  to  feel  all  that  is  exciting  and  voluptuous  in  that 
exhilaration  which  to  childhood  is  usually  so  innocent.  His 
glances  followed  the  fairest  form;  his  clasp  lingered  in  the 
softest  hand;  his  voice  trembled  as  the  warm  breath  of  his 
partner  came  on  his  cheeks. 

Meanwhile  the  conversation  between  the  chess-players 
continued. 

"Yes,"  said  the  baronet,  "it  depends  only  on  Lucretia. 
And  she  seems  pleased  with  Vernon:  who  would  not  be?  " 

"  Your  penetration  rarely  deceives  you,  sir.  I  own  I  think 
with  you.  Does  Mr.  Vernon  know  that  you  would  permit  the 
alliance?" 
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"  Yes ;  but  —  "  the  baronet  stopped  short. 

"You  were  saying,  but —    But  what,  Sir  Miles?  " 

"  Why,  the  dog  affected  diffidence ;  he  had  some  fear  lest  he 
should  not  win  her  affections.  But  luckily,  at  least,  they  are 
disengaged." 

Dalibard  looked  grave,  and  his  eye,  as  if  involuntarily, 
glanced  towards  Main  waring.  As  ill-luck  would  have  it, 
the  young  man  had  then  ceased  his  conversation  with  the 
chairman  of  the  quarter  sessions,  and  with  arms  folded,  brow 
contracted,  and  looks,  earnest,  anxious,  and  intent,  was  con- 
templating the  whispered  conference  between  Lucretia  and 
Vernon. 

Sir  Miles's  eye  had  followed  his  secretary's,  and  his  face 
changed.  His  hand  fell  on  the  chess  board  and  upset  half 
the  men ;  he  uttered  a  very  audible  "  Zounds !  " 

"I  think,  Sir  Miles,"  said  the  Prove^al,  rising,  as  if  con- 
scious that  Sir  Miles  wished  to  play  no  more,  —  "I  think  that 
if  you  spoke  soon  to  Miss  Clavering  as  to  your  views  with 
regard  to  Mr.  Vernon,  it  might  ripen  matters;  for  I  have 
heard  it  said  by  French  mothers  —  and  our  Frenchwomen 
understand  the  female  heart,  sir  —  that  a  girl  having  no  other 
affection  is  often  prepossessed  at  once  in  favour  of  a  man 
whom  she  knows  beforehand  is  prepared  to  woo  and  to  win 
her,  whereas  without  that  knowledge  he  would  have  seemed 
but  an  ordinary  acquaintance." 

"It  is  shrewdly  said,  my  dear  Monsieur  Dalibard;  and  for 
more  reasons  than  one,  the  sooner  I  speak  to  her  the  better. 
Lend  me  your  arm.  It  is  time  for  supper;  I  see  the  dance  is 
over." 

Passing  by  the  place  where  Mainwaring  still  leaned,  the 
baronet  looked  at  him  fixedly.  The  young  man  did  not  notice 
the  gaze.  Sir  Miles  touched  him  gently.  He  started  as  from 
a  revery. 

"You  have  not  danced,  Mr.  Mainwaring." 

"I  dance  so  seldom,  Sir  Miles,"  said  Mainwaring,  colouring. 

"  Ah !  you  employ  your  head  more  than  your  heels,  young 
gentleman, — very  right;  I  must  speak  to  you  to-morrow. 
Well,  ladies,  I  hope  you  have  enjoyed  yourselves?  My  dear 
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Mrs.  Vesey,  you  and  I  are  old  friends,  you  know;  many  a 
minuet  we  have  danced  together,  eh?  We  can't  dance  now, 
but  we  can  walk  arm-in-arm  together  still.  Honour  me. 
And  your  little  grandson  —  vaccinated,  eh?  Wonderful 
invention !  To  supper,  ladies,  to  supper ! " 

The  company  were  gone.  The  lights  were  out,  —  all  save 
the  lights  of  heaven;  and  they  came  bright  and  still  through 
the  casements.  Moonbeam  and  Starbeam,  they  seemed  now 
to  have  the  old  house  to  themselves.  In  came  the  rays, 
brighter  and  longer  and  bolder,  like  fairies  that  march,  rank 
upon  rank,  into  their  kingdom  of  solitude.  Down  the  oak 
Stairs,  from  the  casements,  blazoned  with  heraldry,  moved 
the  rays,  creepingly,  fearfully.  On  the  armour  in  the  hall 
clustered  the  rays  boldly  and  brightly,  till  the  steel  shone  out 
like  a  mirror.  In  the  library,  long  and  low,  they  just  entered, 
stopped  short:  it  was  no  place  for  their  play.  In  the  drawing- 
room,  now  deserted,  they  were  more  curious  and  adventurous. 
Through  the  large  window,  still  open,  they  came  in  freely  and 
archly,  as  if  to  spy  what  had  caused  such  disorder ;  the  stiff 
chairs  out  of  place,  the  smooth  floor  despoiled  of  its  carpet, 
that  flower  dropped  on  the  ground,  that  scarf  forgotten  on  the 
table,  —  the  rays  lingered  upon  them  all.  Up  and  down 
through  the  house,  from  the  base  to  the  roof,  roved  the  chil- 
dren of  the  air,  and  found  but  two  spirits  awake  amidst  the 
slumber  of  the  rest. 

In  that  tower  to  the  east,  in  the  tapestry  chamber  with  the 
large  gilded  bed  in  the  recess,  came  the  rays,  tamed  and  wan, 
as  if  scared  by  the  grosser  light  on  the  table.  By  that  table 
sat  a  girl,  her  brow  leaning  on  one  hand;  in  the  other  she 
held  a  rose,  —  it  is  a  love-token :  exchanged  with  its  sister 
rose,  by  stealth,  in  mute  sign  of  reproach  for  doubt  excited, 
—  an  assurance  and  a  reconciliation.  A  love-token !  —  shrink 
not,  ye  rays;  there  is  something  akin  to  you  in  love.  But 
see,  — the  hand  closes  convulsively  on  the  flower;  it  hides  it 
not  in  the  breast;  it  lifts  it  not  to  the  lip:  it  throws  it  pas- 
sionately aside.  "  How  long ! "  muttered  the  girl,  impetu- 
ously,—  "how  long!  And  to  think  that  will  here  cannot 
shorten  an  hour!"  Then  she  rose,  and  walked  to  and  fro, 
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and  each  time  she  gained  a  certain  niche  in  the  chamber  she 
paused,  and  then  irresolutely  passed  on  again.  What  is  in 
that  niche?  Only  books.  What  can  books  teach  thee,  pale 
girl?  The  step  treads  iirmer;  this  time  it  halts  more  re- 
solved. The  hand  that  clasped  the  flower  takes  down  a  vol- 
ume. The  girl  sits  again  before  the  light.  See,  0  rays! 
what  is  the  volume?  Moon  and  Starbeam,  ye  love  what 
lovers  read  by  the  lamp  in  the  loneliness.  No  love-ditty 
this;  no  yet  holier  lesson  to  patience,  and  moral  to  hope. 
What  hast  thou,  young  girl,  strong  in  health  and  rich  in 
years,  with  the  lore  of  the  leech,  —  with  prognostics  and 
symptoms  and  diseases?  She  is  tracing  with  hard  eyes  the 
signs  that  precede  the  grim  enemy  in  his  most  sudden  ap- 
proach,—  the  habits  that  invite  him,  the  warnings  that  he 
gives.  He  whose  wealth  shall  make  her  free  has  twice  had 
the  visiting  shock;  he  starves  not,  he  lives  free!  She  closes 
the  volume,  and,  musing,  metes  him  out  the  hours  and  days 
he  has  to  live.  Shrink  back,  ye  rays !  The  love  is  disenhal- 
lowed;  while  the  hand  was  on  the  rose,  the  thought  was  on 
the  charnel. 

Yonder,  in  the  opposite  tower,  in  the  small  casement  near 
the  roof,  came  the  rays.  Childhood  is  asleep.  Moon  and 
Starbeam,  ye  love  the  slumbers  of  the  child !  The  door  opens, 
a  dark  figure  steals  noiselessly  in.  The  father  comes  to  look 
on  the  sleep  of  his  son.  Holy  tenderness,  if  this  be  all ! 

"  Gabriel,  wake !  "  said  a  low,  stern  voice,  and  a  rough  hand 
shook  the  sleeper. 

The  sharpest  test  of  those  nerves  upon  which  depends  the 
mere  animal  courage  is  to  be  roused  suddenly,  in  the  depth  of 
night,  by  a  violent  hand.  The  impulse  of  Gabriel,  thus  star- 
tled, was  neither  of  timidity  nor  surprise.  It  was  that  of 
some  Spartan  boy  not  new  to  danger;  with  a  slight  cry  and  a 
fierce  spring,  the  son's  hand  clutched  at  the  father's  throat. 
Dalibard  shook  him  off  with  an  effort,  and  a  smile,  half  in 
approval,  half  in  irony,  played  by  the  moonlight  over  his  lips. 

"  Blood  will  out,  young  tiger,"  said  he.   "Hush,  and  hear  me!" 

"Is  it  you,  Father?"  said  Gabriel.  "I  thought,  I 
dreamed  —  " 
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"No  matter;  think,  dream  always  that  man  should  be 
prepared  for  defence  from  peril! 

"Gabriel,"  and  the  pale  scholar  seated  himself  on  the  bed, 
"  turn  your  face  to  mine,  —  nearer ;  let  the  moon  fall  on  it ; 
lift  your  eyes;  look  at  me  —  so!  Are  you  not  playing  false 
to  me?  Are  you  not  Lucretia's  spy,  while  you  are  pretend- 
ing to  be  mine?  It  is  so;  your  eye  betrays  you.  Now,  heed 
me;  you  have  a  mind  beyond  your  years.  Do  you  love  best 
the  miserable  garret  in  London,  the  hard  fare  and  squalid 
dress,  or  your  lodgment  here,  the  sense  of  luxury,  the  sight 
of  splendour,  the  atmosphere  of  wealth?  You  have  the  choice 
before  you." 

"I  choose,  as  you  would  have  me,  then,"  said  the  boy,  "the 
last." 

"  I  believe  you.  Attend !  You  do  not  love  me,  —  that  is 
natural;  you  are  the  son  of  Clara  Varney!  You  have  sup- 
posed that  in  loving  Lucretia  Clavering  you  might  vex  or 
thwart  me,  you  scarce  knew  how;  and  Lucretia  Clavering  has 
gold  and  gifts  and  soft  words  and  promises  to  bribe  withal. 
1  now  tell  you  openly  my  plan  with  regard  to  this  girl :  it  is 
my  aim  to  marry  her;  to  be  master  of  this  house  and  these 
lands.  If  I  succeed,  you  share  them  with  me.  By  betraying 
me,  word  or  look,  to  Lucretia,  you  frustrate  this  aim;  you 
plot  against  our  rise  and  to  our  ruin.  Deem  not  that  you 
could  escape  my  fall ;  if  I  am  driven  hence,  —  as  you  might 
drive  me,  —  you  share  my  fate ;  and  mark  me,  you  are  deliv- 
ered up  to  my  revenge !  You  cease  to  be  my  son,  —  you  are 
my  foe.  Child!  you  know  me." 

The  boy,  bold  as  he  was,  shuddered;  but  after  a  pause  so 
brief  that  a  breath  scarce  passed  between  his  silence  and  his 
words,  he  replied  with  emphasis,  — 

"  Father,  you  have  read  my  heart.  I  have  been  persuaded 
by  Lucretia  (for  she  bewitches  me)  to  watch  you,  —  at  least, 
when  you  are  with  Sir  Miles.  I  knew  that  this  was  mixed  up 
with  Mr.  Mainwaring.  Now  that  you  have  made  me  under- 
stand your  own  views,  I  will  be  true  to  you,  —  true  without 
threats." 

The  father  looked  hard  on  him,  and  seemed  satisfied  with 
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the  gaze.  "  Eemember,  at  least,  that  your  future  rests  upon 
your  truth ;  that  is  no  threat,  —  that  is  a  thought  of  hope. 
Now  sleep  or  muse  on  it. "  He  dropped  the  curtain  which  his 
hand  had  drawn  aside,  and  stole  from  the  room  as  noiselessly 
as  he  had  entered.  The  boy  slept  no  more.  Deceit  and 
cupidity  and  corrupt  ambition  were  at  work  in  his  brain. 
Shrink  back,  Moon  and  Starbeam!  On  that  child's  brow 
play  the  demons  who  had  followed  the  father's  step  to  his 
bed  of  sleep. 

Back  to  his  own  room,  close  at  hand,  crept  Olivier  Dalibard. 
The  walls  were  lined  with  books,  —  many  in  language  and 
deep  in  lore.  Moon  and  Starbeam,  ye  love  the  midnight  soli- 
tude of  the  scholar !  The  Provencal  stole  to  the  casement,  and 
looked  forth.  All  was  serene,  —  breathless  trees  and  gleam- 
ing sculpture  and  whitened  sward,  girdled  by  the  mass  of 
shadow.  Of  what  thought  the  man?  Not  of  the  present  love- 
liness which  the  scene  gave  to  his  eye,  nor  of  the  future  mys- 
teries which  the  stars  should  whisper  to  the  soul.  Gloomily 
over  a  stormy  and  a  hideous  past  roved  the  memory,  stored 
with  fraud  and  foul  with  crime,  —  plan  upon  plan,  schemed 
with  ruthless  wisdom,  followed  up  by  remorseless  daring, 
and  yet  all  now  a  ruin  and  a  blank ;  an  intellect  at  war  with 
good,  and  the  good  had  conquered!  But  the  conviction  neither 
touched  the  conscience  nor  enlightened  the  reason ;  he  felt,  it 
is  true,  a  moody  sense  of  impotence,  but  it  brought  rage,  not 
despondency.  It  was  not  that  he  submitted  to  Good  as  too 
powerful  to  oppose,  but  that  he  deemed  he  had  not  yet  gained 
all  the  mastery  over  the  arsenal  of  Evil.  And  evil  he  called 
it  not.  Good  and  evil  to  him  were  but  subordinate  genii  at 
the  command  of  Mind;  they  were  the  slaves  of  the  lamp. 
But  had  he  got  at  the  true  secret  of  the  lamp  itself?  "How 
is  it,"  he  thought,  as  he  turned  impatiently  from  the  case- 
ment, "  that  I  am  baffled  here  where  my  fortunes  seemed  most 
assured?  Here  the  mind  has  been  of  my  own  training,  aud 
prepared  by  nature  to  my  hand;  here  all  opportunity  has 
smiled.  And  suddenly  the  merest  commonplace  in  the  vul- 
gar lives  of  mortals,  —  an  unlooked-for  rival ;  rival,  too,  of 
the  mould  I  had  taught  her  to  despise ;  one  of  the  stock  gal- 
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lants  of  a  comedy,  no  character  but  youth  and  fair  looks,  — 
yea,  the  lover  of  the  stage  starts  up,  and  the  fabric  of  years  is 
overthrown."  As  he  thus  mused,  he  placed  his  hand  upon  a 
small  box  on  one  of  the  tables.  "Yet  within  this,"  resumed 
his  soliloquy,  and  he  struck  the  lid,  that  gave  back  a  dull 
sound, —  "within  this  I  hold  the  keys  of  life  and  death!  Fool! 
the  power  does  not  reach  to  the  heart,  except  to  still  it.  Ver- 
ily and  indeed  were  the  old  heathens  mistaken?  Are  there  no 
philters  to  change  the  current  of  desire?  But  touch  one  chord 
in  a  girl's  affection,  and  all  the  rest  is  mine,  all,  all,  lands, 
station,  power,  all  the  rest  are  in  the  opening  of  this  lid!  " 

Hide  in  the  cloud,  0  Moon !  shrink  back,  ye  Stars !  send  not 
your  holy,  pure,  and  trouble-lulling  light  to  the  countenance 
blanched  and  livid  with  the  thoughts  of  murder. 


CHAPTER  III. 

CONFERENCES. 


THE  next  day  Sir  Miles  did  not  appear  at  breakfast,  — not 
that  he  was  unwell,  but  that  he  meditated  holding  certain 
audiences,  and  on  such  occasions  the  good  old  gentleman 
liked  to  prepare  himself.  He  belonged  to  a  school  in  which, 
amidst  much  that  was  hearty  and  convivial,  there  was  much 
also  that  nowadays  would  seem  stiff  and  formal,  contrasting 
the  other  school  immediately  succeeding  him,  which  Mr.  Ver- 
non  represented,  and  of  which  the  Charles  Surface  of  Sheridan 
is  a  faithful  and  admirable  type.  The  room  that  Sir  Miles 
appropriated  to  himself  was,  properly  speaking,  the  state 
apartment,  called,  in  the  old  inventories,  "King  James's 
chamber;"  it  was  on  the  first  floor,  communicating  with  the 
picture-gallery,  which  at  the  farther  end  opened  upon  a  corri- 
dor admitting  to  the  principal  bedrooms.  As  Sir  Miles  cared 
nothing  for  holiday  state,  he  had  unscrupulously  taken  his 
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cubiculum  in  this  chamber,  which  was  really  the  handsomest 
in  the  house,  except  the  banquet-hall,  placed  his  bed  in  one 
angle  with  a  huge  screen  before  it,  filled  up  the  space  with 
>iis  Italian  antiquities  and  curiosities,  and  fixed  his  favourite 
pictures  on  the  faded  gilt  leather  panelled  on  the  walls.  His 
main  motive  in  this  was  the  communication  with  the  adjoin- 
ing gallery,  which,  when  the  weather  was  unfavourable,  fur- 
nished ample  room  for  his  habitual  walk.  He  knew  how 
many  strides  by  the  help  of  his  crutch  made  a  mile,  and  this 
was  convenient.  Moreover,  he  liked  to  look,  when  alone,  on 
those  old  portraits  of  his  ancestors,  which  he  had  religiously 
conserved  in  their  places,  preferring  to  thrust  his  Florentine 
and  Venetian  masterpieces  into  bedrooms  and  parlours,  rather 
than  to  dislodge  from  the  gallery  the  stiff  ruffs,  doublets,  and 
farthingales  of  his  predecessors.  It  was  whispered  in  the 
house  that  the  baronet,  whenever  he  had  to  reprove  a  tenant 
or  lecture  a  dependant,  took  care  to  have  him  brought  to  his 
sanctum,  through  the  full  length  of  this  gallery,  so  that  the 
victim  might  be  duly  prepared  and  awed  by  the  imposing 
effect  of  so  stately  a  journey,  and  the  grave  faces  of  all  the 
generations  of  St.  John,  which  could  not  fail  to  impress  him 
with  the  dignity  of  the  family,  and  alarm  him  at  the  prospect 
of  the  injured  frown  of  its  representative.  Across  this  gal- 
lery now,  following  the  steps  of  the  powdered  valet,  strode 
young  Ardworth,  staring  now  and  then  at  some  portrait  more 
than  usually  grim,  more  often  wondering  why  his  boots,  that 
never  creaked  before,  should  creak  on  those  particular  boards, 
and  feeling  a  quiet  curiosity,  without  the  least  mixture  of 
fear  or  awe  as  to  what  old  Squaretoes  intended  to  say  to  him. 
But  all  feeling  of  irreverence  ceased  when,  shown  into  the 
baronet's  room,  and  the  door  closed,  Sir  Miles  rose  with  a 
smile,  and  cordially  shaking  his  hand,  said,  dropping  the 
punctilious  courtesy  of  Mister:  "Ardworth,  sir,  if  I  had  a 
little  prejudice  against  you  before  you  came,  you  have  con- 
quered it.  You  are  a  fine,  manly,  spirited  fellow,  sir;  and 
you  have  an  old  man's  good  wishes, — which  are  no  bad  begin- 
ning to  a  young  man's  good  fortune." 

The  colour  rushed  over  Ardworth's  forehead,  and  a  tear 
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sprang  to  his  eyes.  He  felt  a  rising  at  his  throat  as  he 
stammered  out  some  not  very  audible  reply. 

"  I  wished  to  see  you,  young  gentleman,  that  I  might  judge 
myself  what  you  would  like  best,  and  what  would  best  fit 
you.  Your  father  is  in  the  army :  what  say  you  to  a  pair  of 
colours?" 

"Oh,  Sir  Miles,  that  is  my  utmost  ambition!  Anything 
but  law,  except  the  Church;  anything  but  the  Church,  except 
the  desk  and  a  counter ! " 

The  baronet,  much  pleased,  gave  him  a  gentle  pat  on  the 
shoulder.  "Ha,  ha!  we  gentlemen,  you  see  (for  the  Ardworths 
are  very  well  born,  very),  we  gentlemen  understand  each 
other!  Between  you  and  me,  I  never  liked  the  law,  never 
thought  a  man  of  birth  should  belong  to  it.  Take  money  for 
lying, — shabby,  shocking!  Don't  let  that  go  any  farther! 
The  Church  —  Mother  Church  —  I  honour  her !  Church  and 
State  go  together!  But  one  ought  to  be  very  good  to  preach 
to  others, — better  than  you  and  I  are,  eh?  ha,  ha!  Well, 
then,  you  like  the  army,  —  there  's  a  letter  for  you  to  the 
Horse  Guards.  Go  up  to  town ;  your  business  is  done.  And, 
as  for  your  outfit, — read  this  little  book  at  your  leisure." 
And  Sir  Miles  thrust  a  pocketbook  into  Ardworth's  hand. 

"But  pardon  me,"  said  the  young  man,  much  bewildered. 
"What  claim  have  I,  Sir  Miles,  to  such  generosity?  I  know 
that  my  uncle  offended  you." 

"Sir,  that's  the  claim!  "  said  Sir  Miles,  gravely.  "I  can- 
not live  long,"  he  added,  with  a  touch  of  melancholy  in  his 
voice ;  "  let  me  die  in  peace  with  all !  Perhaps  I  injured  your 
uncle, — who  knows  but,  if  so,  he  hears  and  pardons  me  now?" 

"  Oh,  Sir  Miles ! "  exclaimed  the  thoughtless,  generous- 
hearted  young  man;  "and  my  little  playfellow,  Susan,  your 
own  niece! " 

Sir  Miles  drew  back  haughtily;  but  the  burst  that  offended 
him  rose  so  evidently  from  the  heart,  was  so  excusable  from 
its  motive  and  the  youth's  ignorance  of  the  world,  that  his 
frown  soon  vanished  as  he  said,  calmly  and  gravely,  — 

"No  man,  my  good  sir,  can  allow  to  others  the  right  to 
touch  on  his  family  affairs ;  I  trust  I  shall  be  just  to  the  poor 
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young  lady.  And  so,  if  we  never  meet  again,  let  us  think 
well  of  each  other.  Go,  my  boy;  serve  your  king  and  your 
country ! " 

I  will   do  my  best,   Sir  Miles,   if  only  to  merit  your 
kindness." 

"Stay  a  moment:  you  are  intimate,  I  find,  with  young 
Mainwaring?  " 

"An  old  college  friendship,  Sir  Miles." 

"The  army  will  not  do  for  him,  eh?" 

"He  is  too  clever  for  it,  sir." 

"  Ah,  he  'd  make  a  lawyer,  I  suppose,  —  glib  tongue  enough, 
and  can  talk  well;  and  lie,  if  he  's  paid  for  it?" 

"  I  don't  know  how  lawyers  regard  those  matters,  Sir  Miles ; 
but  if  you  don't  make  him  a  lawyer,  I  am  sure  you  must  leave 
him  an  honest  man." 

"Really  and  truly  —  " 

"Upon  my  honour  I  think  so." 

"Good-day  to  you,  9,nd  good  luck.  You  must  catch  the 
coach  at  the  lodge ;  for  I  see  by  the  papers  that,  in  spite  of  all 
the  talk  about  peace,  they  are  raising  regiments  like  wildfire." 

With  very  different  feelings  from  those  with  which  he  had 
entered  the  room,  Ardworth  quitted  it.  He  hurried  into  his 
own  chamber  to  thrust  his  clothes  into  his  portmanteau,  and 
while  thus  employed,  Mainwaring  entered. 

"  Joy,  my  dear  fellow,  wish  me  joy !  I  am  going  to  town, 
—  into  the  army ;  abroad ;  to  be  shot  at,  thank  Heaven !  That 
dear  old  gentleman!  Just  throw  me  that  coat,  will  you?" 

A  very  few  more  words  sufficed  to  explain  what  had  passed 
to  Mainwaring.  He  sighed  when  his  friend  had  finished:  "I 
wish  I  were  going  with  you !  " 

"Do  you?  Sir  Miles  has  only  got  to  write  another  letter 
to  the  Horse  Guards.  But  no,  you  are  meant  to  be  some- 
thing better  than  food  for  powder ;  and,  besides,  your  Lucre- 
tia!  Hang  it,  I  am  sorry  I  cannot  stay  to  examine  her  as  I 
had  promised ;  but  I  have  seen  enough  to  know  that  she  cer- 
tainly loves  you.  Ah,  when  she  changed  flowers  with  you, 
you  did  not  think  I  saw  you,  — sly,  was  not  I?  Pshaw!  she 
was  only  playing  with  Vernon.  But  still,  do  you  know,  Will, 
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now  that  Sir  Miles  has  spoken  to  me  so,  that  I  could  have 
sobbed,  '  God  bless  you,  my  old  boy ! '  'pon  my  life,  I  could ! 
Now,  do  you  know  that  I  feel  enraged  with  you  for  abetting 
that  girl  to  deceive  him?" 

"1  am  enraged  with  myself;  and  —  " 

Here  a  servant  entered,  and  informed  Mainwaring  that  he 
had  been  searching  for  him;  Sir  Miles  requested  to  see  him 
in  his  room.  Mainwaring  started  like  a  culprit. 

"Never  fear,"  whispered  Ardworth;  "he  has  no  suspicion 
of  you,  I  'm  sure.  Shake  hands.  When  shall  we  meet  again? 
Is  it  not  odd,  I,  who  am  a  republican  by  theory,  taking  King 
George's  pay  to  fight  against  the  French?  No  use  stopping 
now  to  moralize  on  such  contradictions.  John,  Tom,  — 
what's  your  name?  —  here,  my  man,  here,  throw  that  port-, 
manteau  on  your  shoulder  and  come  to  the  lodge."  And  so, 
full  of  health,  hope,  vivacity,  and  spirit,  John  Walter  Ard- 
worth departed  on  his  career. 

Meanwhile  Mainwaring  slowly  took  his  way  to  Sir  Miles. 
As  he  approached  the  gallery,  he  met  Lucretia,  who  was  com- 
ing from  her  own  room.  "Sir  Miles  has  sent  for  me,"  he 
said  meaningly.  He  had  time  for  no  more,  for  the  valet  was 
at  the  door  of  the  gallery,  waiting  to  usher  him  to  his  host. 

"Ha!  you  will  say  not  a  word  that  can  betray  us;  guard 
your  looks  too !"  whispered  Lucretia,  hurriedly;  "afterwards, 
join  me  by  the  cedars."  She  passed  on  towards  the  staircase, 
and  glanced  at  the  large  clock  that  was  placed  there.  "  Past 
eleven !  Vernon  is  never  up  before  twelve.  I  must  see  him 
before  my  uncle  sends  for  me,  as  he  will  send  if  he  suspects  —  " 
She  paused,  went  back  to  her  room,  rang  for  her  maid,  dressed 
as  for  walking,  and  said  carelessly,  "If  Sir  Miles  wants  me, 
I  am  gone  to  the  rectory,  and  shall  probably  return  by  the  vil- 
lage, so  that  I  shall  be  back  about  one."  Towards  the  rectory, 
indeed,  Lucretia  bent  her  way;  but  half-way  there,  turned 
back,  and  passing  through  the  plantation  at  the  rear  of  the 
house,  awaited  Mainwaring  on  the  bench  beneath  the  cedars. 
He  was  not  long  before  he  joined  her.  His  face  was  sad  and 
thoughtful ;  and  when  he  seated  himself  by  her  side,  it  was 
with  a  weariness  of  spirit  that  alarmed  her. 
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"Well,"  said  she,  fearfully,  and  she  placed  her  hand  on 
his. 

"Oh,  Lucretia,"  he  exclaimed,  as  he  pressed  that  hand  with 
an  emotion  that  came  from  other  passions  than  love,  "  we,  or 
rather  /,  have  done  great  wrong.  I  have  been  leading  you  to 
betray  your  uncle's  trust,  to  convert  your  gratitude  to  him 
into  hypocrisy.  I  have  been  unworthy  of  myself.  I  am 
poor,  I  am  humbly  born,  but  till  I  came  here,  I  was  rich  and 
proud  in  honour.  I  am  not  so  now.  Lucretia,  pardon  me, 
pardon  me!  Let  the  dream  be  over;  we  must  not  sin  thus; 
for  it  is  sin,  and  the  worst  of  sin,  —  treachery.  We  must 
part :  forget  me !  " 

"  Forget  you !  Never,  never,  never !  "  cried  Lucretia,  with 
suppressed  but  most  earnest  vehemence,  her  breast  heaving, 
her  hands,  as  he  dropped  the  one  he  held,  clasped  together, 
her  eyes  full  of  tears,  —  transformed  at  once  into  softness, 
meekness,  even  while  racked  by  passion  and  despair. 

"  Oh,  William,  say  anything,  —  reproach,  chide,  despise 
me,  for  mine  is  all  the  fault;  say  anything  but  that  word 
'part.'  I  have  chosen  you,  I  have  sought  you  out,  I  have 
wooed  you,  if  you  will ;  be  it  so.  I  cling  to  you,  you  are  my 
all, — all  that  saves  me  from  —  from  myself,"  she  added  fal- 
teringly,  and  in  a  hollow  voice.  "Your  love — you  know  not 
what  it  is  to  me !  I  scarcely  knew  it  myself  before.  I  feel 
what  it  is  now,  when  you  say  '  part. ' ' 

Agitated  and  tortured,  Mainwaring  writhed  at  these  burn- 
ing words,  bent  his  face  low,  and  covered  it  with  his 
hands. 

He  felt  her  clasp  struggling  to  withdraw  them,  yielded,  and 
saw  her  kneeling  at  his  feet.  His  manhood  and  his  gratitude 
and  his  heart  all  moved  by  that  sight  in  one  so  haughty,  he 
opened  his  arms,  and  she  fell  on  his  breast.  "  You  will  never 
say  '  part'  again,  William!  "  she  gasped  convulsively. 

"But  what  are  we  to  do?  " 

"Say,  first,  what  has  passed  between  you  and  my  uncle." 

"Little  to  relate;  for  I  can  repeat  words,  not  tones  and 
looks.  Sir  Miles  spoke  to  me,  at  first  kindly  and  encourag- 
ingly, about  my  prospects,  said  it  was  time  that  I  should  fix 
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myself,  added  a  few  words,  with  menacing  emphasis,  against 
what  he  called  '  idle  dreams  and  desultory  ambition, '  and 
observing  that  I  changed  countenance,  — for  I  felt  that  I  did, 
—  his  manner  became  more  cold  and  severe.  Lucretia,  if  he 
has  not  detected  our  secret,  he  more  than  suspects  my  —  my 
presumption.  Finally,  he  said  dryly,  that  I  had  better  return 
home,  consult  with  my  father,  and  that  if  I  preferred  entering 
into  the  service  of  the  Government  to  any  mercantile  profes- 
sion, he  thought  he  had  sufficient  interest  to  promote  my 
views.  But,  clearly  and  distinctly,  he  left  on  my  mind  one 
impression,  — that  my  visits  here  are  over." 

"Did  he  allude  to  me  —  to  Mr.  Vernon?" 

"Ah,  Lucretia!  do  you  know  him  so  little,  — his  delicacy, 
his  pride?" 

Lucretia  was  silent,  and  Mainwaring  continued :  — 

"I  felt  that  I  was  dismissed.  I  took  my  leave  of  your 
uncle;  I  came  hither  with  the  intention  to  say  farewell 
forever." 

"Hush!  hush!  that  thought  is  over.  And  you  return  to 
your  father's, — perhaps  better  so:  it  is  but  hope  deferred; 
and  in  your  absence  I  can  the  more  easily  allay  all  suspicion, 
if  suspicion  exist.  But  I  must  write  to  you ;  we  must  corre- 
spond. William,  dear  William,  write  often, — write  kindly; 
tell  me,  in  every  letter,  that  you  love  me,  —  that  you  love 
only  me;  that  you  will  be  patient,  and  confide." 

"  Dear  Lucretia, "  said  Mainwaring,  tenderly,  and  moved  by 
the  pathos  of  her  earnest  and  imploring  voice,  "  but  you  for- 
get: the  bag  is  always  brought  first  to  Sir  Miles;  he  will 
recognize  my  hand.  And  to  whom  can  you  trust  your  own 
letters?" 

"True,"  replied  Lucretia,  despondingly ;  and  there  was  a 
pause.  Suddenly  she  lifted  her  head,  and  cried:  "But  your 
father's  house  is  not  far  from  this, — not  ten  miles;  we  can 
find  a  spot  at  the  remote  end  of  the  park,  near  the  path 
through  the  great  wood:  there  I  can  leave  my  letters;  there  I 
can  find  yours." 

"But  it  must  be  seldom.  If  any  of  Sir  Miles's  servants  see 
me,  if  —  '* 
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"  Oh,  William,  William,  this  is  not  the  language  of  lore ! " 

"  Forgive  me,  —  I  think  of  you !  " 

"Love  thinks  of  nothing  but  itself;  it  is  tyrannical,  absorb- 
ing, —  it  forgets  even  the  object  loved;  it  feeds  on  danger;  it 
strengthens  by  obstacles,"  said  Lucretia,  tossing  her  hair  from 
her  forehead,  and  with  an  expression  of  dark  and  wild  power 
on  her  brow  and  in  her  eyes.  "Fear  not  for  me;  I  am  suffi- 
cient guard  upon  myself.  Even  while  I  speak,  I  think,  — yes, 
I  have  thought  of  the  very  spot.  You  remember  that  hollow- 
oak  at  the  bottom  of  the  dell,  in  which  Guy  St.  John,  the 
Cavalier,  is  said  to  have  hid  himself  from  Fairfax's  soldiers? 
Every  Monday  I  will  leave  a  letter  in  that  hollow;  every 
Tuesday  you  can  search  for  it,  and  leave  your  own.  This  is 
but  once  a  week;  there  is  no  risk  here." 

Mainwaring's  conscience  still  smote  him,  but  he  had  not 
the  strength  to  resist  the  energy  of  Lucretia.  The  force  of 
her  character  seized  upon  the  weak  part  of  his  own,  —  its 
gentleness,  its  fear  of  inflicting  pain,  its  reluctance  to  say 
"No,"  —  that  simple  cause  of  misery  to  the  over-timid.  A 
few  sentences  more,  full  of  courage,  confidence,  and  passion, 
on  the  part  of  the  woman,  of  constraint  and  yet  of  soothed  and 
grateful  affection  on  that  of  the  man,  and  the  affianced  parted. 

Mainwaring  had  already  given  orders  to  have  his  trunks 
sent  to  him  at  his  father's ;  and,  a  hardy  pedestrian  by  habit,  he 
now  struck  across  the  park,  passed  the  dell  and  the  hollow  tree, 
commonly  called  "Guy's  Oak,"  and  across  woodland  and  fields 
golden  with  ripening  corn,  took  his  way  to  the  town,  in  the 
centre  of  which,  square,  solid,  and  imposing,  stood  the  respect- 
able residence  of  his  bustling,  active,  electioneering  father. 

Lucretia's  eye  followed  a  form  as  fair  as  ever  captivated 
maiden's  glance,  till  it  was  out  of  sight;  and  then,  as  she 
emerged  from  the  shade  of  the  cedars  into  the  more  open 
space  of  the  garden,  her  usual  thoughtful  composure  was 
restored  to  her  steadfast  countenance.  On  the  terrace,  she 
caught  sight  of  Vernon,  who  had  just  quitted  his  own  room, 
where  he  always  breakfasted  alone,  and  who  was  now  lan- 
guidly stretched  on  a  bench,  and  basking  in  the  sun.  Like 
all  who  have  abused  life,  Vernon  was  not  the  same  man  in 
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the  early  part  of  the  day.  The  spirits  that  rose  to  temperate 
heat  the  third  hour  after  noon,  and  expanded  into  glow  when 
the  lights  shone  over  gay  carousers,  at  morning  were  flat  and 
exhausted.  With  hollow  eyes  and  that  weary  fall  of  the  mus- 
cles of  the  cheeks  which  betrays  the  votary  of  Bacchus,  —  the 
convivial  three-bottle  man,  —  Charley  Vernon  forced  a  smile, 
meant  to  be  airy  and  impertinent,  to  his  pale  lips,  as  he  rose 
with  effort,  and  extended  three  fingers  to  his  cousin. 

"Where  have  you  been  hiding?  Catching  bloom  from  the 
roses?  You  have  the  prettiest  shade  of  colour,  — just  enough; 
not  a  hue  too  much.  And  there  is  Sir  Miles's  valet  gone  to 
the  rectory,  and  the  fat  footman  puffing  away  towards  the 
village,  and  I,  like  a  faithful  warden,  from  my  post  at  the 
castle,  all  looking  out  for  the  truant." 

"But  who  wants  me,  cousin?"  said  Lucretia,  with  the  full 
blaze  of  her  rare  and  captivating  smile. 

"  The  knight  of  Laughton  confessedly  wants  thee,  0  dam- 
sel !  The  knight  of  the  Bleeding  Heart  may  want  thee  more, 
—  dare  he  own  it?" 

And  with  a  hand  that  trembled  a  little,  not  with  love,  — 
at  least,  it  trembled  always  a  little  before  the  Madeira  at 
luncheon,  —  he  lifted  hers  to  his  lips. 

"  Compliments  again,  —  words,  idle  words !  "  said  Lucretia, 
looking  down  bashfully. 

"How  can  I  convince  thee  of  my  sincerity,  unless  thou 
takest  my  life  as  its  pledge,  maid  of  Laughton?" 

And  very  much  tired  of  standing,  Charley  Vernon  drew  her 
gently  to  the  bench  and  seated  himself  by  her  side.  Lucre- 
tia's  eyes  were  still  downcast,  and  she  remained  silent;  Ver- 
non, suppressing  a  yawn,  felt  that  he  was  bound  to  continue. 
There  was  nothing  very  formidable  in  Lucretia's  manner. 

"  Tore  Gad  ! "  thought  he,  "  I  suppose  I  must  take  the 
heiress  after  all;  the  sooner  'tis  over,  the  sooner  I  can  get 
back  to  Brook  Street." 

"It  is  premature,  my  fair  cousin,"  said  he,  aloud,  — "pre- 
mature, after  less  than  a  week's  visit,  and  only  some  fourteen 
or  fifteen  hours'  permitted  friendship  and  intimacy,  to  say 
what  is  uppermost  in  my  thoughts;  but  we  spendthrifts  are 


76  LUCRETIA. 

slow  at  nothing,  not  even  at  wooing.  By  sweet  Venus,  then, 
fair  cousin,  you  look  provokingly  handsome !  Sir  Miles,  your 
good  uncle,  is  pleased  to  forgive  all  my  follies  and  faults  upon 
one  condition,  —  that  you  will  take  on  yourself  the  task  to 
reform  me.  Will  you,  my  fair  cousin?  Such  as  I  am,  you 
behold  me.  I  am  no  sinner  in  the  disguise  of  a  saint.  My 
fortune  is  spent,  my  health  is  not  strong;  but  a  young  widow's 
is  no  mournful  position.  I  am  gay  when  I  am  well,  good- 
tempered  when  ailing.  I  never  betrayed  a  trust,  —  can  you 
trust  me  with  yourself?  " 

This  was  a  long  speech,  and  Charley  Vernon  felt  pleased 
that  it  was  over.  There  was  much  in  it  that  would  have 
touched  a  heart  even  closed  to  him,  and  a  little  genuine  emo- 
tion had  given  light  to  his  eyes,  and  color  to  his  cheek. 
Amidst  all  the  ravages  of  dissipation,  there  was  something 
interesting  in  his  countenance,  and  manly  in  his  tone  and  his 
gesture.  But  Lucretia  was  only  sensible  to  one  part  of  his 
confession, — her  uncle  consented  to  his  suit.  This  was  all 
of  which  she  desired  to  be  assured,  and  against  this  she  now 
sought  to  screen  herself. 

"Your  candour,  Mr.  Vernon,"  she  said,  avoiding  his  eye, 
"deserves  candour  in  me;  I  cannot  affect  to  misunderstand 
you.  But  you  take  me  by  surprise;  I  was  so  unprepared  for 
this.  Give  me  time,  — I  must  reflect." 

"Reflection  is  dull  work  in  the  country;  you  can  reflect 
more  amusingly  in  town,  my  fair  cousin." 

"I  will  wait,  then,  till  I  find  myself  in  town." 

"Ah,  you  make  me  the  happiest,  the  most  grateful  of  men," 
cried  Mr.  Vernon,  rising,  with  a  semi-genuflection  which 
seemed  to  imply,  "Consider  yourself  knelt  to,"  —  just  as  a 
courteous  assailer,  with  a  motion  of  the  hand,  implies,  "Con- 
sider yourself  horsewhipped." 

Lucretia,  who,  with  all  her  intellect,  had  no  capacity  for 
humour,  recoiled,  and  looked  up  in  positive  surprise. 

"I  do  not  understand  you,  Mr.  Vernon,"  she  said,  with 
austere  gravity. 

"  Allow  me  the  bliss  of  flattering  myself  that  you,  at  least, 
are  understood,"  replied  Charley  Vernon,  with  imperturbable 
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assurance.  "You  will  wait  to  reflect  till  you  are  in  town,  — 
that  is  to  say,  the  day  after  our  honeymoon,  when  you  awake 
in  May  fair." 

Before  Lucretia  could  reply,  she  saw  the  indefatigable  valet 
formally  approaching,  with  the  anticipated  message  that  Sir 
Miles  requested  to  see  her.  She  replied  hurriedly  to  this  last, 
that  she  would  be  with  her  uncle  immediately ;  and  when  he 
had  again  disappeared  within  the  porch,  she  said,  with  a  con- 
strained effort  at  frankness,  — 

"  Mr.  Vernon,  if  I  have  misunderstood  your  words,  I  think 
I  do  not  mistake  your  character.  You  cannot  wish  to  take 
advantage  of  my  affection  for  my  uncle,  and  the  passive  obedi- 
ence I  owe  to  him,  to  force  me  into  a  step  of  which  —  of 
which  —  I  have  not  yet  sufficiently  considered  the  results.  If 
you  really  desire  that  my  feelings  should  be  consulted,  that  I 
should  not  —  pardon  me  —  consider  myself  sacrificed  to  the 
family  pride  of  my  guardian  and  the  interests  of  my 
guitor  —  " 

"Madam!"  exclaimed  Vernon,  reddening. 

Pleased  with  the  irritating  effect  her  words  had  produced, 
Lucretia  continued  calmly,  "If,  in  a  word,  I  am  to  be  a  free 
agent  in  a  choice  on  which  my  happiness  depends,  forbear  to 
urge  Sir  Miles  further  at  present;  forbear  to  press  your  suit 
upon  me.  Give  me  the  delay  of  a  few  months ;  I  shall  know 
how  to  appreciate  your  delicacy." 

"Miss  Clavering,"  answered  Vernon,  with  a  touch  of  the 
St.  John  haughtiness,  "  I  am  in  despair  that  you  should  even 
think  so  grave  an  appeal  to  my  honour  necessary.  I  am  well 
aware  of  your  expectations  and  my  poverty.  And,  believe  me, 
I  would  rather  rot  in  a  prison  than  enrich  myself  by  forcing 
your  inclinations.  You  have  but  to  say  the  word,  and  I  will 
(as  becomes  me  as  a  man  and  gentleman)  screen  you  from  all 
chance  of  Sir  Miles 's  displeasure,  by  taking  it  on  myself  to 
decline  an  honour  of  which  I  feel,  indeed,  very  undeserving." 

"But  I  have  offended  you,"  said  Lucretia,  softly,  while  she 
turned  aside  to  conceal  the  glad  light  of  her  eyes,  — "pardon 
me;  and  to  prove  that  you  do  so,  give  me  your  arm  to  my 
uncle's  room." 
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Vernon,  with  rather  more  of  Sir  Miles's  antiquated  stiffness 
than  his  own  rakish  ease,  offered  his  arm,  with  a  profound 
reverence,  to  his  cousin,  and  they  took  their  way  to  the  house. 
Not  till  they  had  passed  up  the  stairs,  and  were  even  in  the 
gallery,  did  further  words  pass  between  them.  Then  Vernon 
said,  — 

"But  what  is  your  wish,  Miss  Clavering?  On  what  footing 
shall  I  remain  here?" 

"Will  you  suffer  me  to  dictate?  "  replied  Lucretia,  stopping 
short  with  well-feigned  confusion,  as  if  suddenly  aware  that 
the  right  to  dictate  gives  the  right  to  hope. 

"  Ah,  consider  me  at  least  your  slave !  "  whispered  Vernon, 
as,  his  eye  resting  on  the  contour  of  that  matchless  neck,  par- 
tially and  advantageously  turned  from  him,  he  began,  with 
his  constitutional  admiration  of  the  sex,  to  feel  interested  in 
a  pursuit  that  now  seemed,  after  piquing,  to  flatter  his 
self-love. 

"Then  I  will  use  the  privilege  when  we  meet  again," 
answered  Lucretia;  and  drawing  her  arm  gently  from  his, 
she  passed  on  to  her  uncle,  leaving  Vernon  midway  in  the 
gallery. 

Those  faded  portraits  looked  down  on  her  with  that  melan- 
choly gloom  which  the  effigies  of  our  dead  ancestors  seem 
mysteriously  to  acquire.  To  noble  and  aspiring  spirits,  no 
homily  to  truth  and  honour  and  fair  ambition  is  more  elo- 
quent than  the  mute  and  melancholy  canvas  from  which  our 
fathers,  made,  by  death,  our  household  gods,  contemplate  us 
still.  They  appear  to  confide  to  us  the  charge  of  their  un- 
blemished names.  They  speak  to  us  from  the  grave,  and 
heard  aright,  the  pride  of  family  is  the  guardian  angel  of  its 
heirs.  But  Lucretia,  with  her  hard  and  scholastic  mind,  de- 
spised as  the  veriest  weakness  all  the  poetry  that  belongs  to 
the  sense  of  a  pure  descent.  It  was  because  she  was  proud 
as  the  proudest  in  herself  that  she  had  nothing  but  contempt 
for  the  virtue,  the  valour,  or  the  wisdom  of  those  that  had 
gone  before.  So,  with  a  brain  busy  with  guile  and  strata 
gem,  she  trod  on,  beneath  the  eyes  of  the  simple  and  spotless 
Dead. 
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Vernon,  thus  left  alone,  mused  a  few  moments  on  what  had 
passed  between  himself  and  the  heiress;  and  then;  slowly 
retracing  his  steps,  his  eye  roved  along  the  stately  series  of 
his  line.  "  Faith !  "  he  muttered,  "  if  my  boyhood  had  been 
passed  in  this  old  gallery,  his  Royal  Highness  would  have 
lost  a  good  fellow  and  hard  drinker,  and  his  Majesty  would 
have  had  perhaps  a  more  distinguished  soldier,  —  certainly  a 
worthier  subject.  If  I  marry  this  lady,  and  we  are  blessed 
with  a  son,  he  shall  walk  through  this  gallery  once  a  day 
before  he  is  flogged  into  Latin !  " 

Lucretia's  interview  with  her  uncle  was  a  masterpiece  of 
art.  What  pity  that  such  craft  and  subtlety  were  wasted  in 
our  little  day,  and  on  such  petty  objects;  under  the  Medici, 
that  spirit  had  gone  far  to  the  shaping  of  history.  Sure,  from 
her  uncle's  openness,  that  he  would  plunge  at  once  into  the 
subject  for  which  she  deemed  she  was  summoned,  she  evinced 
no  repugnance  when,  tenderly  kissing  her,  he  asked  if  Charles 
Vernon  had  a  chance  of  winning  favour  in  her  eyes.  She 
knew  that  she  was  safe  in  saying  "No;  "  that  her  uncle  would 
never  force  her  inclinations,  —  safe  so  far  as  Vernon  was  con- 
cerned; but  she  desired  more:  she  desired  thoroughly  to 
quench  all  suspicion  that  her  heart  was  pre-occupied ;  en- 
tirely to  remove  from  Sir  Miles's  thoughts  the  image  of  Main- 
waring;  and  a  denial  of  one  suitor  might  quicken  the  baronet's 
eyes  to  the  concealment  of  the  other.  Nor  was  this  all;  if  Sir 
Miles  was  seriously  bent  upon  seeing  her  settled  in  marriage 
before  his  death,  the  dismissal  of  Vernon  might  only  expose 
her  to  the  importunity  of  new  candidates  more  difficult  to  deal 
with.  Vernon  himself  she  could  use  as  the  shield  against  the 
arrows  of  a  host.  Therefore,  when  Sir  Miles  repeated  his 
question,  she  answered,  with  much  gentleness  and  seeming 
modest  sense,  that  Mr.  Vernon  had  much  that  must  prepos- 
sess in  his  favour;  that  in  addition  to  his  own  advantages  he 
had  one,  the  highest  in  her  eyes,  — her  uncle's  sanction  and 
approval.  But  —  and  she  hesitated  with  becoming  and  natu- 
ral diffidence  —  were  not  his  habits  unfixed  and  roving?  So 
it  was  said;  she  knew  not  herself, — she  would  trust  her 
happiness  to  her  uncle.  But  if  so,  and  if  Mr.  Vernon  were 
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really  disposed  to  change,  would  it  not  be  prudent  to  try  him, 
—  try  him  where  there  was  temptation,  not  in  the  repose  of 
Laughton,  but  amidst  his  own  haunts  of  London?  Sir  Miles 
had  friends  who  would  honestly  inform  him  of  the  result. 
She  did  but  suggest  this ;  she  was  too  ready  to  leave  all  to 
her  dear  guardian's  acuteness  and  experience. 

Melted  by  her  docility,  and  in  high  approval  of  the  pru- 
dence which  betokened  a  more  rational  judgment  than  he 
himself  had  evinced,  the  good  old  man  clasped  her  to  his 
breast  and  shed  tears  as  he  praised  and  thanked  her.  She 
had  decided,  as  she  always  did,  for  the  best ;  Heaven  forbid 
that  she  should  be  wasted  on  an  incorrigible  man  of  pleasure! 
"And,"  said  the  frank-hearted  gentleman,  unable  long  to  keep 
any  thought  concealed,  — "  and  to  think  that  I  could  have 
wronged  you  for  a  moment,  my  own  noble  child ;  that  I  could 
have  been  dolt  enough  to  suppose  that  the  good  looks  of  that 
boy  Mainwaring  might  have  caused  you  to  forget  what  — 
But  you  change  colour ! "  —  for,  with  all  her  dissimulation, 
Lucretia  loved  too.  ardently  not  to  shrink  at  that  name  thus 
suddenly  pronounced.  "Oh,"  continued  the  baronet,  drawing 
her  still  nearer  towards  him,  while  with  one  hand  he  put 
back  her  face,  that  he  might  read  its  expression  the  more 
closely, — "oh,  if  it  had  been  so, — if  it  be  so,  I  will  pity, 
not  blame  you,  for  my  neglect  was  the  fault :  pity  you,  for  I 
have  known  a  similar  struggle ;  admire  you  in  pity,  for  you 
have  the  spirit  of  your  ancestors,  and  you  will  conquer  the 
weakness.  Speak!  have  I  touched  on  the  truth?  Speak 
without  fear,  child,  — you  have  no  mother;  but  in  age  a  man 
sometimes  gets  a  mother's  heart." 

Startled  and  alarmed  as  the  lark  when  the  step  nears  its 
nest,  Lucretia  summoned  all  the  dark  wile  of  her  nature  to 
mislead  the  intruder.  "No,  uncle,  no;  I  am  not  so  un- 
worthy. You  misconceived  my  emotion." 

"Ah,  you  know  that  he  has  had  the  presumption  to  love 
you,  —  the  puppy !  —  and  you  feel  the  compassion  you  women 
always  feel  for  such  offenders?  Is  that  it?" 

Rapidly  Lucretia  considered  if  it  would  be  wise  to  leave 
that  impression  on  his  mind.  On  one  hand,  it  might  account 
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for  a  moment's  agitation;  and  if  Mainwaring  were  detected 
hovering  near  the  domain,  in  the  exchange  of  their  corre- 
spondence, it  might  appear  but  the  idle,  if  hopeless,  romance 
of  youth,  which  haunts  the  mere  home  of  its  object,  —  but  no ; 
on  the  other  hand,  it  left  his  banishment  absolute  and  con- 
firmed. Her  resolution  was  taken  with  a  promptitude  that 
made  her  pause  not  perceptible. 

"No,  my  dear  uncle,"  she  said,  so  cheerfully  that  it 
removed  all  doubt  from  the  mind  of  her  listener;  "but  M. 
Dalibard  has  rallied  me  on  the  subject,  and  I  was  so  angry 
with  him  that  when  you  touched  on  it,  I  thought  more  of  my 
quarrel  with  him  than  of  poor  timid  Mr.  Mainwaring  himself. 
Come,  now,  own  it,  dear  sir!  M.  Dalibard  has  instilled  this 
strange  fancy  into  your  head?" 

"No,  'S  life;  if  he  had  taken  such  a  liberty,  I  should  have 
lost  my  librarian.  No,  I  assure  you,  it  was  rather  Vernon; 
you  know  true  love  is  jealous." 

"Vernon!"  thought  Lucretia;  "he  must  go,  and  at  once." 
Sliding  from  her  uncle's  arms  to  the  stool  at  his  feet,  she 
then  led  the  conversation  more  familiarly  back  into  the  chan- 
nel it  had  lost;  and  when  at  last  she  escaped,  it  was  with  the 
understanding  that,  without  promise  or  compromise,  Mr.  Ver- 
non should  return  to  London  at  once,  and  be  put  upon  the 
ordeal  through  which  she  felt  assured  it  was  little  likely  he 
should  pass  with  success. 


CHAPTER  IV. 
GUY'S  OAK. 

THREE  weeks  afterwards,  the  life  at  Laughton  seemed 
restored  to  the  cheerful  and  somewhat  monotonous  tran- 
quillity of  its  course,  before  chafed  and  disturbed  by  the 
recent  interruptions  to  the  stream.  Vernon  had  departed, 
satisfied  with  the  justice  of  the  trial  imposed  on  him,  and 
far  too  high-spirited  to  seek  to  extort  from  niece  or  uncle  any 
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engagement  beyond  that  which,  to  a  nice  sense  of  honour,  the 
trial  itself  imposed.  His  memory  and  his  heart  were  still 
faithful  to  Mary;  but  his  senses,  his  fancy,  his  vanity,  were 
a  little  involved  in  his  success  with  the  heiress.  Though  so 
free  from  all  mercenary  meanness,  Mr.  Vernon  was  still 
enough  man  of  the  world  to  be  sensible  of  the  advantages 
of  the  alliance  which  had  first  been  pressed  on  him  by  Sir 
Miles,  and  from  which  Lucretia  herself  appeared  not  to  be 
averse.  The  season  of  London  was  over,  but  there  was  always 
a  set,  and  that  set  the  one  in  which  Charley  Vernon  princi- 
pally moved,  who  found  town  fuller  than  the  country.  Be- 
sides, he  went  occasionally  to  Brighton,  which  was  then  to 
England  what  Baise  was  to  Rome.  The  prince  was  holding 
gay  court  at  the  Pavilion,  and  that  was  the  atmosphere  which 
Vernon  was  habituated  to  breathe.  He  was  no  parasite  of 
royalty;  he  had  that  strong  personal  affection  to  the  prince 
which  it  is  often  the  good  fortune  of  royalty  to  attract. 
Nothing  is  less  founded  than  the  complaint  which  poets  put 
into  the  lips  of  princes,  that  they  have  no  friends,  —  it  is,  at 
least,  their  own  perverse  fault  if  that  be  the  case;  a  little 
amiability,  a  little  of  frank  kindness,  goes  so  far  when  it 
emanates  from  the  rays  of  a  crown.  But  Vernon  was  stronger 
than  Lucretia  deemed  him;  once  contemplating  the  prospect 
of  a  union  which  was  to  consign  to  his  charge  the  happiness 
of  another,  and  feeling  all  that  he  should  owe  in  such  a  mar- 
riage to  the  confidence  both  of  niece  and  uncle,  he,  evinced 
steadier  principles  than  he  had  ever  made  manifest  when  he 
had  only  his  own  fortune  to  mar,  and  his  own  happiness  to 
trifle  with.  He  joined  his  old  companions,  but  he  kept  aloof 
from  their  more  dissipated  pursuits.  Beyond  what  was  then 
thought  the  venial  error  of  too  devout  libations  to  Bacchus, 
Charley  Vernon  seemed  reformed. 

Ardworth  had  joined  a  regiment  which  had  departed  for  the 
field  of  action.  Mainwaring  was  still  with  his  father,  and 
had  not  yet  announced  to  Sir  Miles  any  wish  or  project  for 
the  future. 

Olivier  Dalibard,  as  before,  passed  his  mornings  alone  in 
his  chamber, — his  noons  and  his  evenings  with  Sir  Miles. 
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He  avoided  all  private  conferences  with  Lucretia.  She  did 
not  provoke  them.  Young  Gabriel  amused  himself  in  copy- 
ing Sir  Miles's  pictures,  sketching  from  Nature,  scribbling  in 
his  room  prose  or  verse,  no  matter  which  (he  never  showed 
his  lucubrations),  pinching  the  dogs  when  he  could  catch 
them  alone,  shooting  the  cats,  if  they  appeared  in  the  planta- 
tion, on  pretence  of  love  for  the  young  pheasants,  sauntering 
into  the  cottages,  where  he  was  a  favourite  because  of  his 
good  looks,  but  where  he  always  contrived  to  leave  the  trace 
of  his  visits  in  disorder  and  mischief,  upsetting  the  tea-kettle 
and  scalding  the  children,  or,  what  he  loved  dearly,  setting 
two  gossips  by  the  ears.  But  these  occupations  were  over  by 
the  hour  Lucretia  left  her  apartment.  From  that  time  he 
never  left  her  out  of  view ;  and  when  encouraged  to  join  her 
at  his  usual  privileged  times,  whether  in  the  gardens  at  sun- 
set or  in  her  evening  niche  in  the  drawing-room,  he  was  sleek, 
silken,  and  caressing  as  Cupid,  after  plaguing  the  Nymphs,  at 
the  feet  of  Psyche.  These  two  strange  persons  had  indeed 
apparently  that  sort  of  sentimental  familiarity  which  is  some- 
times seen  between  a  fair  boy  and  a  girl  much  older  than 
himself;  but  the  attraction  that  drew  them  together  was  an 
indefinable  instinct  of  their  similarity  in  many  traits  of  their 
several  characters,  —  the  whelp  leopard  sported  fearlessly 
around  the  she-panther.  Before  Olivier's  midnight  confer- 
ence with  his  son,  Gabriel  had  drawn  close  and  closer  to 
Lucretia,  as  an  ally  against  his  father;  for  that  father  he 
cherished  feelings  which,  beneath  the  most  docile  obedience, 
concealed  horror  and  hate,  and  something  of  the  ferocity  of 
revenge.  And  if  young  Varney  loved  any  one  on  earth  except 
himself,  it  was  Lucretia  Clavering.  She  had  administered  to 
his  ruling  passions,  which  were  for  effect  and  display;  she 
had  devised  the  dress  which  set  off  to  the  utmost  his  exterior, 
and  gave  it  that  picturesque  and  artistic  appearance  which  he 
had  sighed  for  in  his  study  of  the  portraits  of  Titian  and  Van- 
dyke. She  supplied  him  (for  in  money  she  was  generous) 
with  enough  to  gratify  and  forestall  every  boyish  caprice, 
and  this  liberality  now  turned  against  her,  for  it  had  increased 
into  a  settled  vice  his  natural  taste  for  extravagance,  and  made 
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all  other  considerations  subordinate  to  that  of  feeding  his 
cupidity.  She  praised  his  drawings,  which,  though  self- 
taught,  were  indeed  extraordinary,  predicted  his  fame  as  an 
artist,  lifted  him  into  consequence  amongst  the  guests  by  her 
notice  and  eulogies,  and  what,  perhaps,  won  him  more  than 
all,  he  felt  that  it  was  to  her  —  to  Dalibard's  desire  to  conceal 
before  her  his  more  cruel  propensities  —  that  he  owed  his 
father's  change  from  the  most  refined  severity  to  the  most 
paternal  gentleness. 

And  thus  he  had  repaid  her,  as  she  expected,  by  a  devotion 
which  she  trusted  to  employ  against  her  tutor  himself,  should 
the  baffled  aspirant  become  the  scheming  rival  and  the  secret 
foe.  But  now,  —  thoroughly  aware  of  the  gravity  of  his 
father's  objects,  seeing  before  him  the  chance  of  a  settled 
establishment  at  Laughton,  a  positive  and  influential  connec- 
tion with  Lucretia;  and  on  the  other  hand  a  return  to  the 
poverty  he  recalled  with  disgust,  and  the  terrors  of  his 
father's  solitary  malice  and  revenge,  — he  entered  fully  into 
Dalibard's  sombre  plans,  and  without  scruple  or  remorse, 
would  have  abetted  any  harm  to  his  benefactress.  Thus  craft, 
doomed  to  have  accomplices  in  craft,  resembles  the  spider, 
whose  web,  spread  indeed  for  the  fly,  attracts  the  fellow- 
spider  that  shall  thrust  it  forth,  and  profit  by  the  meshes  it 
has  woven  for  a  victim,  to  surrender  to  a  master. 

Already  young  Varney,  set  quietly  and  ceaselessly  to  spy 
every  movement  of  Lucretia's,  had  reported  to  his  father  two 
visits  to  the  most  retired  part  of  the  park;  but  he  had  not 
yet  ventured  near  enough  to  discover  the  exact  spot,  and  his 
very  watch  on  Lucretia  had  prevented  the  detection  of  Main- 
waring  himself  in  his  stealthy  exchange  of  correspondence. 
Dalibard  bade  him  continue  his  watch,  without  hinting  at  his 
ulterior  intentions,  for,  indeed,  in  these  he  was  not  decided. 
Even  should  he  discover  any  communication  between  Lucretia 
and  Mainwaring,  how  reveal  it  to  Sir  Miles  without  forever 
precluding  himself  from  the  chance  of  profiting  by  the  be- 
trayal? Could  Lucretia  ever  forgive  the  injury,  and  could 
she  fail  to  detect  the  hand  that  inflicted  it?  His  only  hope 
was  in  the  removal  of  Mainwaring  from  his  path  by  other 
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agencies  than  his  own,  and  (by  an  appearance  of  generosity 
and  self-abandonment,  in  keeping  her  secret  and  submitting 
to  his  fate)  he  trusted  to  regain  the  confidence  she  now  with- 
held from  him,  and  use  it  to  his  advantage  when  the  time 
came  to  defend  himself  from  Vernon.  For  he  had  learned 
from  Sir  Miles  the  passive  understanding  with  respect  to  that 
candidate  for  her  hand;  and  he  felt  assured  that  had  Main- 
waring  never  existed,  could  he  cease  to  exist  for  her  hopes, 
Lucretia,  despite  her  dissimulation,  would  succumb  to  one 
she  feared  but  respected,  rather  than  one  she  evidently  trifled 
with  and  despised. 

"But  the  course  to  be  taken  must  be  adopted  after  the 
evidence  is  collected,"  thought  the  subtle  schemer,  and  he 
tranquilly  continued  his  chess  with  the  baronet. 

Before,  however,  Gabriel  could  make  any  further  discov- 
eries, an  event  occurred  which  excited  very  different  emotions 
amongst  those  it  more  immediately  interested. 

Sir  Miles  had,  during  the  last  twelve  months,  been  visited 
by  two  seizures,  seemingly  of  an  apoplectic  character. 
Whether  they  were  apoplexy,  or  the  less  alarming  attacks 
that  arise  from  some  more  gentle  congestion,  occasioned  by 
free  living  and  indolent  habits,  was  matter  of  doubt  with  his 
physician, — not  a  very  skilful,  though  a  very  formal,  man. 
Country  doctors  were  not  then  the  same  able,  educated,  and 
scientific  class  that  they  are  now  rapidly  becoming.  Sir  Miles 
himself  so  stoutly  and  so  eagerly  repudiated  the  least  hint  of 
the  more  unfavourable  interpretation  that  the  doctor,  if  not 
convinced  by  his  patient,  was  awed  from  expressing  plainly  a 
contrary  opinion.  There  are  certain  persons  who  will  dismiss 
their  physician  if  he  tells  them  the  truth:  Sir  Miles  was  one 
of  them. 

In  his  character  there  was  a  weakness  not  uncommon  to  the 
proud.  He  did  not  fear  death,  but  he  shrank  from  the  thought 
that  others  should  calculate  on  his  dying.  He  was  fond  of  his 
power,  though  he  exercised  it  gently :  he  knew  that  the  power 
of  wealth  and  station  is  enfeebled  in  proportion  as  its  depend- 
ants can  foresee  the  date  of  its  transfer.  He  dreaded,  too, 
the  comments  which  are  always  made  on  those  visited  by  his 
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peculiar  disease:  "Poor  Sir  Miles!  an  apoplectic  fit.  His 
intellect  must  be  very  much  shaken ;  he  revoked  at  whist  last 
night,  —  memory  sadly  impaired !  "  This  may  be  a  pitiable 
foible ;  but  heroes  and  statesmen  have  had  it  most :  pardon  it 
in  the  proud  old  man!  He  enjoined  the  physician  to  state 
throughout  the  house  and  the  neighbourhood  that  the  attacks 
were  wholly  innocent  and  unimportant.  The  physician  did 
so,  and  was  generally  believed;  for  Sir  Miles  seemed  as  lively 
and  as  vigorous  after  them  as  before.  Two  persons  alone 
were  not  deceived,  —  Dalibard  and  Lucretia.  The  first,  at  an 
earlier  part  of  his  life,  had  studied  pathology  with  the  pro- 
found research  and  ingenious  application  which  he  brought  to 
bear  upon  all  he  undertook.  He  whispered  from  the  first 
to  Lucretia,  — 

"  Unless  your  uncle  changes  his  habits,  takes  exercise,  and 
forbears  wine  and  the  table,  his  days  are  numbered. " 

And  when  this  intelligence  was  first  conveyed  to  her,  before 
she  had  become  acquainted  with  Mainwaring,  Lucretia  felt 
the  shock  of  a  grief  sudden  and  sincere.  We  have  seen  how 
these  better  sentiments  changed  as  human  life  became  an 
obstacle  in  her  way.  In  her  character,  what  phrenologists. 
call  "destructiveness,"  in  the  comprehensive  sense  of  the 
word,  was  superlatively  developed.  She  had  not  actual 
cruelty;  she  was  not  bloodthirsty:  those  vices  belong  to  a 
different  cast  of  character.  She  was  rather  deliberately  and 
intellectually  unsparing.  A  goal  was  before  her;  she  must 
march  to  it:  all  in  the  way  were  but  hostile  impediments. 
At  first,  however,  Sir  Miles  was  not  in  the  way,  except  to 
fortune,  and  for  that,  as  avarice  was  not  her  leading  vice,  she 
could  well  wait;  therefore,  at  this  hint  of  the  Provencal's  she 
ventured  to  urge  her  uncle  to  abstinence  and  exercise.  But 
Sir  Miles  was  touchy  on  the  subject;  he  feared  the  interpreta- 
tions which  great  change  of  habits  might  suggest.  The 
memory  of  the  fearful  warning  died  away,  and  he  felt  as  well 
as  before;  for,  save  an  old  rheumatic  gout  (which  had  long 
since  left  him  with  no  other  apparent  evil  but  a  lameness  in 
the  joints  that  rendered  exercise  unwelcome  and  painful),  he 
possessed  one  of  those  comfortable,  and  often  treacherous, 
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constitutions  which  evince  no  displeasure  at  irregularities, 
and  bear  all  liberties  with  philosophical  composure.  Accord- 
ingly, he  would  have  his  own  way ;  and  he  contrived  to  coax 
or  to  force  his  doctor  into  an  authority  on  his  side :  wine  was 
necessary  to  his  constitution ;  much  exercise  was  a  dangerous 
fatigue.  The  second  attack,  following  four  months  after  the 
first,  was  less  alarming,  and  Sir  Miles  fancied  it  concealed 
even  from  his  niece;  but  three  nights  after  his  recovery,  the 
old  baronet  sat  musing  alone  for  some  time  in  his  own  room 
before  he  retired  to  rest.  Then  he  rose,  opened  his  desk,  and 
read  his  will  attentively,  locked  it  up  with  a  slight  sigh,  and 
took  down  his  Bible.  The  next  morning  he  despatched  the 
letters  which  summoned  Ardworth  and  Vernon  to  his  house ; 
and  as  he  quitted  his  room,  his  look  lingered  with  melancholy 
fondness  upon  the  portraits  in  the  gallery.  No  one  was  by 
the  old  man  to  interpret  these  slight  signs,  in  which  lay  a 
world  of  meaning. 

A  few  weeks  after  Vernon  had  left  the  house,  and  in  the 
midst  of  the  restored  tranquillity  we  have  described,  it  so 
happened  that  Sir  Miles's  physician,  after  dining  at  the  Hall, 
had  been  summoned  to  attend  one  of  the  children  at  the  neigh- 
bouring rectory ;  and  there  he  spent  the  night.  A  little  before 
daybreak  his  slumbers  were  disturbed ;  he  was  recalled  in  all 
haste  to  Laughton  Hall.  For  the  third  time,  he  found  Sir 
Miles  speechless.  Dalibard  was  by  his  bedside.  Lucretia 
had  not  been  made  aware  of  the  seizure;  for  Sir  Miles  had 
previously  told  his  valet  (who  of  late  slept  in  the  same  room) 
never  to  alarm  Miss  Clavering  if  he  was  taken  ill.  The  doc- 
tor was  about  to  apply  his  usual  remedies ;  but  when  he  drew 
forth  his  lancet,  Dalibard  placed  his  hand  on  the  physician's 
arm. 

"Not  this  time,"  he  said  slowly,  and  with  emphasis;  "it 
will  be  his  death." 

"  Pooh,  sir !  "  said  the  doctor,  disdainfully. 

"Do  so,  then;  bleed  him,  and  take  the  responsibility.  I 
have  studied  medicine,  —  I  know  these  symptoms.  In  this 
case  the  apoplexy  may  spare,  — the  lancet  kills." 

The  physician  drew  back  dismayed  and  doubtful. 
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"  What  would  you  do,  then?  " 

"  Wait  three  minutes  longer  the  effect  of  the  cataplasms  1 
have  applied.  If  they  fail  —  " 

"Ay,  then?" 

"A  chill  bath  and  vigorous  friction." 

"Sir,  I  will  never  permit  it." 

"Then  murder  your  patient  your  own  way." 

All  this  while  Sir  Miles  lay  senseless,  his  eyes  wide  open, 
his  teeth  locked.  The  doctor  drew  near,  looked  at  the  lancet, 
and  said  irresolutely,  — 

"Your  practice  is  new  to  me;  but  if  you  have  studied 
medicine,  that's  another  matter.  Will  you  guarantee  the 
success  of  your  plan?" 

"Yes." 

"  Mind,  I  wash  my  hands  of  it ;  1  take  Mr.  Jones  to  wit- 
ness ;  "  and  he  appealed  to  the  valet. 

"  Call  up  the  footman  and  lift  your  master, "  said  Dalibard ; 
and  the  doctor,  glancing  round,  saw  that  a  bath,  rilled  some 
seven  or  eight  inches  deep  with  water,  stood  already  prepared 
in  the  room.  Perplexed  and  irresolute,  he  offered  no  obstacle 
to  Dalibard's  movements.  The  body,  seemingly  lifeless,  was 
placed  in  the  bath;  and  the  servants,  under  Dalibard's  direc- 
tions, applied  vigorous  and  incessant  friction.  Several  min- 
utes elapsed  before  any  favourable  symptom  took  place.  At 
length  Sir  Miles  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  and  the  eyes  moved;  a 
minute  or  two  more,  and  the  teeth  chattered ;  the  blood,  set 
in  motion,  appeared  on  the  surface  of  the  skin;  life  ebbed 
back.  The  danger  was  passed,  the  dark  foe  driven  from  the 
citadel.  Sir  Miles  spoke  audibly,  though  incoherently,  as  he 
was  taken  back  to  his  bed,  warmly  covered  up,  the  lights 
removed,  noise  forbidden,  and  Dalibard  and  the  doctor  re- 
mained in  silence  by  the  bedside. 

"Rich  man,"  thought  Dalibard,  "thine  hour  is  not  yet 
come;  thy  wealth  must  not  pass  to  the  boy  Mainwaring." 

Sir  Miles's  recovery,  under  the  care  of  Dalibard,  who  now 
had  his  own  way,  was  as  rapid  and  complete  as  before. 
Lucretia  when  she  heard,  the  next  morning,  of  the  attack, 
felt,  we  dare  not  say  a  guilty  joy,  but  a  terrible  and  feverish 
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agitation.  Sir  Miles  himself,  informed  by  his  valet  of  Dali- 
bard's  wrestle  with  the  doctor,  felt  a  profound  gratitude  and 
reverent  wonder  for  the  simple  means  to  which  he  probably 
owed  his  restoration ;  and  he  listened,  with  a  docility  which 
Palibard  was  not  prepared  to  expect,  to  his  learned  secre- 
tary's urgent  admonitions  as  to  the  life  he  must  lead  if  he 
desired  to  live  at  all.  Convinced,  at  last,  that  wine  and  good 
cheer  had  not  blockaded  out  the  enemy,  and  having  to  do,  in 
Olivier  Dalibard,  with  a  very  different  temper  from  the  doc- 
tor's, he  assented  with  a  tolerable  grace  to  the  trial  of  a  strict 
regimen  and  to  daily  exercise  in  the  open  air.  Dalibard  now 
became  constantly  with  him ;  the  increase  of  his  influence  was 
as  natural  as  it  was  apparent.  Lucretia  trembled ;  she  divined 
a  danger  in  his  power,  now  separate  from  her  own,  and  which 
threatened  to  be  independent  of  it.  She  became  abstracted 
and  uneasy;  jealousy  of  the  Provengal  possessed  her.  She 
began  to  meditate  schemes  for  his  downfall.  At  this  time, 
Sir  Miles  received  the  following  letter  from  Mr.  Fielden :  — 

SOUTHAMPTON,  Aug.  20,  1801. 

DEAR  SIR  MILES,  —  You  will  remember  that  I  informed  you  when  I 
arrived  at  Southampton  with  my  dear  young  charge ;  and  Susan  has 
twice  written  to  her  sister,  implying  the  request  which  she  lacked  the 
courage,  seeing  that  she  is  timid,  expressly  to  urge,  that  Miss  Clavering 
might  again  be  permitted  to  visit  her.  Miss  Clavering  has  answered  as 
might  be  expected  from  the  propinquity  of  the  relationship  ;  but  she 
has  perhaps  the  same  fears  of  offending  you  that  actuate  her  sister. 
But  now,  since  the  worthy  clergyman  who  had  undertaken  my  parochial 
duties  has  found  the  air  insalubrious,  and  prays  me  not  to  enforce  the 
engagement  by  which  we  had  exchanged  our  several  charges  for  the 
space  of  a  calendar  year,  I  am  reluctantly  compelled  to  return  home,  — 
my  dear  wife,  thank  Heaven,  being  already  restored  to  health,  which  is 
an  unspeakable  mercy;  and  I  am  sure  I  cannot  be  sufficiently  grateful 
to  Providence,  which  has  not  only  provided  me  with  a  liberal  inde- 
pendence of  more  than  £200  a  year,  but  the  best  of  wives  and  the 
most  dutiful  of  children,  —  possessions  that  I  venture  to  call  "  the 
riches  of  the  heart."  Now,  1  pray  you,  my  dear  Sir  Miles,  to 
gratify  these  two  deserving  young  persons,  and  to  suffer  Miss  Lucretia 
incontinently  to  visit  her  sister.  Counting  on  your  consent,  thus  boldly 
demanded,  I  have  already  prepared  an  apartment  for  Misi  Clavering; 


90  LUCRETIA. 

and  Susan  is  busy  in  what,  though  I  do  not  know  much  of  such  feminine 
matters,  the  whole  house  declares  to  be  a  most  beautiful  and  fanciful 
toilet-cover,  with  roses  and  forget-me-nots  cut  out  of  muslin,  and  two 
large  silk  taasels,  which  cost  her  three  shillings  and  fourpence.  I  cannot 
conclude  without  thanking  you  from  my  heart  for  your  noble  kindness 
to  young  Ardworth.  He  is  so  full  of  ardour  and  spirit  that  I  remember, 
poor  lad,  when  I  left  him,  as  I  thought,  hard  at  work  on  that  well-known 
problem  of  Euclid  vulgarly  called  the  Asses'  Bridge,  —  I  found  him 
describing  a  figure  of  8  on  the  village  pond,  which  was  only  just  frozen 
over  !  Poor  lad !  Heaven  will  take  care  of  him,  I  know,  as  it  does  of 
all  who  take  no  care  of  themselves.  Ah,  Sir  Miles,  if  you  could  but  see 
Susan,  —  such  a  nurse,  too,  in  illness !  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir 
Miles, 

Your  most  humble,  poor  servant,  to  command, 

MATTHEW  FIELDEN. 

Sir  Miles  put  this  letter  in  his  niece's  hand,  and  said 
kindly,  "Why  not  have  gone  to  see  your  sister  before?  I 
should  not  have  been  angry.  Go,  my  child,  as  soon  as  you 
like.  To-morrow  is  Sunday, — no  travelling  that  day;  but 
the  next,  the  carriage  shall  be  at  your  order." 

Lucretia  hesitated  a  moment.  To  leave  Dalibard  in  sole 
possession  of  the  field,  even  for  a  few  days,  was  a  thought  of 
alarm;  but  what  evil  could  he  do  in  that  time?  And  her 
pulse  beat  quickly :  Mainwaring  could  come  to  Southampton ; 
she  should  see  him  again,  after  more  than  six  weeks'  absence! 
She  had  so  much  to  relate  and  to  hear;  she  fancied  his  last 
letter  had  been  colder  and  shorter;  she  yearned  to  hear  him 
say,  with  his  own  lips,  that  he  loved  her  still.  This  idea 
banished  or  prevailed  over  all  others.  She  thanked  her  uncle 
cheerfully  and  gayly,  and  the  journey  was  settled. 

"Be  at  watch  early  on  Monday,"  said  Olivier  to  his  son. 

Monday  came;  the  baronet  had  ordered  the  carriage  to  be 
at  the  door  at  ten.  A  little  before  eight,  Lucretia  stole  out, 
and  took  her  way  to  Guy's  Oak.  Gabriel  had  placed  himself 
in  readiness;  he  had  climbed  a  tree  at  the  bottom  of  the  park 
(near  the  place  where  hitherto  he  had  lost  sight  of  her) ;  she 
passed  under  it,  —  on  through  a  dark  grove  of  pollard  oaks. 
When  she  was  at  a  sufficient  distance,  the  boy  dropped  from 
his  perch;  with  the  stealth  of  an  Indian  he  crept  on  her 
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trace,  following  from  tree  to  tree,  always  sheltered,  always 
watchful.  He  saw  her  pause  at  the  dell  and  look  round;  she 
descended  into  the  hollow ;  he  slunk  through  the  fern;  he 
gained  the  marge  of  the  dell,  and  looked  down,  —  she  was 
lost  to  his  sight.  At  length,  to  his  surprise,  he  saw  the 
gleam  of  her  robe  emerge  from  the  hollow  of  a  tree,  —  her 
head  stooped  as  she  came  through  the  aperture ;  he  had  time 
to  shrink  back  amongst  the  fern;  she  passed  on  hurriedly, 
the  same  way  she  had  taken,  back  to  the  house ;  then  into  the 
dell  crept  the  boy.  Guy's  Oak,  vast  and  venerable,  with 
gnarled  green  boughs  below,  and  sere  branches  above,  that 
told  that  its  day  of  fall  was  decreed  at  last,  rose  high  from 
the  abyss  of  the  hollow,  high  and  far-seen  amidst  the  trees 
that  stood  on  the  vantage-ground  above,  —  even  as  a  great 
name  soars  the  loftier  when  it  springs  from  the  grave.  A 
dark  and  irregular  fissure  gave  entrance  to  the  heart  of  the 
oak.  The  boy  glided  in  and  looked  round;  he  saw  nothing, 
yet  something  there  must  be.  The  rays  of  the  early  sun  did 
not  penetrate  into  the  hollow,  it  was  as  dim  as  a  cave.  He 
felt  slowly  in  every  crevice,  and  a  startled  moth  or  two  flew 
out.  It  was  not  for  moths  that  the  girl  had  come  to  Guy's 
Oak!  He  drew  back,  at  last,  in  despair;  as  he  did  so,  he 
heard  a  low  sound  close  at  hand,  —  a  low,  murmuring,  angry 
sound,  like  a  hiss;  he  looked  round,  and  through  the  dark, 
two  burning  eyes  fixed  his  own :  he  had  startled  a  snake  from 
its  bed.  He  drew  out  in  time,  as  the  reptile  sprang;  but  now 
his  task,  search,  and  object  were  forgotten.  With  the  versa- 
tility of  a  child,  his  thoughts  were  all  on  the  enemy  he  had 
provoked.  That  zest  of  prey  which  is  inherent  in  man's 
breast,  which  makes  him  love  the  sport  and  the  chase,  and 
maddens  boyhood  and  age  with  the  passion  for  slaughter, 
leaped  up  within  him;  anything  of  danger  and  contest  and 
excitement  gave  Gabriel  Varney  a  strange  fever  of  pleasure. 
He  sprang  up  the  sides  of  the  dell,  climbed  the  park  pales  on 
which  it  bordered,  was  in  the  wood  where  the  young  shoots 
rose  green  and  strong  from  the  underwood.  To  cut  a  staff 
for  the  strife,  to  descend  again  into  the  dell,  creep  again 
through  the  fissure,  look  round  for  those  vengeful  eyes,  was 
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quick  done  as  the  joyous  play  of  the  impulse.  The  poor 
snake  had  slid  down  in  content  and  fancied  security;  its 
young,  perhaps,  were  not  far  off;  its  wrath  had  been  the 
instinct  Nature  gives  to  the  mother.  It  hath  done  thee  no 
harm  yet,  boy ;  leave  it  in  peace !  The  young  hunter  had  no 
ear  to  such  whisper  of  prudence  or  mercy.  Dim  and  blind 
in  the  fissure,  he  struck  the  ground  and  the  tree  with  his 
stick,  shouted  out,  bade  the  eyes  gleam,  and  defied  them. 
Whether  or  not  the  reptile  had  spent  its  ire  in  the  first  fruit- 
less spring,  and  this  unlooked-for  return  of  the  intruder  rather 
daunted  than  exasperated,  we  leave  those  better  versed  in  nat- 
ural history  to  conjecture;  but  instead  of  obeying  the  chal- 
lenge and  courting  the  contest,  it  glided  by  the  sides  of  the 
oak,  close  to  the  very  feet  of  its  foe,  and  emerging  into  the 
light,  dragged  its  gray  coils  through  the  grass ;  but  its  hiss 
still  betrayed  it.  Gabriel  sprang  through  the  fissure  and 
struck  at  the  craven,  insulting  it  with  a  laugh  of  scorn  as  he 
struck.  Suddenly  it  halted,  suddenly  reared  its  crest;  the 
throat  swelled  with  venom,  the  tongue  darted  out,  and  again, 
green  as  emeralds,  glared  the  spite  of  its  eyes.  No  fear  felt 
Gabriel  Varney;  his  arm  was  averted;  he  gazed,  spelled  and 
admiringly,  with  the  eye  of  an  artist.  Had  he  had  pencil 
and  tablet  at  that  moment,  he  would  have  dropped  his  weapon 
for  the  sketch,  though  the  snake  had  been  as  deadly  as  the 
viper  of  Sumatra.  The  sight  sank  into  his  memory,  to  be 
reproduced  often  by  the  wild,  morbid  fancies  of  his  hand. 
Scarce  a  moment,  however,  had  he  for  the  gaze;  the  reptile 
sprang,  and  fell,  baffled  and  bruised  by  the  involuntary  blow 
of  its  enemy.  As  it  writhed  on  the  grass,  how  its  colours 
came  out;  how  graceful  were  the  movements  of  its  pain! 
And  still  the  boy  gazed,  till  the  eye  was  sated  and  the 
cruelty  returned.  A  blow,  a  second,  a  third,  —  all  the 
beauty  is  gone;  shapeless,  and  clotted  with  gore,  that  ele- 
gant head;  mangled  and  dissevered  the  airy  spires  of  that 
delicate  shape,  which  had  glanced  in  its  circling  involutions, 
free  and  winding  as  a  poet's  thought  through  his  verse.  The 
boy  trampled  the  quivering  relics  into  the  sod,  with  a  fierce 
animal  joy  of  conquest,  and  turned  once  more  towards  the 
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hollow,  for  a  last  almost  hopeless  survey.  Lo,  his  object  was 
found!  In  his  search  for  the  snake,  either  his  staff  or  his 
foot  had  disturbed  a  layer  of  moss  in  the  corner)  the  faint 
ray,  ere  he  entered  the  hollow,  gleamed  upon  something  white. 
He  emerged  from  the  cavity  with  a  letter  in  his  hand;  he 
read  the  address,  thrust  it  into  his  bosom,  and  as  stealthily, 
but  more  rapidly,  than  he  had  come,  took  his  way  to  hi» 
father. 


CHAPTEK  V. 

HOUSEHOLD   TREASON. 

THE  Provencal  took  the  letter  from  his  son's  hand,  and 
looked  at  him  with  an  approbation  half-complacent,  half- 
ironical.  "Mon  fils  I "  said  he,  patting  the  boy's  head 
gently,  "why  should  we  not  be  friends?  We  want  each 
other;  we  have  the  strong  world  to  fight  against." 

"Not  if  you  are  master  of  this  place." 

"  Well  answered,  —  no ;  then  we  shall  have  the  strong  world 
on  our  side,  and  shall  have  only  rogues  and  the  poor  to  make 
war  upon."  Then,  with  a  quiet  gesture,  he  dismissed  his  son, 
and  gazed  slowly  on  the  letter.  His  pulse,  which  was  usually 
low.  quickened,  and  his  lips  were  tightly  compressed;  he 
shrank  from  the  contents  with  a  jealous  pang;  as  a  light 
quivers  strugglingly  in  a  noxious  vault,  love  descended  into 
that  hideous  breast,  gleamed  upon  dreary  horrors,  and  warred 
with  the  noxious  atmosphere:  but  it  shone  still.  To  this 
dangerous  man,  every  art  that  gives  power  to  the  household 
traitor  was  familiar:  he  had  no  fear  that  the  violated  seals 
should  betray  the  fraud  which  gave  the  contents  to  the  eye 
that,  at  length,  steadily  fell  upon  the  following  lines :  — 

DEAREST,  AND  EVER  DEAREST,  —  Where  art  thou  at  this  moment  1 
What  are  thy  thoughts,  — are  they  upon  me?  I  write  this  at  the  dead 
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of  night.  I  picture  you  to  myself  as  my  hand  glides  over  the  paper.  I 
think  I  see  you,  as  you  look  on  these  words,  and  envy  them  the  gaze  of 
those  dark  eyes.  Press  your  lips  to  the  paper.  Do  you  feel  the  kiss 
that  I  leave  there  ?  Well,  well !  it  will  not  be  for  long  now  that  we 
shall  be  divided.  Oh,  what  joy,  when  I  think  that  I  am  about  to  see 
you  I  Two  days  more,  at  most  three,  and  we  shall  meet,  shall  we  not  ? 
I  am  going  to  see  my  sister.  I  subjoin  my  address.  Come,  come,  come  ; 
I  thirst  to  see  you  once  more.  And  I  did  well  to  say,  "  Wait,  and  be 
patient ;  "  we  shall  not  wait  long  :  before  the  year  is  out  I  shall  be  free. 
My  uncle  has  had  another  and  more  deadly  attack.  I  see  its  trace  in 
his  face,  in  his  step,  in  his  whole  form  and  bearing.  The  only  obstacle 
between  us  is  fading  away.  Can  I  grieve  when  I  think  it,  —  grieve 
when  life  with  you  spreads  smiling  beyond  the  old  man's  grave  ?  And 
why  should  age,  that  has  survived  all  passion,  stand  with  its  chilling 
frown,  and  the  miserable  prejudices  the  world  has  not  conquered,  but 
strengthened  into  a  creed,  —  why  should  age  stand  between  youth  and 
youth  ?  I  feel  your  mild  eyes  rebuke  me  as  I  write.  But  chide  me  not 
that  on  earth  I  see  only  you.  And  it  will  be  mine  to  give  you  wealth  and 
rank  1  Mine  to  see  the  homage  of  my  own  heart  reflected  from  the  crowd 
who  bow,  not  to  the  statue,  but  the  pedestal.  Oh,  how  I  shall  enjoy  your 
revenge  upon  the  proud  !  For  I  have  drawn  no  pastoral  scenes  in  my 
picture  of  the  future.  No;  I  see  you  leading  senates,  and  duping  fools. 
I  shall  be  by  your  side,  your  partner,  step  after  step,  as  you  mount  the 
height,  for  I  am  ambitious,  you  know,  William  ;  and  not  less  because  I 
love,  —  rather  ten  thousand  times  more  so.  I  would  not  have  you  born 
great  and  noble,  for  what  then  could  we  look  to,  —  what  use  all  my 
schemes,  and  my  plans,  and  aspirings?  Fortune,  accident,  would  have 
taken  from  us  the  great  zest  of  life,  which  is  desire. 

When  I  see  you,  I  shall  tell  you  that  I  have  some  fears  of  Olivier 
Dalibard  ;  he  has  evidently  some  wily  project  in  view.  He,  who  never 
interfered  before  with  the  blundering  physician,  now  thrusts  him  aside, 
affects  to  have  saved  the  old  man,  attends  him  always.  Dares  he  think 
to  win  an  influence,  to  turn  against  me,  —  against  us  ?  Happily,  when 
I  shall  come  back,  my  uncle  will  probably  be  restored  to  the  false  strength 
which  deceives  him ;  he  will  have  less  need  of  Dalibard ;  and  then  — 
then  let  the  Frenchman  beware  !  I  have  already  a  plot  to  turn  his 
schemes  to  his  own  banishment.  Come  to  Southampton,  then,  as  soon 
as  you  can,  —  perhaps  the  day  you  receive  this ;  on  Wednesday,  at 
farthest.  Your  last  letter  implies  blame  of  my  policy  with  respect  to 
Vernon.  Again  I  say,  it  is  necessary  to  amuse  my  uncle  to  the  last. 
Before  Vernon  can  advance  a  claim,  there  will  be  weeping  at  Laughton. 
I  shall  weep,  too,  perhaps ;  but  there  will  be  joy  in  those  tears,  as  well 
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as  sorrow,  —  for  then,  when  I  claip  thy  hand,  I  can  murmur,  "  It  is 
mine  at  last,  and  forever !  " 

Adieu  !     No,  not  adieu,  —  to  our  meeting,   my  lover,  my  beloved ! 
Thy 

LUCRKTIA. 

An  hour  after  Miss  Clavering  had  departed  on  her  visit, 
Dalibard  returned  the  letter  to  his  son,  the  seal  seemingly 
unbroken,  and  bade  him  replace  it  in  the  hollow  of  the  tree, 
but  sufficiently  in  sight  to  betray  itself  to  the  first  that 
entered.  He  then  communicated  the  plan  he  had  formed  for 
its  detection,  —  a  plan  which  would  prevent  Lucretia  ever 
suspecting  the  agency  of  his  son  or  himself;  and  this  done, 
he  joined  Sir  Miles  in  the  gallery.  Hitherto,  in  addition  to 
his  other  apprehensions  in  revealing  to  the  baronet  Lucretia's 
clandestine  intimacy  with  Mainwaring,  Dalibard  had  shrunk 
from  the  thought  that  the  disclosure  would  lose  her  the  heri- 
tage which  had  first  tempted  his  avarice  or  ambition ;  but  now 
his  jealous  and  his  vindictive  passions  were  aroused,  and  his 
whole  plan  of  strategy  was  changed.  He  must  crush  Lucre- 
tia, or  she  would  crush  him,  as  her  threats  declared.  To  ruin 
her  in  Sir  Miles's  eyes,  to  expel  her  from  his  house,  might 
not,  after  all,  weaken  his  own  position,  even  with  regard  to 
power  over  herself.  If  he  remained  firmly  established  at 
Laughton,  he  could  affect  intercession,  —  he  could  delay,  at 
least,  any  precipitate  union  with  Mainwaring,  by  practising 
on  the  ambition  which  he  still  saw  at  work  beneath  her  love ; 
he  might  become  a  necessary  ally ;  and  then  —  why,  then,  his 
ironical  smile  glanced  across  his  lips.  But  beyond  this,  his 
quick  eye  saw  fair  prospects  to  self-interest:  Lucretia  ban- 
ished; the  heritage  not  hers;  the  will  to  be  altered;  Dalibard 
esteemed  indispensable  to  the  life  of  the  baronet.  Come, 
there  was  hope  here,  —  not  for  the  heritage,  indeed,  but  at 
least  for  a  munificent  bequest. 

At  noon,  some  visitors,  bringing  strangers  from  London 
whom  Sir  Miles  had  invited  to  see  the  house  (which  was  one 
of  the  lions  of  the  neighbourhood,  though  not  professedly  a 
show-place),  were  expected.  Aware  of  this,  Dalibard  prayed 
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the  baronet  to  rest  quiet  till  his  company  arrived,  and  then 
he  said  carelessly,  — 

"It  will  be  a  healthful  diversion  to  your  spirits  to  accom- 
pany them  a  little  in  the  park;  you  can  go  in  your  garden- 
chair;  you  will  have  new  companions  to  talk  with  by  the 
way;  and  it  is  always  warm  and  sunny  at  the  slope  of  the 
hill,  towards  the  bottom  of  the  park." 

Sir  Miles  assented  cheerfully;  the  guests  came,  strolled 
over  the  house,  admired  the  pictures  and  the  armour  and  the 
hall  and  the  staircase,  paid  due  respect  to  the  substantial  old- 
fashioned  luncheon,  and  then,  refreshed,  and  in  great  goud- 
humour,  acquiesced  in  Sir  Miles's  proposition  to  saunter 
through  the  park. 

The  poor  baronet  was  more  lively  than  usual.  The  younger 
people  clustered  gayly  round  his  chair  (which  was  wheeled  by 
his  valet),  smiling  at  his  jests  and  charmed  with  his  courteous 
high-breeding.  A  little  in  the  rear  walked  Gabriel,  paying 
special  attention  to  the  prettiest  and  merriest  girl  of  the 
company,  who  was  a  great  favourite  with  Sir  Miles,  —  per- 
haps for  those  reasons. 

"  What  a  delightful  old  gentleman !  "  said  the  young  lady. 
"  How  I  envy  Miss  Clavering  such  an  uncle !  " 

"Ah,  but  you  are  a  little  out  of  favour  to-day,  I  can  tell 
you,"  said  Gabriel,  laughingly;  "you  were  close  by  Sir  Miles 
when  we  went  through  the  picture-gallery,  and  you  never 
asked  him  the  history  of  the  old  knight  in  the  buff  doublet 
and  blue  sash." 

"Dear  mej  what  of  that?" 

"  Why,  that  was  brave  Colonel  Guy  St.  John,  the  Cavalier, 
the  pride  and  boast  of  Sir  Miles;  you  know  his  weakness. 
He  looked  so  displeased  when  you  said,  '  What  a  droll- 
looking  figure!  '  I  was  on  thorns  for  you!" 

"What  a  pity!  I  would  not  offend  dear  Sir  Miles  for  the 
world." 

"  Well,  it 's  easy  to  make  it  up  with  him.  Go  and  tell  him 
that  he  must  take  you  to  see  Guy's  Oak,  in  the  dell ;  that  you 
have  heard  so  much  about  it;  and  when  you  get  him  on  his 
hobby,  it  is  hard  if  you  can't  make  your  peace." 


LUCRETIA.  97 

"Oh,  I'll  certainly  do  it,  Master  Varney;"  and  the  young 
lady  lost  no  time  in  obeying  the  hint.  Gabriel  had  set  other 
tongues  on  the  same  cry,  so  that  there  was  a  general  exclama- 
tion when  the  girl  named  the  subject,  —  "  Oh,  Guy's  Oak,  by 
all  means ! " 

Much  pleased  with  the  enthusiasm  this  memorial  of  his  pet 
ancestor  produced,  Sir  Miles  led  the  way  to  the  dell,  and 
pausing  as  he  reached  the  verge,  said,  — 

"  I  fear  I  cannot  do  you  the  honours ;  it  is  too  steep  for  my 
chair  to  descend  safely." 

Gabriel  whispered  the  fair  companion  whose  side  he  still 
kept  to. 

"Now,  my  dear  Sir  Miles,"  cried  the  girl,  "I  positively 
won't  stir  without  you;  I  am  sure  we  could  get  down  the 
chair  without  a  jolt.  Look  there,  how  nicely  the  ground 
slopes!  Jane,  Lucy,  my  dears,  let  us  take  charge  of  Sir 
Miles.  Now,  then." 

The  gallant  old  gentleman  would  have  marched  to  the 
breach  in  such  guidance;  he  kissed  the  fair  hands  that  lay 
so  temptingly  on  his  chair,  and  then,  rising  with  some  diffi- 
culty, said, — 

"No,  my  dears,  you  have  made  me  so  young  again  that  I 
think  I  can  walk  down  the  steep  with  the  best  of  you." 

So,  leaning  partly  on  his  valet,  and  by  the  help  of  the 
hands  extended  to  him,  step  after  step,  Sir  Miles,  with  well- 
disguised  effort,  reached  the  huge  roots  of  the  oak. 

"  The  hollow  then  was  much  smaller, "  said  he,  "  so  he  was 
not  so  easily  detected  as  a  man  would  be  now ;  the  damned 
crop-ears  —  I  beg  pardon,  my  dears;  the  rascally  rebels  — 
poked  their  swords  through  the  fissure,  and  two  went,  one 
through  his  jerkin,  one  through  his  arm;  but  he  took  care  not 
to  swear  at  the  liberty,  and  they  went  away,  not  suspecting 
him." 

While  thus  speaking,  the  young  people  were  already  play- 
fully struggling  which  should  first  enter  the  oak.  Two  got 
precedence,  and  went  in  and  out,  one  after  the  other.  Gabriel- 
breathed  hard.  "The  blind  owlets!  "  thought  he;  "and  I  put 
the  letter  where  a  mole  would  have  seen  it!  " 
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"  You  know  the  spell  when  you  enter  an  oak-tree  where  the 
fairies  have  been,"  he  whispered  to  the  fair  object  of  his 
notice.  "  You  must  turn  round  three  times,  look  carefully  on 
the  ground,  and  you  will  see  the  face  you  love  best.  If  I  was 
but  a  little  older,  how  I  should  pray  —  " 

"  Nonsense ! "  said  the  girl,  blushing,  as  she  now  slid 
through  the  crowd,  and  went  timidly  in;  presently  she 
uttered  a  little  exclamation. 

The  gallant  Sir  Miles  stooped  down  to  see  what  was  the 
matter,  and  offering  his  hand  as  she  came  out,  was  startled  to 
see  her  holding  a  letter. 

"Only  think  what  I  have  found!  "  said  the  girl.  "What  a 
strange  place  for  a  post-office!  Bless  me!  It  is  directed  to 
Mr.  Main  waring!" 

"  Mr.  Mainwaring ! "  cried  three  or  four  voices ;  but  the 
baronet's  was  mute.  His  eye  recognized  Lucretia's  hand; 
his  tongue  clove  to  the  roof  of  his  mouth;  the  blood  surged, 
like  a  sea,  in  his  temples ;  his  face  became  purple.  Suddenly 
Gabriel,  peeping  over  the  girl's  shoulder,  snatched  away  the 
letter. 

"  It  is  my  letter,  —  it  is  mine !  What  a  shame  in  Mainwar- 
ing not  to  have  come  for  it  as  he  promised ! " 

Sir  Miles  looked  round  and  breathed  more  freely. 

"Yours,  Master  Varney!  "  said  the  young  lady,  astonished. 
"What  can  make  your  letters  to  Mr.  Mainwaring  such  a 
secret?" 

"  Oh !  you  '11  laugh  at  me ;  but  —  but  —  I  wrote  a  poem  on 
Guy's  Oak,  and  Mr.  Mainwaring  promised  to  get  it  into  the 
county  paper  for  me;  and  as  he  was  to  pass  close  by  the  park 

pales,  through  the  wood  yonder,  on  his  way  to  D last 

Saturday,  we  agreed  that  I  should  leave  it  here ;  but  he  has 
forgotten  his  promise,  I  see." 

Sir  Miles  grasped  the  boy's  arm  with  a  convulsive  pressure 
of  gratitude.  There  was  a  general  cry  for  Gabriel  to  read  his 
poem  on  the  spot;  but  the  boy  looked  sheepish,  and  hung 
down  his  head,  and  seemed  rather  more  disposed  to  cry  than 
to  recite.  Sir  Miles,  with  an  effort  at  simulation  that  all  his 
long  practice  of  the  world  never  could  have  nerved  him  to, 
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unexcited  by  a  motive  less  strong  than  the  honour  of  his  blood 
and  house,  came  to  the  relief  of  the  young  wit  that  had  just 
come  to  his  own. 

"Nay,"  he  said,  almost  calmly,  "I  know  our  young  poet  is 
too  shy  to  oblige  you.  I  will  take  charge  of  your  verses, 
Master  Gabriel;"  and  with  a  grave  air  of  command,  he  took 
the  letter  from  the  boy  and  placed  it  in  his  pocket. 

The  return  to  the  house  was  less  gay  than  the  visit  to  the 
oak.  The  baronet  himself  made  a  feverish  effort  to  appear 
blithe  and  debonair  as  before;  but  it  was  not  successful. 
Fortunately,  the  carriages  were  all  at  the  door  as  they 
reached  the  house,  and  luncheon  being  over,  nothing  delayed 
the  parting  compliments  of  the  guests.  As  the  last  carriage 
drove  away,  Sir  Miles  beckoned  to  Gabriel,  and  bade  him  fol- 
low him  into  his  room. 

When  there,  he  dismissed  his  valet  and  said,  — 

"You  know,  then,  who  wrote  this  letter.  Have  you  been 
in  the  secret  of  the  correspondence?  Speak  the  truth,  my 
dear  boy;  it  shall  cost  you  nothing." 

"  Oh,  Sir  Miles ! "  cried  Gabriel,  earnestly,  "  I  know 
nothing  whatever  beyond  this,  — that  I  saw  the  hand  of 
my  dear,  kind  Miss  Lucretia;  that  I  felt,  I  hardly  knew 
why;  that  both  you  and  she  would  not  have  those  people 
discover  it,  which  they  would  if  the  letter  had  been  circulated 
from  one  to  the  other,  for  some  one  would  have  known  the 
hand  as  well  as  myself,  and  therefore  I  spoke,  without  think- 
ing, the  first  thing  that  came  into  my  head." 

"  You  —  you  have  obliged  me  and  my  niece,  sir, "  said  the 
baronet,  tremulously;  and  then,  with  a  forced  and  sickly 
smile,  he  added:  "Some  foolish  vagary  of  Lucretia,  I  sup- 
pose ;  I  must  scold  her  for  it.  Say  nothing  about  it,  however; 
to  any  one." 

"Oh,  no,  sir!"  • 

"  Good-  by,  my  dear  Gabriel !  " 

"And  that  boy  saved  the  honour  of  my  niece's  name,  — my 
mother's  grandchild!  0  God!  this  is  bitter, — in  my  old 
age  too ! " 

He  bowed  his  head  over  his  hands,  and  tears  forced  them- 
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selves  through  his  fingers.  He  was  long  before  he  had  cour- 
age to  read  the  letter,  though  he  little  foreboded  all  the  shock 
that  it  would  give  him.  It  was  the  first  letter,  not  destined 
to  himself,  of  which  he  had  ever  broken  the  seal.  Even  that 
recollection  made  the  honourable  old  man  pause ;  but  his  duty 
was  plain  and  evident,  as  head  of  the  house  and  guardian  to 
his  niece.  Thrice  he  wiped  his  spectacles;  still  they  were 
dim,  still  the  tears  would  come.  He  rose  tremblingly,  walked 
to  the  window,  and  saw  the  stately  deer  grouped  in  the  dis- 
tance, saw  the  church  spire  that  rose  above  the  burial  vault 
of  his  ancestors,  and  his  heart  sank  deeper  and  deeper  as  he 
muttered :  "  Vain  pride !  pride !  "  Then  he  crept  to  the  door 
and  locked  it,  and  at  last,  seating  himself  firmly,  as  a  wounded 
man  to  some  terrible  operation,  he  read  the  letter. 

Heaven  support  thee,  old  man!  thou  hast  to  pass  through 
the  bitterest  trial  which  honour  and  affection  can  undergo,  — 
household  treason.  When  the  wife  lifts  high  the  blushless 
front  and  brazens  out  her  guilt;  when  the  child,  with  loud 
voice,  throws  off  all  control  and  makes  boast  of  disobedience, 

—  man  revolts  at  the  audacity;   his  spirit  arms  against  his 
wrong :  its  face,  at  least,  is  bare ;  the  blow,  if  sacrilegious,  is 
direct.     But  when  mild  words  and  soft  kisses  conceal   the 
worst  foe  Fate  can  arm;  when  amidst  the  confidence  of  the 
heart  starts  up  the  form  of  Perfidy;  when  out  from  the  rep- 
tile swells  the  fiend  in  its  terror;  when  the  breast  on  which 
man  leaned  for  comfort  has  taken  counsel  to  deceive  him; 
when  he  learns  that,  day  after  day,  the  life  entwined  with  his 
own  has  been  a  lie  and  a  stage-mime,  —  he  feels  not  the  soft- 
ness of  grief,  nor  the  absorption  of  rage ;  it  is  mightier  than 
grief,  and  more  withering  than  rage,  —  it  is  a  horror  that 
appalls.     The  heart  does  not  bleed,  the  tears  do  not  flow,  as 
in  woes  to  which  humanity  is  commonly  subjected;  it  is  as  if 
something  that  violates  the  course  of  nature  had  taken  place, 

—  something  monstrous  and  out  of  all  thought  and  forewarn- 
ing; for  the  domestic  traitor  is  a  being  apart  from  the  orbit 
of  criminals :  the  felon  has  no  fear  of  his  innocent  children ; 
with  a  price  on  his  head,  he  lays  it  in  safety  on  the  bosom  of 
his  wife.     In  his  home,  the  ablest  man,  the  most  subtle  and 
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suspecting,  can  be  as  much  a  dupe  as  the  simplest.  Were  it 
not  so  as  the  rule,  and  the  exceptions  most  rare,  this  world 
were  the  riot  of  a  hell! 

And  therefore  it  is  that  to  the  household  perfidy,  in  all 
lands,  in  all  ages,  God's  curse  seems  to  cleave,  and  to  God's 
curse  man  abandons  it ;  he  does  not  honour  it  by  hate,  still 
less  will  he  lighten  and  share  the  guilt  by  descending  to 
revenge.  He  turns  aside  with  a  sickness  and  loathing,  and 
leaves  Nature  to  purify  from  the  earth  the  ghastly  phenome- 
non she  abhors. 

Old  man,  that  she  wilfully  deceived  thee,  that  she  abused 
thy  belief  and  denied  to  thy  question  and  profaned  maiden- 
hood to  stealth,  —  all  this  might  have  galled  thee ;  but  to 
these  wrongs  old  men  are  subjected,  —  they  give  mirth  to  our 
farces;  maid  and  lover  are  privileged  impostors.  But  to  have 
counted  the  sands  in  thine  hour-glass,  to  have  sat  by  thy  side, 
marvelling  when  the  worms  should  have  thee,  and  looked 
smiling  on  thy  face  for  the  signs  of  the  death-writ —  Die 
quick,  old  man ;  the  executioner  hungers  for  the  fee ! 

There  were  no  tears  in  those  eyes  when  they  came  to  the 
close;  the  letter  fell  noiselessly  to  the  floor,  and  the  head 
sank  on  the  breast,  and  the  hands  drooped  upon  the  poor 
crippled  limbs,  whose  crawl  in  the  sunshine  hard  youth  had 
grudged.  He  felt  humbled,  stunned,  crushed ;  the  pride  was 
clean  gone  from  him;  the  cruel  words  struck  home.  Worse 
than  a  cipher,  did  he  then  but  cumber  the  earth?  At  that 
moment  old  Ponto,  the  setter,  shook  himself,  looked  up,  and 
laid  his  head  in  his  master's  lap;  and  Dash,  jealous,  rose 
also,  and  sprang,  not  actively,  for  Dash  was  old,  too,  upon 
his  knees,  and  licked  the  numbed,  drooping  hands.  Now, 
people  praise  the  fidelity  of  dogs  till  the  theme  is  worn  out; 
but  nobody  knows  what  a  dog  is,  unless  he  has  been  deceived 
by  men,  —  then,  that  honest  face ;  then,  that  sincere  caress ; 
then,  that  coaxing  whine  that  never  lied!  Well,  then,  — what 
then?  A  dog  is  long-lived  if  he  live  to  ten  years, — small 
career  this  to  truth  and  friendship!  Now,  when  Sir  Miles 
felt  that  he  was  not  deserted,  and  his  look  met  those  four 
fond  eyes,  fixed  with  that  strange  wistf ulness  which  in .  our 
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hours  of  trouble  the  eyes  of  a  dog  sympathizingly  assume,  an 
odd  thought  for  a  sensible  man  passed  into  him,  showing, 
more  than  pages  of  sombre  elegy,  how  deep  was  the  sudden 
misanthropy  that  blackened  the  world  around.  "  When  I  am 
dead,"  ran  that  thought,  "is  there  one  human  being  whom  I 
can  trust  to  take  charge  of  the  old  man's  dogs?  " 
So,  let  the  scene  close ! 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THE  WILL. 

THE  next  day,  or  rather  the  next  evening,  Sir  Miles  St. 
John  was  seated  before  his  unshared  chicken,  —  seated  alone, 
and  vaguely  surprised  at  himself,  in  a  large,  comfortable  room 
in  his  old  hotel,  Hanover  Square.  Yes,  he  had  escaped.  Hast 
thou,  0  Reader,  tasted  the  luxury  of  escape  from  a  home 
where  the  charm  is  broken, — where  Distrust  looks  askant 
from  the  Lares?  In  vain  had  Dalibard  remonstrated,  con- 
jured up  dangers,  and  asked  at  least  to  accompany  him. 
Excepting  his  dogs  and  his  old  valet,  who  was  too  like  a  dog 
in  his  fond  fidelity  to  rank  amongst  bipeds,  Sir  Miles  did  not 
wish  to  have  about  him  a  single  face  familiar  at  Laughton, 
Dalibard  especially.  Lucretia's  letter  had  hinted  at  plans 
and  designs  in  Dalibard.  It  might  be  unjust,  it  might  be 
ungrateful ;  but  he  grew  sick  at  the  thought  that  he  was  the 
centre-stone  of  stratagems  and  plots.  The  smooth  face  of  the 
Provengal  took  a  wily  expression  in  his  eyes ;  nay,  he  thought 
his  very  footmen  watched  his  steps  as  if  to  count  how  long 
before  they  followed  his  bier.  So,  breaking  from  all  roughly, 
with  a  shake  of  his  head  and  a  laconic  assertion  of  business 
in  London,  he  got  into  his  carriage,  — his  own  old  bachelor's 
lumbering  travelling-carriage,  —  and  bade  the  post-boys  drive 
fast,  fast !  Then,  when  he  felt  alone,  —  quite  alone,  —  and 
the  gates  of  the  lodge  swung  behind  him,  he  rubbed  his  hands 


LUCRETIA.  103 

with  a  schoolboy's  glee,  and  chuckled  aloud,  as  if  he  enjoyed, 
not  only  the  sense,  but  the  fun  of  his  safety;  as  if  he  had 
done  something  prodigiously  cunning  and  clever. 

So  when  he  saw  himself  snug  in  his  old,  well-remembered 
hotel,  in  the  same  room  as  of  yore,  when  returned,  brisk  and 
gay,  from  the  breezes  of  Weymouth  or  the  brouillards  of  Paris, 
he  thought  he  shook  hands  again  with  his  youth.  Age  and 
lameness,  apoplexy  and  treason,  all  were  forgotten  for  the 
moment.  And  when,  as  the  excitement  died,  those  grim 
spectres  came  back  again  to  his  thoughts,  they  found  their 
victim  braced  and  prepared,  standing  erect  on  that  hearth  for 
whose  hospitality  he  paid  his  guinea  a  day,  — his  front  proud 
and  defying.  He  felt  yet  that  he  had  fortune  and  power,  that 
a  movement  of  his  hand  could  raise  and  strike  down,  that  at 
the  verge  of  the  tomb  he  was  armed,  to  punish  or  reward,  with 
the  balance  and  the  sword.  Tripped  in  the  smug  waiter,  and 
announced  "Mr.  Parchmount." 

"Set  a  chair,  and  show  him  in." 

The  lawyer  entered. 

"  My  dear  Sir  Miles,  this  is  indeed  a  surprise !  What  has 
brought  you  to  town?" 

"The  common  whim  of  the  old,  sir.  I  would  alter  my 
will." 

Three  days  did  lawyer  and  client  devote  to  the  task; 
for  Sir  Miles  was  minute,  and  Mr.  Parchmount  was  pre- 
cise, and  little  difficulties  arose,  and  changes  in  the  first 
outline  were  made,  and  Sir  Miles,  from  the  very  depth  of 
his  disgust,  desired  not  to  act  only  from  passion.  In  that 
last  deed  of  his  life,  the  old  man  was  sublime.  He  sought 
to  rise  out  of  the  mortal,  fix  his  eyes  on  the  Great  Judge, 
weigh  circumstances  and  excuses,  and  keep  justice  even  and 
serene. 

Meanwhile,  unconscious  of  the  train  laid  afar,  Lucretia 
reposed  on  the  mine, — reposed,  indeed,  is  not  the  word;  for 
she  was  agitated  and  restless  that  Mainwaring  had  not  obeyed 
her  summons.  She  wrote  to  him  again  from  Southampton  the 
third  day  of  her  arrival;  but  before  his  answer  came  she  re- 
ceived this  short  epistle  from  London :  — 
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"  Mr.  Parchmount  presents  his  compliments  to  Miss  Clavering,  and,  by 
desire  of  Sir  Miles  St.  John,  requests  her  not  to  return  to  Laughton. 
Miss  Clavering  will  hear  further  in  a  few  days,  when  Sir  Miles  has  con- 
cluded the  business  that  has  brought  him  to  London." 

This  letter,  if  it  excited  much  curiosity,  did  not  produce 
alarm.  It  was  natural  that  Sir  Miles  should  be  busy  in  wind- 
ing up  his  affairs ;  his  journey  to  London  for  that  purpose  was 
no  ill  omen  to  her  prospects,  and  her  thoughts  flew  back  to 
the  one  subject  that  tyrannized  over  them.  Mainwaring's 
reply,  which  came  two  days  afterwards,  disquieted  her  much 
more.  He  had  not  found  the  letter  she  had  left  for  him  in 
the  tree.  He  was  full  of  apprehensions;  he  condemned  the 
imprudence  of  calling  on  her  at  Mr.  Fielden's;  he  begged 
her  to  renounce  the  idea  of  such  a  risk.  He  would  return 
again  to  Guy's  Oak  and  search  more  narrowly:  had  she 
changed  the  spot  where  the  former  letters  were  placed?  Yet 
now,  not  even  the  non-receipt  of  her  letter,  which  she  ascribed 
to  the  care  with  which  she  had  concealed  it  amidst  the  dry 
leaves  and  moss,  disturbed  her  so  much  as  the  evident  con- 
straint with  which  Mainwaring  wrote,  —  the  cautious  and 
lukewarm  remonstrance  which  answered  her  passionate  ap- 
peal. It  may  be  that  her  very  doubts,  at  times,  of  Main- 
waring's affection  had  increased  the  ardour  of  her  own 
attachment;  for  in  some  natures  the  excitement  of  fear 
deepens  love  more  than  the  calmness  of  trust.  Now  with 
the  doubt  for  the  first  time  flashed  the  resentment,  and  her 
answer  to  Mainwaring  was  vehement  and  imperious.  But 
the  next  day  came  a  messenger  express  from  London,  with 
a  letter  from  Mr.  Parchmount  that  arrested  for  the  moment 
even  .the  fierce  current  of  love. 

When  the  task  had  been  completed,  —  the  will  signed, 
sealed,  and  delivered,  —  the  old  man  had  felt  a  load  lifted  from 
his  heart.  Three  or  four  of  his  old  friends,  bons  vivants  like 
himself,  had  seen  his  arrival  duly  proclaimed  in  the  news- 
papers, and  had  hastened  to  welcome  him.  Warmed  by  the 
genial  sight  of  faces  associated  with  the  frank  joys  of  his 
youth,  Sir  Miles,  if  he  did  not  forget  the  prudent  counsels  of 
Dalibard,  conceired  a  proud  bitterness  of  joy  in  despising 
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them.  Why  take  such  care  of  the  worn-out  carcass?  His 
will  was  made.  What  was  left  to  life  so  peculiarly  attrac- 
tive? He  invited  his  friends  to  a  feast  worthy  of  old.  Sea- 
soned revellers  were  they,  with  a  free  gout  for  a  vent  to  all 
indulgence.  So  they  came ;  and  they  drank,  and  they  laughed, 
and  they  talked  back  their  young  days.  They  saw  not  the 
nervous  irritation,  the  strain  on  the  spirits,  the  heated  mem- 
brane of  the  brain,  which  made  Sir  Miles  the  most  jovial  of 
all.  It  was  a  night  of  nights;  the  old  fellows  were  lifted 
back  into  their  chariots  or  sedans.  Sir  Miles  alone  seemed 
as  steady  and  sober  as  if  he  had  supped  with  Diogenes.  His 
servant,  whose  respectful  admonitions  had  been  awed  into 
silence,  lent  him  his  arm  to  bed,  but  Sir  Miles  scarcely 
touched  it.  The  next  morning,  when  the  servant  (who  slept 
in  the  same  room)  awoke,  to  his  surprise  the  glare  of  a  candle 
streamed  on  his  eyes.  He  rubbed  them:  could  he  see  right? 
Sir  Miles  was  seated  at  the  table ;  he  must  have  got  up  and 
lighted  a  candle  to  write,  —  noiselessly,  indeed.  The  servant 
looked  and  looked,  and  the  stillness  of  Sir  Miles  awed  him: 
he  was  seated  on  an  armchair,  leaning  back.  As  awe  suc- 
ceeded to  suspicion,  he  sprang  up,  approached  his  master, 
took  his  hand :  it  was  cold,  and  fell  heavily  from  his  clasp. 
Sir  Miles  must  have  been  dead  for  hours. 

The  pen  lay  on  the  ground,  where  it  had  dropped  from  the 
hand;  the  letter  on  the  table  was  scarcely  commenced:  the 
words  ran  thus,  — 

"  LUCRETIA,  —  You  will  return  no  more  to  my  house.  You  are  free 
as  if  I  were  dead ;  but  I  shall  be  just.  Would  that  I  had  been  so  to  your 
mother,  to  your  sister  !  But  I  am  old  now,  as  you  say,  and  — 

To  one  who  could  have  seen  into  that  poor  proud  heart  at 
the  moment  the  hand  paused  forever,  what  remained  unwrit- 
ten would  have  been  clear.  There  was,  first,  the  sharp  strug- 
gle to  conquer  loathing  repugnance,  and  address  at  all  the 
false  and  degraded  one ;  then  came  the  sharp  sting  of  ingrati- 
tude; then  the  idea  of  the  life  grudged  and  the  grave  desired; 
then  the  stout  victory  over  scorn,  the  resolution  to  be  just; 
then  the  reproach  of  the  conscience  that  for  so  far  less  an 
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offence  the  sister  had  been  thrown  aside,  the  comfort,  per- 
haps, found  in  her  gentle  and  neglected  child  obstinately 
repelled;  then  the  conviction  of  all  earthly  vanity  and  no- 
thingness, —  the  look  on  into  life,  with  the  chilling  senti- 
ment that  affection  was  gone,  that  he  could  never  trust 
again,  that  he  was  too  old  to  open  his  arms  to  new  ties ;  and 
then,  before  felt  singly,  all  these  thoughts  united,  and 
snapped  the  cord. 

In  announcing  his  mournful  intelligence,  with  more  feeling 
than  might  have  been  expected  from  a  lawyer  (but  even  his 
lawyer  loved  Sir  Miles),  Mr.  Parchmount  observed  that  "as 
the  deceased  lay  at  a  hotel,  and  as  Miss  Clavering's  pres- 
ence would  not  be  needed  in  the  performance  of  the  last  rites, 
she  would  probably  forbear  the  journey  to  town.  Neverthe- 
less, as  it  was  Sir  Miles's  wish  that  the  will  should  be  opened 
as  soon  as  possible  after  his  death,  and  it  would  doubtless  con- 
tain instructions  as  to  his  funeral,  it  would  be  well  that  Miss 
Clavering  and  her  sister  should  immediately  depute  some 
one  to  attend  the  reading  of  the  testament  on  their  behalf. 
Perhaps  Mr.  Fielden  would  kindly  undertake  that  melancholy 
office." 

To  do  justice  to  Lucretia,  it  must  be  said  that  her  first 
emotions,  on  the  receipt  of  this  letter,  were  those  of  a  poig- 
nant and  remorseful  grief,  for  which  she  was  unprepared. 
But  how  different  it  is  to  count  on  what  shall  follow  death, 
and  to  know  that  death  has  come!  Susan's  sobbing  sympathy 
availed  not,  nor  Mr.  Fielden's  pious  and  tearful  exhortations ; 
her  own  sinful  thoughts  and  hopes  came  back  to  her,  haunt- 
ing and  stern  as  furies.  She  insisted  at  first  upon  going  to 
London,  gazing  once  more  on  the  clay,  —  nay,  the  carriage 
was  at  the  door,  for  all  yielded  to  her  vehemence ;  but  then 
her  heart  misgave  her:  she  did  not  dare  to  face  the  dead. 
Conscience  waved  her  back  from  the  solemn  offices  of  nature ; 
she  hid  her  face  with  her  hands,  shrank  again  into  her  room ; 
and  Mr.  Fielden,  assuming  unbidden  the  responsibility,  went 
alone. 

Only  Vernon  (summoned  from  Brighton),  the  good  clergy- 
man, and  the  lawyer,  to  whom,  as  sole  executor,  the  will  was 
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addressed,  and  in  whose  custody  it  had  been  left,  were  pres- 
ent when  the  seal  of  the  testament  was  broken.  The  will  was 
long,  as  is  common  when  the  dust  that  it  disposes  of  covers 
some  fourteen  or  fifteen  thousand  acres.  But  out  of  the  mass 
of  technicalities  and  repetitions  these  points  of  interest  rose 
salient:  To  Charles  Vernon,  of  Vernon  Grange,  Esq.,  and  his 
heirs  by  him  lawfully  begotten,  were  left  all  the  lands  and 
woods  and  manors  that  covered  that  space  in  the  Hampshire 
map  known  by  the  name  of  the  "Laughton  property,"  on  con- 
dition that  he  and  his  heirs  assumed  the  name  and  arms  of 
St.  John;  and  on  the  failure  of  Mr.  Vernon's  issue,  the  estate 
passed,  first  (with  the  same  conditions)  to  the  issue  of  Susan 
Mivers ;  next  to  that  of  Lucretia  Clavering.  There  the  entail 
ceased;  and  the  contingency  fell  to  the  rival  ingenuity  of 
lawyers  in  hunting  out,  amongst  the  remote  and  forgotten 
descendants  of  some  ancient  St.  John,  the  heir-at-law.  To 
Lucretia  Clavering,  without  a  word  of  endearment,  was  be- 
queathed £10,000,  —  the  usual  portion  which  the  house 
of  St.  John  had  allotted  to  its  daughters;  to  Susan  Mivers 
the  same  sum,  but  with  the  addition  of  these  words, 
withheld  from  her  sister:  "and  my  blessing!"  To  Olivier 
Dalibard  an  annuity  of  £200  a  year;  to  Honore  Gabriel 
Varney,  £3,000;  to  the  Rev.  Matthew  Fielden,  £4,000; 
and  the  same  sum  to  John  Walter  Ardworth.  To  his  favour- 
ite servant,  Henry  Jones,  an  ample  provision,  and  the  charge 
of  his  dogs  Dash  and  Ponto,  with  an  allowance  therefor,  to 
be  paid  weekly,  and  cease  at  their  deaths.  Poor  old  man ! 
he  made  it  the  interest  of  their  guardian  not  to  grudge  their 
lease  of  life.  To  his  other  attendants,  suitable  and  muni- 
ficent bequests,  proportioned  to  the  length  of  their  services. 
For  his  body,  he  desired  it  to  be  buried  in  the  vault  of  his 
ancestors  without  pomp,  but  without  a  pretence  to  a  humility 
which  he  had  not  manifested  in  life ;  and  he  requested  that 
a  small  miniature  in  his  writing-desk  should  be  placed  in 
his  coffin.  That  last  injunction  was  more  than  a  sentiment, 
—  it  bespoke  the  moral  conviction  of  the  happiness  the  origi- 
nal might  have  conferred  on  his  life.  Of  that  happiness  his 
pride  had  deprived  him;  nor  did  he  repent,  for  he  had 
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deemed  pride  a  duty.  But  the  mute  likeness,  buried  in  his 
grave, — that  told  the  might  of  the  sacrifice  he  had  made! 
Death  removes  all  distinctions,  and  in  the  coffin  the  Lord 
of  Laughton  might  choose  his  partner. 

When  the  will  had  been  read,  Mr.  Parchmount  produced 
two  letters,  one  addressed,  in  the  hand  of  the  deceased,  to 
Mr.  Vernon,  the  other  in  the  lawyer's  own  hand  to  Miss 
Clavering.  The  last  enclosed  the  fragment  found  on  Sir 
Miles's  table,  and  her  own  letter  to  Mainwaring,  re-di- 
rected to  her  in  Sir  Miles's  boldest  and  stateliest  auto- 
graph. He  had,  no  doubt,  meant  to  return  it  in  the  letter 
left  uncompleted. 

The  letter  to  Vernon  contained  a  copy  of  Lucretia's  fatal 
epistle,  and  the  following  lines  to  Vernon  himself :  — 

MY  DEAR  CHARLES,  —  With  much  deliberation,  and  with  natural 
reluctance  to  reveal  to  you  my  niece's  shame,  I  feel  it  my  duty  to  trans- 
mit to  you  the  accompanying  enclosure,  copied  from  the  original  with 
my  own  hand,  which  the  task  sullied. 

I  do  so  first,  because  otherwise  you  might,  as  I  should  have  done  in 
your  place,  feel  bound  in  honour  to  persist  in  the  offer  of  your  hand,  — 
feel  bound  the  more,  because  Miss  Clavering  is  not  my  heiress ;  sec- 
ondly, because  had  her  attachment  been  stronger  than  her  interest,  and 
she  had  refused  your  offer,  you  might  still  have  deemed  her  hardly  and 
capriciously  dealt  with  by  me,  and  not  only  sought  to  augment  her  por- 
tion, but  have  profaned  the  house  of  my  ancestors  by  receiving  her  there 
as  an  honoured  and  welcome  relative  and  guest.  Now,  Charles  Vernon, 
T  believe,  to  the  utmost  of  my  poor  judgment,  I  have  done  what  is  right 
and  just.  I  have  taken  into  consideration  that  this  young  person  has 
been  brought  up  as  a  daughter  of  my  house,  and  what  the  daughters 
of  my  house  have  received,  I  bequeath  her.  I  put  aside,  as  far  as  I 
can,  all  resentment  of  mere  family  pride  ;  I  show  that  I  do  so,  when  I 
repair  my  harshness  to  my  poor  sister,  and  leave  both  her  children  the 
same  provision.  And  if  you  exceed  what  I  have  done  for  Lucretia, 
unless,  on  more  dispassionate  consideration  than  I  can  give,  you  con- 
scientiously think  me  wrong,  you  insult  my  memory  and  impugn  my  jus- 
tice. Be  it  in  this  as  your  conscience  dictates  ;  but  I  entreat,  I  adjure, 
I  command,  at  least  that  you  never  knowingly  admit  by  a  hearth,  hitherto 
sacred  to  unblemished  truth  and  honour,  a  person  who  has  desecrated  it 
with  treason.  As  gentleman  to  gentleman,  I  impose  on  you  this  solemn 
injunction.  I  could  have  wished  to  leave  that  young  woman's  children 
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barred  from  the  entail ;  but  our  old  tree  has  so  few  branches !  You  are 
unwedded;  Susan  too.  I  must  take  my  chance  that  Miss  Clavering's 
children,  if  ever  they  inherit,  do  not  imitate  the  mother.  I  conclude 
she  will  wed  that  Mainwaring ;  her  children  will  have  a  low-born  father. 
Well,  her  race  at  least  is  pure,  —  Clavering  and  St.  John  are  names  to 
guarantee  faith  and  honour  ;  yet  you  see  what  she  is !  Charles  Vernon, 
if  her  issue  inherit  the  soul  of  gentlemen,  it  must  come,  after  all,  not 
from  the  well-born  mother  1  I  have  lived  to  say  this,  —  I  who  —  But 
perhaps  if  we  had  looked  more  closely  into  the  pedigree  of  those 
Claverings  — 

Marry  yourself,  —  marry  soon,  Charles  Vernon,  my  dear  kinsman , 
keep  the  old  house  in  the  old  line,  and  true  to  its  old  fame.  Be  kind 
and  good  to  my  poor;  don't  strain  on  the  tenants.  By  the  way,  Farmer 
Strongbow  owes  three  years'  rent, — I  forgive  him.  Pension  him  off ; 
he  can  do  no  good  to  the  land,  but  he  was  born  on  it,  and  must  not  fall 
on  the  parish.  But  to  be  kind  and  good  to  the  poor,  not  to  strain  the 
tenants,  you  must  learn  not  to  waste,  my  dear  Charles.  A  needy  man 
can  never  be  generous  without  being  unjust.  How  give,  if  you  are  in 
debt  ?  You  will  think  of  this  now,  —  now,  —  while  your  good  heart  is 
soft,  while  your  feelings  are  moved.  Charley  Vernon,  I  think  you  will 
shed  a  tear  when  you  see  my  armchair  still  and  empty.  And  I  would 
have  left  you  the  care  of  my  dogs,  but  you  are  thoughtless,  and  will  go 
much  to  London,  and  they  are  used  to  the  country  now.  Old  Jones 
will  have  a  cottage  in  the  village,  —  he  has  promised  to  live  there ; 
drop  in  now  and  then,  and  see  poor  Ponto  and  Dash.  It  is  late,  and 
old  friends  come  to  dine  here.  So,  if  anything  happens  to  me,  and  we 
don't  meet  again,  good-by,  and  God  bless  you. 

Your  affectionate  kinsman, 

MILES  ST.  JOHN. 


CHAPTEK   VII. 

THE   ENGAGEMENT. 

IT  is  somewhat  less  than  three  months  after  the  death  of 
Sir  Miles  St.  John;  November  reigns  in  London.  And 
"  reigns  "  seems  scarcely  a  metaphorical  expression  as  applied 
to  the  sullen,  absolute  sway  which  that  dreary  month  (first  in 
the  dynasty  of  Winter)  spreads  over  the  passive,  dejected  city. 
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Elsewhere  in  England,  November  is  no  such  gloomy,  grim 
fellow  as  he  is  described.  Over  the  brown  glebes  and  changed 
woods  in  the  country,  his  still  face  looks  contemplative  and 
mild ;  and  he  has  soft  smiles,  too,  at  times,  —  lighting  up  his 
taxed  vassals  the  groves ;  gleaming  where  the  leaves  still  cling 
to  the  boughs,  and  reflected  in  dimples  from  the  waves  which 
still  glide  free  from  his  chains.  But  as  a  conqueror  who 
makes  his  home  in  the  capital,  weighs  down  with  hard  policy 
the  mutinous  citizens  long  ere  his  iron  influence  is  felt  in  the 
province,  so  the  first  tyrant  of  Winter  has  only  rigour  and 
frowns  for  London.  The  very  aspect  of  the  wayfarers  has 
the  look  of  men  newly  enslaved:  cloaked  and  muffled,  they 
steal  to  and  fro  through  the  dismal  fogs.  Even  the  children 
creep  timidly  through  the  streets ;  the  carriages  go  cautious 
and  hearse-like  along;  daylight  is  dim  and  obscure;  the  town 
is  not  filled,  nor  the  brisk  mirth  of  Christmas  commenced; 
the  unsocial  shadows  flit  amidst  the  mist,  like  men  on  the  eve 
of  a  fatal  conspiracy.  Each  other  month  in  London  has  its 
charms  for  the  experienced.  Even  from  August  to  October, 
when  The  Season  lies  dormant,  and  Fashion  forbids  her  sons 
to  be  seen  within  hearing  of  Bow,  the  true  lover  of  London 
finds  pleasure  still  at  hand,  if  he  search  for  her  duly.  There 
are  the  early  walks  through  the  parks  and  green  Kensington 
Gardens,  which  now  change  their  character  of  resort,  and 
seem  rural  and  country  like,  but  yet  with  more  life  than  the 
country;  for  on  the  benches  beneath  the  trees,  and  along  the 
sward,  and  up  the  malls,  are  living  beings  enough  to  interest 
the  eye  and  divert  the  thoughts,  if  you  are  a  guesser  into 
character,  and  amateur  of  the  human  face, — fresh  nursery- 
maid and  playful  ^children;  and  the  old  shabby-genteel,  but- 
toned-up  officer,  musing  on  half -pay,  as  he  sits  alone  in  some 
alcove  of  Kenna,  or  leans  pensive  over  the  rail  of  the  vacant 
Ring;  and  early  tradesman,  or  clerk  from  the  suburban  lodg- 
ing, trudging  brisk  to  his  business,  —  for  business  never 
ceases  in  London.  Then  at  noon,  what  delight  to  escape  to 
the  banks  at  Putney  or  Richmond,  —  the  row  up  the  river ; 
the  fishing  punt;  the  ease  at  your  inn  till  dark!  or  if  this 
tempt  not,  still  Autumn  shines  clear  and  calm  over  the  roofs, 
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where  the  smoke  has  a  holiday;  and  how  clean  gleam  the 
vistas  through  the  tranquillized  thoroughfares;  and  as  you 
saunter  along,  you  have  all  London  to  yourself,  Andrew  Sel- 
kirk, but  with  the  mart  of  the  world  for  your  desert.  And 
when  October  comes  on,  it  has  one  characteristic  of  spring, 

—  life  busily  returns  to  the  city;  you  see  the  shops  bustling 
up,  trade  flowing  back.     As  birds  scent  the  April,  so  the  chil- 
dren of  commerce  plume  their  wings  and  prepare  for  the  first 
slack  returns  of  the  season.     But  November!     Strange  the 
taste,  stout  the  lungs,  grief-defying  the  heart,  of  the  visitor 
who  finds  charms  and  joy  in  a  London  November. 

In  a  small  lodging-house  in  Bulstrode  Street,  Manchester 
Square,  grouped  a  family  in  mourning  who  had  had  the  temer- 
ity to  come  to  town  in  November,  for  the  purpose,  no  doubt, 
of  raising  their  spirits.  In  the  dull,  small  drawing-room  of 
the  dull,  small  house  we  introduce  to  you,  first,  a  middle-aged 
gentleman  whose  dress  showed  what  dress  now  fails  to  show, 

—  his  profession.     Nobody  could  mistake  the  cut  of  the  cloth 
and  the  shape  of  the  hat,  for  he  had  just  come  in  from  a 
walk,  and  not  from  discourtesy,   but  abstraction,  the  broad 
brim  still  shadowed  his  pleasant,  placid  face.     Parson  spoke 
out  in  him,  from  beaver  to  buckle.     By  the  coal  fire,  where, 
through  volumes  of  smoke,  fussed  and  flickered  a  pretension 
to  flame,  sat  a  middle-aged  lady,  whom,  without  being  a  con- 
jurer, you  would  pronounce  at  once  to  be  wife  to  the  parson ; 
and  sundry  children  sat  on  stools  all  about  her,  with  one  book 
between  them,  and  a  low  whispered  murmur  from  their  two 
or  three  pursed-up  lips,  announcing  that  that  book  was  super- 
fluous.    By  the   last  of  three   dim-looking    windows,   made 
dimmer   by  brown    moreen  draperies,   edged  genteelly  with 
black   cotton  velvet,  stood  a  girl  of   very  soft  and  pensive 
expression  of  features,  —  pretty  unquestionably,   excessively 
pretty;  but  there  was  something  so  delicate  and  elegant  about 
her, — the  bend  of  her  head,  the  shape  of  her  slight  figure, 
the  little  fair  hands  crossed  one  on  each  other,  as  the  face 
mournfully  and  listlessly  turned  to  the  window,  that  "  pretty  " 
would  have  seemed  a  word  of  praise  too  often  proffered  to 
milliner  and  serving-maid.     Nevertheless,  it  was  perhaps  the 
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right  one:  "handsome"  would  have  implied  something  state- 
lier and  more  commanding;  "beautiful,"  greater  regularity  of 
feature,  or  richness  of  colouring.  The  parson,  who  since  his 
entrance  had  been  walking  up  and  down  the  small  room  with 
his  hands  behind  him,  glanced  now  and  then  at  the  young 
lady,  but  not  speaking,  at  length  paused  from  that  monoto- 
nous exercise  by  the  chair  of  his  wife,  and  touched  her 
shoulder.  She  stopped  from  her  work,  which,  more  engross- 
ing than  elegant,  was  nothing  less  than  what  is  technically 
called  "  the  taking  in  "  of  a  certain  blue  jacket,  which  was 
about  to  pass  from  Matthew,  the  eldest  born,  to  David,  the 
second,  and  looked  up  at  her  husband  affectionately.  Her 
husband,  however,  spoke  not;  he  only  made  a  sign,  partly 
with  his  eyebrow,  partly  with  a  jerk  of  his  thumb  over  his 
right  shoulder,  in  the  direction  of  the  young  lady  we  have 
described,  and  then  completed  the  pantomime  with  a  melan- 
choly shake  of  the  head.  The  wife  turned  round  and  looked 
hard,  the  scissors  horizontally  raised  in  one  hand,  while  the 
other  reposed  on  the  cuff  of  the  jacket.  At  this  moment  a 
low  knock  was  heard  at  the  street-door.  The  worthy  pair  saw 
the  girl  shrink  back,  with  a  kind  of  tremulous  movement; 
presently  there  came  the  sound  of  a  footstep  below,  the  creak 
of  a  hinge  on  the  ground-floor,  and  again  all  was  silent. 

"That  is  Mr.  Mainwaring's  knock,"  said  one  of  the 
children. 

The  girl  left  the  room  abruptly,  and,  light  as  was  her  step, 
they  heard  her  steal  up  the  stairs. 

"My  dears,"  said  the  parson,  "  it  wants  an  hour  yet  to  dark; 
you  may  go  and  walk  in  the  square." 

1  'T  is  so  dull  in  that  ugly  square,  and  they  won't  let  us 
into  the  green.  I  am  sure  we  'd  rather  stay  here,"  said  one 
of  the  children,  as  spokesman  for  the  rest;  and  they  all 
nestled  closer  round  the  hearth. 

"But,  my  dears,"  said  the  parson,  simply,  "I  want  to  talk 
alone  with  your  mother.  However,  if  you  like  best  to  go  and 
keep  quiet  in  your  own  room,  you  may  do  so." 

"Or  we  can  go  into  Susan's?" 

"No,"  said  the  parson;  "you  must  not  disturb  Susan." 
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"  She  never  used  to  care  about  being  disturbed.  I  wonder 
what 's  come  to  her?  " 

The  parson  made  no  rejoinder  to  this  half -petulant  question. 
The  children  consulted  together  a  moment,  and  resolved  that 
the  square,  though  so  dull,  was  less  dull  than  their  own  little 
attic.  That  being  decided,  it  was  the  mother's  turn  to  address 
them.  And  though  Mr.  Fielden  was  as  anxious  and  fond  as 
most  fathers,  he  grew  a  little  impatient  before  comforters, 
kerchiefs,  and  muffettees  were  arranged,  and  minute  exor- 
diums as  to  the  danger  of  crossing  the  street,  and  the  risk  of 
patting  strange  dogs,  etc.,  were  half-way  concluded;  with  a 
shrug  and  a  smile,  he  at  length  fairly  pushed  out  the  chil- 
dren, shut  the  door,  and  drew  his  chair  close  to  his  wife's. 

"My  dear,"  he  began  at  once,  "I  am  extremely  uneasy 
about  that  poor  girl." 

"What,  Miss  Clavering?  Indeed,  she  eats  almost  nothing 
at  all,  and  sits  so  moping  alone;  but  she  sees  Mr.  Mainwaring 
every  day.  What  can  we  do?  She  is  so  proud,  I  'm  afraid 
of  her." 

"  My  dear,  I  was  not  thinking  of  Miss  Clavering,  though  I 
did  not  interrupt  you,  for  it  is  very  true  that  she  is  much  to 
be  pitied." 

"And  I  am  sure  it  was  for  her  sake  alone  that  you  agreed 
to  Susan's  request,  and  got  Blackman  to  do  duty  for  you  at 
the  vicarage,  while  we  all  came  up  here,  in  hopes  London 
town  would  divert  her.  We  left  all  at  sixes  and  sevens ;  and 
I  should  not  at  all  wonder  if  John  made  away  with  the 
apples." 

"But,  I  say,"  resumed  the  parson,  without  heeding  that 
mournful  foreboding,  —  "I  say,  I  was  then  only  thinking  of 
Susan.  You  see  how  pale  and  sad  she  is  grown." 

"Why,  she  is  so  very  soft-hearted,  and  she  must  feel  for 
her  sister." 

"But  her  sister,  though  she  thinks  much,  and  keeps  aloof 
from  us,  is  not  sad  herself,  only  reserved.  On  the  contrary, 
I  believe  she  has  now  got  over  even  poor  Sir  Miles 's  death." 

"  And  the  loss  of  the  great  property !  " 

"  Fie,  Mary ! "  said  Mr.  Fielden,  almost  austerely. 
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Mary  looked  down,  rebuked,  for  she  was  not  one  of  the 
high-spirited  wives  who  despise  their  husbands  for  goodness. 

"I  beg  pardon,  my  dear,"  she  said  meekly;  "it  was  very 
wrong  in  me ;  but  I  cannot  —  do  what  I  will  —  I  cannot  like 
that  Miss  Clavering." 

"  The  more  need  to  judge  her  with  charity.  And  if  what  I 
fear  is  the  case,  I  'm  sure  we  can't  feel  too  much  compassion 
for  the  poor  blinded  young  lady." 

"Bless  my  heart,  Mr.  Fielden,  what  is  it  you  mean?" 

The  parson  looked  round,  to  be  sure  the  door  was  quite 
closed,  and  replied,  in  a  whisper :  "  I  mean,  that  I  fear  Wil- 
liam Mainwaring  loves,  not  Lucretia,  but  Susan." 

The  scissors  fell  from  the  hand  of  Mrs.  Fielden;  and 
though  one  point  stuck  in  the  ground,  and  the  other  point 
threatened  war  upon  flounces  and  toes,  strange  to  say,  she  did 
not  even  stoop  to  remove  the  chevaux-de-frise. 

"Why,  then,  he  's  a  most  false-hearted  young  man!  " 

"To  blame,  certainly,"  said  Fielden;  "I  don't  say  to  the 
contrary,  —  though  I  like  the  young  man,  and  am  sure  that 
he  's  more  timid  than  false.  I  may  now  tell  you  —  for  I  want 
your  advice,  Mary  —  what  I  kept  secret  before.  When  Main- 
waring  visited  us,  many  months  ago,  at  Southampton,  he  con- 
fessed to  me  that  he  felt  warmly  for  Susan,  and  asked  if  I 
thought  Sir  Miles  would  consent.  I  knew  too  well  how 
proud  the  poor  old  gentleman  was,  to  give  him  any  such 
hopes.  So  he  left,  very  honourably.  You  remember,  after 
he  went,  that  Susan's  spirits  were  low,  — you  remarked  it." 

"  Yes,  indeed,  I  remember.  But  when  the  first  shock  of 
Sir  Miles's  death  was  over,  she  got  back  her  sweet  colour, 
and  looked  cheerful  enough." 

"Because,  perhaps,  then  she  felt  that  she  had  a  fortune  to 
bestow  on  Mr.  Mainwaring,  and  thought  all  obstacle  was 
over." 

"Why,  how  clever  you  are!  How  did  you  get  at  her 
thoughts?" 

"My  own  folly,  — my  own  rash  folly,"  almost  groaned  Mr. 
Fielden.  "For  not  guessing  that  Mr.  Mainwaring  could  have 
got  engaged  meanwhile  to  Lucretia,  and  suspecting  how  it  was 
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with  Susan's  poor  little  heart,  I  let  out,  in  a  jest  —  Heaven 
forgive  me! — what  William  had  said;  and  the  dear  child 
blushed,  and  kissed  me,  and  —  why,  a  day  or  two  after,  when 
it  was  fixed  that  we  should  come  up  to  London,  Lucretia 
informed  me,  with  her  freezing  politeness,  that  she  was  to 
marry  Mainwaring  herself  as  soon  as  her  first  mourning  was 
over." 

"  Poor,  dear,  dear  Susan !  " 

"  Susan  behaved  like  an  angel ;  and  when  I  broached  it  to 
her,  I  thought  she  was  calm ;  and  I  am  sure  she  prayed  with 
her  whole  heart  that  both  might  be  happy. " 

"I'm  sure  she  did.  What  is  to  be  done?  I  understand  it 
all  now.  Dear  me,  dear  me!  a  sad  piece  of  work  indeed." 
And  Mrs.  Fielden  abstractedly  picked  up  the  scissors. 

"  It  was  not  till  our  coming  to  town,  and  Mr.  Mainwaring's 
visits  to  Lucretia,  that  her  strength  gave  way." 

"  A  hard  sight  to  bear,  —  I  never  could  have  borne  it,  my 
love.  If  I  had  seen  you  paying  court  to  another,  I  should 
have  —  I  don't  know  what  I  should  have  done !  But  what  an 
artful  wretch  this  young  Mainwaring  must  be." 

"Not  very  artful;  for  you  see  that  he  looks  even  sadder 
than  Susan.  He  got  entangled  somehow,  to  be  sure.  Per- 
haps he  had  given  up  Susan  in  despair;  and  Miss  Clavering, 
if  haughty,  is  no  doubt  a  very  superior  young  lady;  and,  I 
dare  say,  it  is  only  now  in  seeing  them  both  together,  and 
comparing  the  two,  that  he  feels  what  a  treasure  he  has  lost. 
Well,  what  do  you  advise,  Mary?  Mainwaring,  no  doubt,  is 
bound  in  honour  to  Miss  Clavering;  but  she  will  be  sure  to 
discover,  sooner  or  later,  the  state  of  his  feelings,  and  then 
I  tremble  for  both.  I  'm  sure  she  will  never  be  happy,  while 
he  will  be  wretched;  and  Susan  —  I  dare  not  think  upon 
Susan ;  she  has  a  cough  that  goes  to  my  heart. " 

"  So  she  has ;  that  cough  —  you  don't  know  the  money  I 
spend  on  black-currant  jelly!  What's  my  advice?  Why, 
I  'd  speak  to  Miss  Clavering  at  once,  if  I  dared.  I  'm  sure 
love  will  never  break  her  heart;  and  she's  so  proud,  she'd 
throw  him  off  without  a  sigh,  if  she  knew  how  things  stood." 

"I  believe  you  are  right,"  said  Mr.  Fielden;  "for  truth  is 
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the  best  policy,  after  all.  Still,  it 's  scarce  my  business  to 
meddle ;  and  if  it  were  not  for  Susan  —  Well,  well,  I  must 
think  of  it,  and  pray  Heaven  to  direct  me." 

This  conference  suffices  to  explain  to  the  reader  the  stage 
to  which  the  history  of  Lucretia  had  arrived.  Willingly  we 
pass  over  what  it  were  scarcely  possible  to  describe, — her 
first  shock  at  the  fall  from  the  expectations  of  her  life;  for- 
tune, rank,  and  what  she  valued  more  than  either,  power, 
crushed  at  a  blow.  From  the  dark  and  sullen  despair  into 
which  she  was  first  plunged,  she  was  roused  into  hope,  into 
something  like  joy,  by  Mainwaring's  letters.  Never  had  they 
been  so  warm  and  so  tender ;  for  the  young  man  felt  not  only 
poignant  remorse  that  he  had  been  the  cause  of  her  downfall 
(though  she  broke  it  to  him  with  more  delicacy  than  might 
have  been  expected  from  the  state  of  her  feelings  and  the 
hardness  of  her  character),  but  he  felt  also  imperiously  the 
obligations  which  her  loss  rendered  more  binding  than  ever. 
He  persuaded,  he  urged,  he  forced  himself  into  affection;  and 
probably  without  a  murmur  of  his  heart,  he  would  have  gone 
with  her  to  the  altar,  and,  once  wedded,  custom  and  duty 
would  have  strengthened  the  chain  imposed  on  himself,  had 
it  not  been  for  Lucretia's  fatal  eagerness  to  see  him,  to  come 
up  to  London,  where  she  induced  him  to  meet  her,  — for  with 
her  came  Susan;  and  in  Susan's  averted  face  and  trembling 
hand  and  mute  avoidance  of  his  eye,  he  read  all  which  the 
poor  dissembler  fancied  she  concealed.  But  the  die  was  cast, 
the  union  announced,  the  time  fixed,  and  day  by  day  he  came 
to  the  house,  to  leave  it  in  anguish  and  despair.  A  feeling 
they  shared  in  common  caused  these  two  unhappy  persons 
to  shun  each  other.  Mainwaring  rarely  came  into  the  usual 
sitting-room  of  the  family;  and  when  he  did  so,  chiefly  in  the 
evening,  Susan  usually  took  refuge  in  her  own  room.  If  they 
met,  it  was  by  accident,  on  the  stairs,  or  at  the  sudden  open- 
ing of  a  door;  then  not  only  no  word,  but  scarcely  even  a  look 
was  exchanged:  neither  had  the  courage  to  face  the  other. 
Perhaps,  of  the  two,  this  reserve  weighed  most  on  Susan; 
perhaps  she  most  yearned  to  break  the  silence,  —  for  she 
thought  she  divined  the  cause  of  Mainwaring's  gloomy  and 
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mute  constraint  in  the  upbraidings  of  his  conscience,  which 
might  doubtless  recall,  if  no  positive  pledge  to  Susan,  at  least 
those  words  and  tones  which  betray  the  one  heart,  and  seek  to 
allure  the  other;  and  the  profound  melancholy  stamped  on 
his  whole  person,  apparent  even  to  her  hurried  glance,  touched 
her  with  a  compassion  free  from  all  the  bitterness  of  selfish 
reproach.  She  fancied  she  could  die  happy  if  she  could 
remove  that  cloud  from  his  brow,  that  shadow  from  his  con- 
science. Die;  for  she  thought  not  of  life.  She  loved  gently, 
quietly,  —  not  with  the  vehement  passion  that  belongs  to 
stronger  natures;  but  it  was  the  love  of  which  the  young 
and  the  pure  have  died.  The  face  of  the  Genius  was  calm 
and  soft;  and  only  by  the  lowering  of  the  hand  do  you  see 
that  the  torch  burns  out,  and  that  the  image  too  serene  for 
earthly  love  is  the  genius  of  loving  Death. 

Absorbed  in  the  egotism  of  her  passion  (increased,  as  is 
ever  the  case  with  women,  even  the  worst,  by  the  sacrifices 
it  had  cost  her),  and  if  that  passion  paused,  by  the  energy  of 
her  ambition,  which  already  began  to  scheme  and  reconstruct 
new  scaffolds  to  repair  the  ruined  walls  of  the  past,  —  Lucre- 
tia  as  yet  had  not  detected  what  was  so  apparent  to  the  sim- 
ple sense  of  Mr.  Fielden.  That  Mainwaring  was  grave  and 
thoughtful  and  abstracted,  she  ascribed  only  to  his  grief  at 
the  thought  of  her  loss,  and  his  anxieties  for  her  altered 
future;  and  in  her  efforts  to  console  him,  her  attempts  to 
convince  him  that  greatness  in  England  did  not  consist  only 
in  lands  and  manors,  —  that  in  the  higher  walks  of  life  which 
conduct  to  the  Temple  of  Renown,  the  leaders  of  the  proces- 
sion are  the  aristocracy  of  knowledge  and  of  intellect,  — she 
so  betrayed,  not  generous  emulation  and  high-souled  aspiring, 
but  the  dark,  unscrupulous,  tortuous  ambition  of  cunning, 
stratagem,  and  intrigue,  that  instead  of  feeling  grateful  and 
encouraged,  he  shuddered  and  revolted.  How,  accompanied 
and  led  by  a  spirit  which  he  felt  to  be  stronger  and  more 
commanding  than  his  own,  — how  preserve  the  whiteness  of 
his  soul,  the  uprightness  of  his  honour?  Already  he  felt 
himself  debased.  But  in  the  still  trial  of  domestic  inter- 
course, with  the  daily,  hourly  dripping  on  the  stone,  in  the 
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many  struggles  between  truth  and  falsehood,  guile  and  can- 
dour, which  men  —  and,  above  all,  ambitious  men  —  must 
wage,  what  darker  angel  would  whisper  him  in  his  monitor? 
Still,  he  was  bound,  — bound  with  an  iron  band;  he  writhed, 
but  dreamed  not  of  escape. 

The  day  after  that  of  Fielden's  conference  with  his  wife, 
an  unexpected  visitor  came  to  the  house.  Olivier  Dalibard 
called.  He  had  not  seen  Lucretia  since  she  had  left  Laugh- 
ton,  nor  had  any  correspondence  passed  between  them.  He 
came  at  dusk,  just  after  Mainwaring's  daily  visit  was  over, 
and  Lucretia  was  still  in  the  parlour,  which  she  had  appro- 
priated to  herself.  Her  brow  contracted  as  his  name  was 
announced,  and  the  maid-servant  lighted  the  candle  on  the 
table,  stirred  the  fire,  and  gave  a  tug  at  the  curtains.  Her 
eye,  glancing  from  his,  round  the  mean  room,  with  its  dingy 
horsehair  furniture,  involuntarily  implied  the  contrast  between 
the  past  state  and  the  present,  which  his  sight  could  scarcely 
help  to  impress  on  her.  But  she  welcomed  him  with  her 
usual  stately  composure,  and  without  reference  to  what  had 
been.  Dalibard  was  secretly  anxious  to  discover  if  she  sus- 
pected himself  of  any  agency  in  the  detection  of  the  eventful 
letter;  and  assured  by  her  manner  that  no  such  thought  was 
yet  harboured,  he  thought  it  best  to  imitate  her  own  reserve. 
He  assumed,  however,  a  manner  that,  far  more  respectful  than 
he  ever  before  observed  to  his  pupil,  was  nevertheless  suffi- 
ciently kind  and  familiar  to  restore  them  gradually  to  their 
old  footing;  and  that  he  succeeded  was  apparent,  when,  after 
a  pause,  Lucretia  said  abruptty:  "How  did  Sir  Miles  St. 
John  discover  my  correspondence  with  Mr.  Mainwaring?  " 

"Is  it  possible  that  you  are  ignorant?  Ah,  how  —  how 
should  you  know  it?"  And  Dalibard  so  simply  explained 
the  occurrence,  in  which,  indeed,  it  was  impossible  to  trace 
the  hand  that  had  moved  springs  which  seemed  so  entirely 
set  at  work  by  an  accident,  that  despite  the  extreme  suspi- 
ciousness  of  her  nature,  Lucretia  did  not  see  a  pretence  for 
accusing  him.  Indeed,  when  he  related  the  little  subterfuge 
of  Gabriel,  his  attempt  to  save  her  by  taking  the  letter  on 
himself,  she  felt  thankful  to  the  boy,  and  deemed  Gabriel's 


LUCRETIA.  119 

conduct  quite  in  keeping  with  his  attachment  to  herself. 
And  this  accounted  satisfactorily  for  the  only  circumstance 
that  had  ever  troubled  her  with  a  doubt,  —  namely,  the  legacy 
left  to  Gabriel.  She  knew  enough  of  Sir  Miles  to  be  aware 
that  he  would  be  grateful  to  any  one  who  had  saved  the  name 
of  his  niece,  even  while  most  embittered  against  her,  from 
the  shame  attached  to  clandestine  correspondence. 

"It  is  strange,  nevertheless,"  said  she,  thoughtfully,  after 
a  pause,  "  that  the  girl  should  have  detected  the  letter,  con- 
cealed as  it  was  by  the  leaves  that  covered  it." 

"But,"  answered  Dalibard,  readily,  "you  see  two  or  three 
persons  had  entered  before,  and  their  feet  must  have  displaced 
the  leaves." 

"Possibly;  the  evil  is  now  past  recall." 

"And  Mr.  Main  war  ing?  Do  you  still  adhere  to  one  who 
has  cost  you  so  much,  poor  child  ?  " 

"In  three  months  more  I  shall  be  his  wife." 

Dalibard  sighed  deeply,  but  offered  no  remonstrance. 

"Well,"  he  said,  taking  her  hand  with  mingled  reverence 
and  affection,  —  "  well,  I  oppose  your  inclinations  no  more, 
for  now  there  is  nothing  to  risk;  you  are  mistress  of  your 
own  fortune ;  and  since  Mainwaring  has  talents,  that  fortune 
will  suffice  for  a  career.  Are  you  at  length  convinced  that  I 
have  conquered  my  folly;  that  I  was  disinterested  when 
I  incurred  your  displeasure?  If  so,  can  you  restore  to  me 
your  friendship?  You  will  have  some  struggle  with  the 
world,  and,  with  my  long  experience  of  men  and  life,  even  I, 
the  poor  exile,  may  assist  you." 

And  so  thought  Lucretia ;  for  with  some  dread  of  Dalibard's 
craft,  she  yet  credited  his  attachment  to  herself,  and  she  felt 
profound  admiration  for  an  intelligence  more  consummate  and 
accomplished  than  any  ever  yet  submitted  to  her  comprehen- 
sion. From  that  time,  Dalibard  became  an  habitual  visitor 
at  the  house ;  he  never  interfered  with  Lucretia's  interviews 
with  Mainwaring;  he  took  the  union  for  granted,  and  con- 
versed with  her  cheerfully  on  the  prospects  before  her;  he 
ingratiated  himself  with  the  Fieldens,  played  with  the  chil- 
dren, made  himself  at  home,  and  in  the  evenings  when  Main- 
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waring,  as  often  as  he  could  find  the  excuse,  absented  himself 
from  the  family  circle,  he  contrived  to  draw  Lucretia  into 
more  social  intercourse  with  her  homely  companions  than  she 
had  before  condescended  to  admit.  Good  Mr.  Fielden  re- 
joiced ;  here  was  the  very  person,  —  the  old  friend  of  Sir 
Miles,  the  preceptor  of  Lucretia  herself,  evidently  most 
attached  to  her,  having  influence  over  her,  —  the  very  per- 
son to  whom  to  confide  his  embarrassment.  One  day,  there- 
fore, when  Dalibard  had  touched  his  heart  by  noticing  the 
paleness  of  Susan,  he  took  him  aside  and  told  him  all.  "And 
now,"  concluded  the  pastor,  hoping  he  had  found  one  to 
relieve  him  of  his  dreaded  and  ungracious  task,  "don't  you 
think  that  I  —  or  rather  you  —  as  so  old  a  friend,  should 
speak  frankly  to  Miss  Clavering  herself?" 

"No,  indeed,"  said  the  Prove^al,  quickly;  "if  we  spoke 
to  her,  she  would  disbelieve  us.  She  would  no  doubt  appeal 
to  Mainwaring,  and  Mainwaring  would  have  no  choice  but  to 
contradict  us.  Once  put  on  his  guard,  he  would  control  his 
very  sadness.  Lucretia,  offended,  might  leave  your  house, 
and  certainly  she  would  regard  her  sister  as  having  influenced 
your  confession,  — a  position  unworthy  Miss  Mivers.  But  do 
not  fear:  if  the  evil  be  so,  it  carries  with  it  its  inevitable 
remedy.  Let  Lucretia  discover  it  herself;  but,  pardon  me, 
she  must  have  seen,  at  your  first  reception  of  Mainwaring, 
that  he  had  before  been  acquainted  with  you?" 

"She  was  not  in  the  room  when  we  first  received  Main- 
waring;  and  I  have  always  been  distant  to  him,  as  you  may 
suppose,  for  I  felt  disappointed  and  displeased.  Of  course, 
however,  she  is  aware  that  we  knew  him  before  she  did. 
AVhatof  that?" 

"  Why,  do  you  think,  then,  he  told  her  at  Laughton  of  this 
acquaintance,  — that  he  spoke  of  Susan?  I  suspect  not." 

"I  cannot  say,  I  am  sure,"  said  Mr.  Fielden. 

"Ask  her  that  question  accidentally;  and  for  the  rest,  be 
discreet,  my  dear  sir.  I  thank  you  for  your  confidence.  I 
will  watch  well  over  my  poor  young  pupil.  She  must  not 
indeed,  be  sacrificed  to  a  man  whose  affections  are  engaged 
elsewhere." 
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Dalibard  trod  on  air  as  lie  left  the  house ;  his  very  counte- 
nance had  changed;  he  seemed  ten  years  younger.  It  was 
evening;  and  suddenly,  as  he  came  into  Oxford  Street,  he 
encountered  a  knot  of  young  men  —  noisy  and  laughing  loud 
—  obstructing  the  pavement,  breaking  jests  on  the  more  sober 
passengers,  and  attracting  the  especial  and  admiring  attention 
of  sundry  ladies  in  plumed  hats  and  scarlet  pelisses;  for  the 
streets  then  enjoyed  a  gay  liberty  which  has  vanished  from 
London  with  the  lanterns  of  the  watchmen.  Noisiest  and 
most  conspicuous  of  these  descendants  of  the  Mohawks,  the 
sleek  and  orderly  scholar  beheld  the  childish  figure  of  his 
son.  Nor  did  Gabriel  shrink  from  his  father's  eye,  stern  and 
scornful  as  it  was,  but  rather  braved  the  glance  with  an  impu- 
dent leer. 

Eight,  however,  in  the  midst  of  the  group,  strode  the 
Provencal,  and  laying  his  hand  very  gently  on  the  boy's 
shoulder,  he  said:  "My  son,  come  with  me." 

Gabriel  looked  irresolute,  and  glanced  at  his  companions. 
Delighted  at  the  prospect  of  a  scene,  they  now  gathered 
round,  with  countenances  and  gestures  that  seemed  little 
disposed  to  acknowledge  the  parental  authority. 

"Gentlemen,"  said  Dalibard,  turning  a  shade  more  pale, 
for  though  morally  most  resolute,  physically  he  was  not 
brave, — "gentlemen,  I  must  beg  you  to  excuse  me;  this 
child  is  my  son! " 

"But  Art  is  his  mother,"  replied  a  tall,  raw-boned  young 
man,  with  long  tawny  hair  streaming  down  from  a  hat  very 
much  battered.  "  At  the  juvenile  age,  the  child  is  consigned 
to  the  mother!  Have  I  said  it?"  and  he  turned  round  the- 
atrically to  his  comrades. 

"  Bravo !  "  cried  the  rest,  clapping  their  hands. 

"  Down  with  all  tyrants  and  fathers !  hip,  hip,  hurrah ! " 
and  the  hideous  diapason  nearly  split  the  drum  of  the  ears 
into  which  it  resounded. 

"Gabriel,"  whispered  the  father,  "you  had  better  follow 
me,  had  you  not  ?  Reflect ! "  So  saying,  he  bowed  low  to 
the  unpropitious  assembly,  and  as  if  yielding  the  victory, 
stepped  aside  and  crossed  over  towards  Bond  Street. 
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Before  the  din  of  derision  and  triumph  died  away,  Dalibard 
looked  back,  and  saw  Gabriel  behind  him. 

"Approach,  sir,"  he  said;  and  as  the  boy  stood  still,  he 
added,  "I  promise  peace  if  you  will  accept  it." 

"Peace,  then,"  answered  Gabriel,  and  he  joined  his  father's 
side. 

"So,"  said  Dalibard,  "when  I  consented  to  your  studying 
Art,  as  you  call  it,  under  your  mother's  most  respectable 
brother,  I  ought  to  have  contemplated  what  would  be  the 
natural  and  becoming  companions  of  the  rising  Raphael  I 
have  given  to  the  world." 

"I  own,  sir,"  replied  Gabriel,  demurely,  "that  they  are 
riotous  fellows ;  but  some  of  them  are  clever,  and  —  " 

"And  excessively  drunk,"  interrupted  Dalibard,  examining 
the  gait  of  his  son.  "  Do  you  learn  that  accomplishment  also, 
by  way  of  steadying  your  hand  for  the  easel?" 

"No,  sir;  I  like  wine  well  enough,  but  I  would  not  be  drunk 
for  the  world.  I  see  people  when  they  are  drunk  are  mere 
fools,  — let  out  their  secrets,  and  show  themselves  up." 

"  Well  said, "  replied  the  father,  almost  admiringly.  "  But 
a  truce  with  this  bantering,  Gabriel.  Can  you  imagine  that  I 
will  permit  you  any  longer  to  remain  with  that  vagabond 
Varney  and  yon  crew  of  vauriens?  You  will  come  home 
with  me ;  and  if  you  must  be  a  painter,  I  will  look  out  for  a 
more  trustworthy  master." 

"I  shall  stay  where  I  am,"  answered  Gabriel,  firmly,  and 
compressing  his  lips  with  a  force  that  left  them  bloodless. 

"What,  boy?  Do  I  hear  right?  Dare  you  disobey  me? 
Dare  you  defy?  " 

"Not  in  your  house,  so  I  will  not  enter  it  again." 

Dalibard  laughed  mockingly. 

"  Petite !  but  this  is  modest !  You  are  not  of  age  yet,  Mr. 
Varney;  you  are  not  free  from  a  father's  tyrannical  control." 

"  The  law  does  not  own  you  as  my  father,  I  am  told,  sir. 
You  have  said  my  name  rightly,  —  it  is  Varney,  not  Dalibard. 
We  have  no  rights  over  each  other;  so  at  least  says  Tom 
Passmore,  and  his  father  's  a  lawyer!  " 

Dalibard's  hand  griped  his  son's  arm  fiercely.     Despite  his 
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pain,  which  was  acute,  the  child  uttered  no  cry;  but  he 
growled  beneath  his  teeth,  "Beware!  beware!  or  my  mother's 
son  may  avenge  her  death !  " 

Dalibard  removed  his  hand,  and  staggered  as  if  struck. 
Gliding  from  his  side,  Gabriel  seized  the  occasion  to  escape ; 
he  paused,  however,  midway  in  the  dull,  lamp-lit  kennel 
when  he  saw  himself  out  of  reach,  and  then  approaching 
cautiously,  said :  "  I  know  I  am  a  boy,  but  you  have  made  me 
man  enough  to  take  care  of  myself.  Mr.  Varney,  my  uncle, 
will  maintain  me;  when  of  age,  old  Sir  Miles  has  provided 
for  me.  Leave  me  in  peace,  treat  me  as  free,  and  I  will  visit 
you,  help  you  when  you  want  me,  obey  you  still,  — yes,  fol- 
low your  instructions;  for  I  know  you  are,"  he  paused,  "you 
are  wise.  But  if  you  seek  again  to  make  me  your  slave,  you 
will  only  find  your  foe.  Good-night;  and  remember  that  a 
bastard  has  no  father !  " 

With  these  words  he  moved  on,  and  hurrying  down  the 
street,  turned  the  corner  and  vanished. 

Dalibard  remained  motionless  for  some  minutes ;  at  length 
he  muttered:  "Ay,  let  him  go,  he  is  dangerous!  What  son 
ever  revolted  even  from  the  worst  father,  and  throve  in  life? 
Food  for  the  gibbet!  What  matters? " 

When  next  Dalibard  visited  Lucretia,  his  manner  was 
changed ;  the  cheerfulness  he  had  before  assumed  gave  place 
to  a  kind  of  melancholy  compassion;  he  no  longer  entered 
into  her  plans  for  the  future,  but  would  look  at  her  mourn- 
fully, start  up,  and  walk  away.  She  would  have  attributed 
the  change  to  some  return  of  his  ancient  passion,  but  she 
heard  him  once  murmur  with  unspeakable  pity,  "  Poor  child, 
poor  child ! "  A  vague  apprehension  seized  her,  —  first, 
indeed,  caught  from  some  remarks  dropped  by  Mr.  Fielden, 
which  were  less  discreet  than  Dalibard  had  recommended.  A 
day  or  two  afterwards,  she  asked  Mainwaring,  carelessly,  why 
he  had  never  spoken  to  her  at  Laughton  of  his  acquaintance 
with  Fielden. 

"  You  asked  me  that  before, "  he  said,  somewhat  sullenly. 

"Did  I?     I  forget!     But  how  was  it?     Tell  me  again." 

"I    scarcely   know,"    he    replied    confusedly;    "we    were 
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always  talking  of  each  other  or  poor  Sir  Miles,  —  our  own 
hopes  and  fears." 

This  was  true,  and  a  lover's  natural  excuse.  In  the 
present  of  love  all  the  past  is  forgotten. 

"Still,"  said  Lucretia,  with  her  sidelong  glance,  —  "still, 
as  you  must  have  seen  much  of  my  own  sister  —  " 

Main  waring,  while  she  spoke,  was  at  work  on  a  button  on 
his  gaiter  (gaiters  were  then  worn  tight  at  the  ankle);  the 
effort  brought  the  blood  to  his  forehead. 

"But,"  he  said,  still  stooping  at  his  occupation,  "you  were 
so  little  intimate  with  your  sister;  I  feared  to  offend.  Family 
differences  are  so  difficult  to  approach." 

Lucretia  was  satisfied  at  the  moment ;  for  so  vast  was  her 
stake  in  Mainwaring's  heart,  so  did  her  whole  heart  and  soul 
grapple  to  the  rock  left  serene  amidst  the  deluge,  that  she 
habitually  and  resolutely  thrust  from  her  mind  all  the  doubts 
that  at  times  invaded  it. 

"I  know,"  she  would  often  say  to  herself, — "I  know  he 
does  not  love  as  I  do ;  but  man  never  can,  never  ought  to  love 
as  woman!  Were  I  a  man,  I  should  scorn  myself  if  I  could 
be  so  absorbed  in  one  emotion  as  I  am  proud  to  be  now,  —  I, 
poor  woman !  I  know, "  again  she  would  think,  —  "I  know 
how  suspicious  and  distrustful  I  am ;  I  must  not  distrust  him, 

—  I  shall  only  irritate,  I  may  lose  him :  I  dare  not  distrust, 

—  it  would  be  too  dreadful." 

Thus,  as  a  system  vigorously  embraced  by  a  determined 
mind,  she  had  schooled  and  forced  herself  into  reliance  on 
her  lover.  His  words  now,  we  say,  satisfied  her  at  the  mo- 
ment; but  afterwards,  in  absence,  they  were  recalled,  in  spite 
of  herself,  —  in  the  midst  of  fears,  shapeless  and  undefined. 
Involuntarily  she  began  to  examine  the  countenance,  the 
movements,  of  her  sister, — to  court  Susan's  society  more 
than  she  had  done;  for  her  previous  indifference  had  now 
deepened  into  bitterness.  Susan,  the  neglected  and  despised, 
had  become  her  equal, — nay,  more  than  her  equal:  Susan's 
children  would  have  precedence  to  her  own  in  the  heritage  of 
Laughton !  Hitherto  she  had  never  deigned  to  talk  to  her  in 
the  sweet  familiarity  of  sisters  so  placed;  never  deigned  to 
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confide  to  her  those  feelings  for  her  future  husband  which 
burned  lone  and  ardent  in  the  close  vault  of  her  guarded 
heart.  Now,  however,  she  began  to  name  him,  wind  her 
arm  into  Susan's,  talk  of  love  and  home,  and  the  days  to 
come;  and  as  she  spoke,  she  read  the  workings  of  her  sister's 
face.  That  part  of  the  secret  grew  clear  almost  at  the  first 
glance.  Susan  loved,  — loved  William  Main  waring;  but  was 
it  not  a  love  hopeless  and  unreturned?  Might  not  this  be  the 
cause  that  had  made  Mainwaring  so  reserved?  He  might 
have  seen,  or  conjectured,  a  conquest  he  had  not  sought;  and 
hence,  with  manly  delicacy,  he  had  avoided  naming  Susan  to 
Lucretia;  and  now,  perhaps,  sought  the  excuses  which  at 
times  had  chafed  and  wounded  her  for  not  joining  the  house- 
hold circle.  If  one  of  those  who  glance  over  these  pages 
chances  to  be  a  person  more  than  usually  able  and  acute,  —  a 
person  who  has  loved  and  been  deceived,  — he  or  she,  no  mat- 
ter which,  will  perhaps  recall  those  first  moments  when  the 
doubt,  long  put  off,  insisted  to  be  heard.  A  weak  and  foolish 
heart  gives  way  to  the  doubt  at  once ;  not  so  the  subtler  and 
more  powerful,  —  it  rather,  on  the  contrary,  recalls  all  the 
little  circumstances  that  justify  trust  and  make  head  against 
suspicion;  it  will  not  render  the  citadel  at  the  mere  sound  of 
the  trumpet;  it  arms  all  its  forces,  and  bars  its  gates  on  the 
foe.  Hence  it  is  that  the  persons  most  easy  to  dupe  in  mat- 
ters of  affection  are  usually  those  most  astute  in  the  larger 
affairs  of  life.  Moliere,  reading  every  riddle  in  the  vast  com- 
plexities of  human  character,  and  clinging,  in  self-imposed 
credulity,  to  his  profligate  wife,  is  a  type  of  a  striking  truth. 
Still,  a  foreboding,  a  warning  instinct  withheld  Lucretia  from 
plumbing  farther  into  the  deeps  of  her  own  fears.  So  horri- 
ble was  the  thought  that  she  had  been  deceived,  that  rather 
than  face  it,  she  would  have  preferred  to  deceive  herself. 
This  poor,  bad  heart  shrank  from  inquiry,  it  trembled  at  the 
idea  of  condemnation.  She  hailed,  with  a  sentiment  of 
release  that  partook  of  rapture,  Susan's  abrupt  announce- 
ment one  morning  that  she  had  accepted  an  invitation  from 
some  relations  of  her  father  to  spend  some  time  with  them 
at  their  villa  near  Hampsteadj  she  was  to  go  the  end  of  the 
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week.  Lucretia  hailed  it,  though  she  saw  the  cause,  —  Susan 
shrank  from  the  name  of  Mainwaring  on  Lucretia's  lipsj 
shrank  from  the  familiar  intercourse  so  ruthlessly  forced  on 
her!  With  a  bright  eye,  that  day,  Lucretia  met  her  lover; 
yet  she  would  not  tell  him  of  Susan's  intended  departure,  — 
she  had  not  the  courage. 

Dalibard  was  foiled.  This  contradiction  in  Lucretia's  tem- 
per, so  suspicious,  so  determined,  puzzled  even  his  penetra- 
tion. He  saw  that  bolder  tactics  were  required.  He  waylaid 
Mainwaring  on  the  young  man's  way  to  his  lodgings,  and  after 
talking  to  him  on  indifferent  matters,  asked  him  carelessly 
whether  he  did  not  think  Susan  far  gone  in  a  decline.  Affect- 
ing not  to  notice  the  convulsive  start  with  which  the  question 
was  received,  he  went  on,  — 

"  There  is  evidently  something  on  her  mind ;  I  observe  that 
her  eyes  are  often  red,  as  with  weeping,  poor  girl.  Perhaps 
some  silly  love-affair.  However,  we  shall  not  see  her  again 
before  your  marriage;  she  is  going  away  in  a  day  or  two. 
The  change  of  air  may  possibly  yet  restore  her,  —  I  own, 
though,  I  fear  the  worst.  At  this  time  of  the  year,  and  in 
your  climate,  such  complaints  as  I  take  hers  to  be  are  rapid. 
Good-day.  We  may  meet  this  evening." 

Terror-stricken  at  these  barbarous  words,  Mainwaring  no 
sooner  reached  his  lodging  than  he  wrote  and  despatched  a 
note  to  Fielden,  entreating  him  to  call. 

The  vicar  obeyed  the  summons,  and  found  Mainwaring  in 
a  state  of  mind  bordering  on  distraction.  Nor  when  Susan 
was  named  did  Fielden's  words  take  the  shape  of  comfort; 
for  he  himself  was  seriously  alarmed  for  her  health.  The 
sound  of  her  low  cough  rang  in  his  ears,  and  he  rather  height- 
ened than  removed  the  picture  which  haunted  Mainwaring,  — 
Susan  stricken,  dying,  broken-hearted! 

Tortured  both  in  heart  and  conscience,  Mainwaring  felt  as 
if  he  had  but  one  wish  left  in  the  world,  —  to  see  Susan  once 
more.  What  to  say,  he  scarce  knew;  but  for  her  to  depart,  — 
depart  perhaps  to  her  grave,  believing  him  coldly  indiffer- 
ent, —  for  her  not  to  know  at  least  his  struggles,  and  pro- 
nounce his  pardon,  was  a  thought  beyond  endurance.  After 
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such  an  interview  both  would  have  new  fortitude,  —  each 
would  unite  in  encouraging  the  other  in  the  only  step  left  to 
honour.  And  this  desire  he  urged  upon  Fielden  with  all  the 
eloquence  of  passionate  grief  as  he  entreated  him  to  permit 
and  procure  one  last  conference  with  Susan.  But  this,  the 
plain  sense  and  straightforward  conscience  of  the  good  man 
long  refused.  If  Mainwaring  had  been  left  in  the  position  to 
explain  his  heart  to  Lucretia,  it  would  not  have  been  for 
Fielden  to  object;  but  to  have  a  clandestine  interview  with 
one  sister  while  betrothed  to  the  other,  bore  in  itself  a  char- 
acter too  equivocal  to  meet  with  the  simple  vicar's  approval. 

"What  can  you  apprehend?"  exclaimed  the  young  man, 
almost  fiercely;  for,  harassed  and  tortured,  his  mild  nature 
was  driven  to  bay.  "  Can  you  suppose  that  I  shall  encourage 
my  own  misery  by  the  guilty  pleadings  of  unavailing  love? 
All  that  I  ask  is  the  luxury  —  yes,  the  luxury,  long  unknown 
to  me,  of  candour  —  to  place  fairly  and  manfully  before  Susan 
the  position  in  which  fate  has  involved  me.  Can  you  suppose 
that  we  shall  not  both  take  comfort  and  strength  from  each 
other?  Our  duty  is  plain  and  obvious;  but  it  grows  less 
painful,  encouraged  by  the  lips  of  a  companion  in  suffering. 
I  tell  you  fairly  that  see  Susan  I  will  and  must.  I  will  watch 
round  her  home,  wherever  it  be,  hour  after  hour;  come  what 
may,  I  will  find  my  occasion.  Is  it  not  better  that  the  inter- 
view should  be  under  your  roof,  within  the  same  walls  which 
shelter  her  sister?  There,  the  place  itself  imposes  restraint 
on  despair.  Oh,  sir,  this  is  no  time  for  formal  scruples;  be 
merciful,  I  beseech  you,  not  to  me,  but  to  Susan.  I  judge  of 
her  by  myself.  I  know  that  I  shall  go  to  the  altar  more 
resigned  to  the  future  if  for  once  I  can  give  vent  to  what 
weighs  upon  my  heart.  She  will  then  see,  as  I  do,  that  the 
path  before  me  is  inevitable;  she  will  compose  herself  to  face 
the  fate  that  compels  us.  We  shall  swear  tacitly  to  each 
other,  not  to  love,  but  to  conquer  love.  Believe  me,  sir,  I 
am  not  selfish  in  this  prayer;  an  instinct,  the  intuition  which 
human  grief  has  into  the  secrets  of  human  grief,  assures  me 
that  that  which  I  ask  is  the  best  consolation  you  can  afford  to 
Susan.  You  own  she  is  ill.  —  suffering.  Are  not  your  fears 
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for  her  very  life  —  0  Heaven!  for  her  very  life  —  gravely 
awakened?  And  yet  you  see  we  have  been  silent  to  each 
other!  Can  speech  be  more  fatal  in  its  results  than  silence? 
Oh,  for  her  sake,  hear  me !  " 

The  good  man's  tears  fell  fast.  His  scruples  were  shaken; 
there  was  truth  in  what  Mainwaring  urged.  He  did  not  yield, 
but  he  promised  to  reflect,  and  inform  Mainwaring,  by  a  line, 
in  the  evening.  Finding  this  was  all  he  could  effect,  the 
young  man  at  last  suffered  him  to  leave  the  house,  and 
Fielden  hastened  to  take  counsel  of  Dalibard;  that  wily 
persuader  soon  reasoned  away  Mr.  Fielden's  last  faint  objec- 
tion. It  now  only  remained  to  procure  Susan's  assent  to  the 
interview,  and  to  arrange  that  it  should  be  undisturbed.  Mr. 
Fielden  should  take  out  the  children  the  next  morning.  Dali- 
bard volunteered  to  contrive  the  absence  of  Lucretia  at  the 
hour  appointed.  Mrs.  Fielden  alone  should  remain  within, 
and  might,  if  it  were  judged  proper,  be  present  at  the  inter- 
view, which  was  fixed  for  the  forenoon  in  the  usual  drawing- 
room.  Nothing  but  Susan's  consent  was  now  necessary,  and 
Mr.  Fielden  ascended  to  her  room.  He  knocked  twice,  —  no 
sweet  voice  bade  him  enter;  he  opened  the  door  gently,  — 
Susan  was  in  prayer.  At  the  opposite  corner  of  the  room,  by 
the  side  of  her  bed,  she  knelt,  her  face  buried  in  her  hands, 
and  he  heard,  low  and  indistinct,  the  murmur  broken  by  the 
sob.  But  gradually,  as  he  stood  unperceived,  sob  and  mur- 
mur ceased,  —  prayer  had  its  customary  and  blessed  effect 
with  the  pure  and  earnest.  And  when  Susan  rose,  though 
the  tears  yet  rolled  down  her  cheeks,  the  face  was  serene  as 
an  angel's. 

The  pastor  approached  and  took  her  hand;  a  blush  then 
broke  over  her  countenance,  —  she  trembled,  and  her  eyes  fell 
on  the  ground.  "My  child,"  he  said  solemnly,  "God  will 
hear  you!  "  And  after  those  words  there  was  a  long  silence. 
He  then  drew  her  passively  towards  a  seat,  and  sat  down  by 
her,  embarrassed  how  to  begin.  At  length  he  said,  looking 
somewhat  aside,  "  Mr.  Mainwaring  has  made  me  a  request,  — 
a  prayer  which  relates  to  you,  and  which  I  refer  to  you.  He 
asks  you  to  grant  him  an  interview  before  you  leave  us,  — 
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to-morrow,  if  you  will.  I  refused  at  first,  —  I  am  in  doubt 
still;  for,  my  dear,  I  have  always  found  that  when  the  feel- 
ings move  us,  our  duty  becomes  less  clear  to  the  human 
heart,  —  corrupt,  we  know,  but  still  it  is  often  a  safer  guide 
than  our  reason.  I  never  knew  reason  unerring,  except  in 
mathematics;  we  have  no  Euclid,"  and  the  good  man  smiled 
mournfully,  "in  the  problems  of  real  life.  I  will  not  urge 
you  one  way  or  the  other ;  I  put  the  case  before  you :  Would 
it,  as  the  young  man  says,  give  you  comfort  and  strength  to 
see  him  once  again  while,  while  —  in  short,  before  your  sister 
is  —  I  mean  before  —  that  is,  would  it  soothe  you  now,  to  have 
an  unreserved  communication  with  him?  He  implores  it. 
What  shall  I  answer?  " 

"  This  trial,  too ! "  muttered  Susan,  almost  inaudibly,  — 
"  this  trial  which  I  once  yearned  for ; "  and  the  hand  clasped 
in  Fielden's  was  as  cold  as  ice.  Then,  turning  her  eyes  to 
her  guardian  somewhat  wildly,  she  cried :  "  But  to  what  end, 
what  object?  Why  should  he  wish  to  see  me?" 

"To  take  greater  courage  to  do  his  duty;  to  feel  less 
unhappy  at  —  at  —  " 

"  I  will  see  him, "  interrupted  Susan,  firmly,  — "  he  is 
right;  it  will  strengthen  both.  I  will  see  him!" 

"But  human  nature  is  weak,  my  child;  if  my  heart  be  so 
now,  what  will  be  yours?" 

"Fear  me  not,"  answered  Susan,  with  a  sad,  wandering 
smile ;  and  she  repeated  vacantly :  "  I  will  see  him !  " 

The  good  man  looked  at  her,  threw  his  arms  round  her 
wasted  form,  and  lifting  up  his  eyes,  his  lips  stirred  with 
such  half -syllabled  words  as  fathers  breathe  on  high. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE    DISCOVERY. 

DALIBARD  had  undertaken  to  get  Lucretia  from  the  house, 
—  in  fact,  her  approaching  marriage  rendered  necessary  a 
communication  with  Mr.  Parchmount,  as  executor  to  her 
uncle's  will,  relative  to  the  transfer  of  her  portion;  and  she 
had  asked  Dalibard  to  accompany  her  thither;  for  her  pride 
shrank  from  receiving  the  lawyer  in  the  shabby  parlour  of 
the  shabby  lodging-house;  she  therefore,  that  evening,  fixed 
the  next  day,  before  noon,  for  the  visit.  A  carriage  was 
hired  for  the  occasion,  and  when  it  drove  off,  Mr.  Fielden 
took  his  children  a  walk  to  Primrose  Hill,  and  called,  as  was 
agreed,  on  Mainwaring  by  the  way. 

The  carriage  had  scarcely  rattled  fifty  yards  through  the 
street  when  Dalibard  fixed  his  eyes  with  deep  and  solemn 
commiseration  on  Lucretia.  Hitherto,  with  masterly  art,  he 
had  kept  aloof  from  direct  explanations  with  his  pupil;  he 
knew  that  she  would  distrust  no  one  like  himself.  The  plot 
was  now  ripened,  and  it  was  time  for  the  main  agent  to  con- 
duct the  catastrophe.  The  look  was  so  expressive  that  Lucre- 
tia felt  a  chill  at  her  heart,  and  could  not  help  exclaiming, 
"What  has  happened?  You  have  some  terrible  tidings  to 
communicate ! " 

"I  have  indeed  to  say  that  which  may,  perhaps,  cause  you 
to  hate  me  forever;  as  we  hate  those  who  report  our  afflic- 
tions. I  must  endure  this;  I  have  struggled  long  between 
my  indignation  and  my  compassion.  House  up  your  strong 
mind,  and  hear  me.  Mainwaring  loves  your  sister!  " 

Lucretia  uttered  a  cry  that  seemed  scarcely  to  come  from  a 
human  voice,  — 

"No,  no!"  she  gasped  out;  "do  not  tell  me.  I  will  hear 
no  more ;  I  will  not  believe  you !  " 
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With  an  inexpressible  pity  and  softness  in  his  tone,  this 
man,  whose  career  had  given  him  such  profound  experience  in 
the  frailties  of  the  human  heart,  continued:  "I  do  not  ask 
you  to  believe  me,  Lucretia;  I  would  not  now  speak,  if  you 
had  not  the  opportunity  to  convince  yourself.  Even  those 
with  whom  you  live  are  false  to  you;  at  this  moment  they 
have  arranged  all,  for  Mainwaring  to  steal,  in  your  absence, 
to  your  sister.  In  a  few  moments  more  he  will  be  with  her; 
if  you  yourself  would  learn  what  passes  between  them,  you 
have  the  power." 

"I  have  —  I  have  not  —  not  —  the  courage;  drive  on  — 
faster  —  faster." 

Dalibard  again  was  foiled.  In  this  strange  cowardice  there 
was  something  so  terrible,  yet  so  touching,  that  it  became  sub' 
lime,  —  it  was  the  grasp  of  a  drowning  soul  at  the  last  plank. 

"You  are  right  perhaps, "he  said,  after  a  pause;  and  wisely 
forbearing  all  taunt  and  resistance,  he  left  the  heart  to  its 
own  workings. 

Suddenly,  Lucretia  caught  at  the  check-string.  "Stop," 
she  exclaimed,  —  "stop!  I  will  not,  I  cannot,  endure  this 
suspense  to  last  through  a  life !  I  will  learn  the  worst.  Bid 
him  drive  back." 

"We  must  descend  and  walk;  you  forget  we  must  enter 
unsuspected;"  and  Dalibard,  as  the  carriage  stopped,  opened 
the  door  and  let  down  the  steps. 

Lucretia  recoiled,  then  pressing  one  hand  to  her  heart,  she 
descended,  without  touching  the  arm  held  out  to  her. 

Dalibard  bade  the  coachman  wait,  and  they  walked  back  to 
the  house. 

"Yes,  he  may  see  her,"  exclaimed  Lucretia,  her  face  bright- 
ening. "Ah,  there  you  have  not  deceived  me;  I  see  your 
stratagem, — I  despise  it;  I  know  she  loves  him;  she  has 
sought  this  interview.  He  is  so  mild  and  gentle,  so  fearful 
to  give  pain;  he  has  consented,  from  pity,  — that  is  all.  Is 
he  not  pledged  to  me?  He,  so  candid,  so  ingenuous!  There 
must  be  truth  somewhere  in  the  world.  If  he  is  false,  where 
find  truth?  Dark  man,  must  I  look  for  it  in  you,  — you?" 

"It  is  not  my  truth  T  require  you  to  test;  I  pretend  not  to 
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truth  universal;  I  can  be  true  to  one,  as  you  may  yet  dis- 
cover. But  I  own  your  belief  is  not  impossible;  my  interest 
in  you  may  have  made  me  rash  and  unjust,  —  what  you  may 
overhear,  far  from  destroying,  may  confirm  forever  your  hap- 
piness. Would  that  it  may  be  so!  " 

"It  must  be  so,"  returned  Lucretia,  with  a  fearful  gloom  on 
her  brow  and  in  her  accent;  "I  will  interpret  every  word  to 
my  own  salvation." 

Dalibard's  countenance  changed,  despite  his  usual  control 
over  it.  He  had  set  all  his  chances  upon  this  cast,  and  it  was 
more  hazardous  than  he  had  deemed.  He  had  counted  too 
much  upon  the  jealousy  of  common  natures.  After  all,  how 
little  to  the  ear  of  one  resolved  to  deceive  herself  might  pass 
between  these  two  young  persons,  meeting  not  to  avow  attach- 
ment, but  to  take  courage  from  each  other!  What  restraint 
might  they  impose  on  their  feelings!  Still,  the  game  must 
be  played  out. 

As  they  now  neared  the  house,  Dalibard  looked  carefully 
round,  lest  they  should  encounter  Mainwaring  on  his  way  to 
it.  He  had  counted  on  arriving  before  the  young  man  could 
get  there. 

"But,"  said  Lucretia,  breaking  silence,  with  an  ironical 
smile,  —  "  but  —  for  your  tender  anxiety  for  me  has,  no 
doubt,  provided  all  means  and  contrivance,  all  necessary 
aids  to  baseness  and  eavesdropping,  that  can  assure  my 
happiness  —  how  am  I  to  be  present  at  this  interview?" 

"  I  have  provided,  as  you  say, "  answered  Dalibard,  in  the 
tone  of  a  man  deeply  hurt,  "  those  means  which  I,  who  have 
found  the  world  one  foe  and  one  traitor,  deemed  the  best  to 
distinguish  falsehood  from  truth.  I  have  arranged  that  we 
shall  enter  the  house  unsuspected.  Mainwaring  and  your 
sister  will  be  in  the  drawing-room ;  the  room  next  to  it  will 
be  vacant,  as  Mr.  Fielden  is  from  home :  there  is  but  a  glass- 
door  between  the  two  chambers." 

"Enough,  enough!"  and  Lucretia  turned  round  and  placed 
her  hand  lightly  on  the  Prove^al's  arm.  "The  next  hour 
will  decide  whether  the  means  you  suggest  to  learn  truth  and 
defend  safety  will  be  familiar  or  loathsome  to  me  for  life,  — 
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will  decide  whether  trust  is  a  madness;  whether  you,  my 
youth's  teacher,  are  the  wisest  of  men,  or  only  the  most 
dangerous." 

"Believe  me,  or  not,  when  I  say  I  would  rather  the  deci- 
sion should  condemn  me;  for  I,  too,  have  need  of  confidence 
in  men." 

Nothing  further  was  said;  the  dull  street  was  quiet  and 
desolate  as  usual.  Dalibard  had  taken  with  him  the  key  of 
the  house-door.  The  door  opened  noiselessly;  they  were  in 
the  house.  Mainwaring's  cloak  was  in  the  hall;  he  had 
arrived  a  few  moments  before  them.  Dalibard  pointed 
silently  to  that  evidence  in  favour  of  his  tale.  Lucretia 
bowed  her  head,  but  with  a  look  that  implied  defiance;  and 
(still  without  a  word)  she  ascended  the  stairs,  and  entered 
the  room  appointed  for  concealment.  But  as  she  entered,  at 
the  farther  corner  of  the  chamber  she  saw  Mrs.  Fielden 
seated,  —  seated,  remote  and  out  of  hearing.  The  good- 
natured  woman  had  yielded  to  Mainwaring's  prayer,  and 
Susan's  silent  look  that  enforced  it,  to  let  their  interview 
be  unwitnessed.  She  did  not  perceive  Lucretia  till  the  last 
walked  glidingly,  but  firmly,  up  to  her,  placed  a  burning 
hand  on  her  lips,  and  whispered :  "  Hush,  betray  me  not ;  my 
happiness  for  life  —  Susan's  —  his  —  are  at  stake;  I  must 
hear  what  passes :  it  is  my  fate  that  is  deciding.  Hush !  I 
command ;  for  I  have  the  right. " 

Mrs.  Fielden  was  awed  and  startled;  and  before  she  could 
recover  even  breath,  Lucretia  had  quitted  her  side  and  taken 
her  post  at  the  fatal  door.  She  lifted  the  corner  of  the  cur- 
tain from  the  glass  panel,  and  looked  in. 

Mainwaring  was  seated  at  a  little  distance  from  Susan, 
whose  face  was  turned  from  her.  Mainwaring's  countenance 
was  in  full  view.  But  it  was  Susan's  voice  that  met  her  ear; 
and  though  sweet  and  low,  it  was  distinct,  and  even  firm.  It 
was  evident  from  the  words  that  the  conference  had  but  just 
begun. 

"Indeed,  Mr.  Mainwaring,  you  have  nothing  to  explain, 
nothing  of  which  to  accuse  yourself.  It  was  not  for  this, 
believe  me,"  —  and  here  Susan  turned  her  face,  and  its  aspect 
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of  heavenly  innocence  met  the  dry,  lurid  eye  of  the  unseen 
witness,  —  "not  for  this,  believe  nie,  that  I  consented  to  see 
you.  If  I  did  so,  it  was  only  because  I  thought,  because  I 
feared  from  your  manner,  when  we  met  at  times,  still  more 
from  your  evident  avoidance  to  meet  me  at  all,  that  you  were 
unhappy  (for  I  know  you  kind  and  honest),  —  unhappy  at  the 
thought  that  you  had  wounded  me,  and  my  heart  could  not 
bear  that,  nor,  perhaps,  my  pride  either.  That  you  should 
have  forgotten  me  —  " 

"Forgotten  you!" 

"That  you  should  have  been  captivated,"  continued  Susan, 
in  a  more  hurried  tone,  "  by  one  so  superior  to  me  in  all  things 
as  Lucretia,  is  very  natural.  I  thought,  then  —  thought  only 

—  that  nothing  could  cloud  your  happiness  but  some  reproach 
of  a  conscience  too  sensitive.    For  this  I  have  met  you,  —  met 
you  without  a  thought  which  Lucretia  would  have  a  right  to 
blame,  could  she  read  my  heart;  met  you,"  and  the  voice  for 
the  first  time  faltered,  "  that  I  might  say,  '  Be  at  peace ;  it  is 
your  sister  that  addresses  you.     Requite  Lucretia' s  love,  — it 
is  deep  and  strong;  give  her,  as  she  gives  to  you,  a  whole 
heart;  and  in  your  happiness  I,  your  sister  —  sister  to  both 

—  /shall  be  blest."     With  a  smile  inexpressibly  touching 
and  ingenuous,  she  held  out  her  hand  as  she  ceased.     Main- 
waring  sprang  forward,  and  despite  her  struggle,  pressed  it 
to  his  lips,  his  heart. 

"Oh,"  he  exclaimed,  in  broken  accents,  which  gradually 
became  more  clear  and  loud,  "  what  —  what  have  I  lost !  — 
lost  forever !  No,  no,  I  will  be  worthy  of  you !  I  do  not,  I 
dare  not,  say  that  I  love  you  still!  I  feel  what  I  owe  to 
Lucretia.  How  I  became  first  ensnared,  infatuated;  how, 
with  your  image  graven  so  deeply  here  —  " 

"Mainwaring  —  Mr.  Mainwaring  —  I  must  not  hear  you 
Is  this  your  promise?" 

"Yes,  you  must  hear  me  yet.  How  I  became  engaged  to 
your  sister,  — so  different  indeed  from  you,  — I  start  in  amaze 
and  bewilderment  when  I  seek  to  conjecture.  But  so  it  was. 
For  me  she  has  forfeited  fortune,  rank,  all  which  that  proud, 
stern  heart  so  prized  and  coveted.  Heaven  is  my  witness  how 
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I  have  struggled  to  repay  her  affection  with  my  own!  If  I 
cannot  succeed,  at  least  all  that  faith  and  gratitude  can  give 
are  hers.  Yes,  when  I  leave  you,  comforted  by  your  forgive- 
ness, your  prayers,  I  shall  have  strength  to  tear  you  from  my 
heart;  it  is  my  duty,  my  fate.  With  a  firm  step  I  will  go  to 
these  abhorred  nuptials.  Oh,  shudder  not,  turn  not  away. 
Forgive  the  word;  but  I  must  speak, — my  heart  will  out; 
yes,  abhorred  nuptials!  Between  my  grave  and  the  altar, 
would  —  would  that  I  had  a  choice !  " 

From  this  burst,  which  in  vain  from  time  to  time  Susan 
had  sought  to  check,  Mainwaring  was  startled  by  an  appari- 
tion which  froze  his  veins,  as  a  ghost  from  the  grave.  The 
door  was  thrown  open,  and  Lucretia  stood  in  the  aperture,  — 
stood,  gazing  on  him,  face  to  face;  and  her  own  was  so 
colourless,  so  rigid,  so  locked  in  its  livid  and  awful  solemnity 
of  aspect  that  it  was,  indeed,  as  one  risen  from  the  dead. 

Dismayed  by  the  abrupt  cry  and  the  changed  face  of  her 
lover,  Susan  turned  and  beheld  her  sister.  With  the  impulse 
of  the  pierced  and  loving  heart,  which  divined  all  the  agony 
inflicted,  she  sprang  to  Lucretia's  side,  she  fell  to  the  ground 
and  clasped  her  knees. 

"Do  not  heed,  do  not  believe  him;  it  is  but  the  frenzy  of 
a  moment.  He  spoke  but  to  deceive  me, — me,  who  loved  him 
once!  Mine  alone,  mine  is  the  crime.  He  knows  all  your 
worth.  Pity  —  pity  —  pity  on  yourself,  on  him,  on  me ! " 

Lucretia's  eyes  fell  with  the  glare  of  a  fiend  upon  the 
imploring  face  lifted  to  her  own.  Her  lips  moved,  but  no 
sound  was  audible.  At  length  she  drew  herself  from  her 
sister's  clasp,  and  walked  steadily  up  to  Mainwaring.  She 
surveyed  him  with  a  calm  and  cruel  gaze,  as  if  she  enjoyed 
his  shame  and  terror.  Before,  however,  she  spoke,  Mrs. 
Fielden,  who  had  watched,  as  one  spellbound,  Lucretia's 
movements,  and,  without  hearing  what  had  passed,  had  the 
full  foreboding  of  what  would  ensue,  but  had  not  stirred  till 
Lucretia  herself  terminated  the  suspense  and  broke  the  charm 
of  her  awe,  — before  she  spoke,  Mrs.  Fielden  rushed  in,  and 
giving  vent  to  her  agitation  in  loud  sobs,  as  she  threw  her 
arms  round  Susan,  who  was  still  kneeling  on  the  floor,  brought 
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something  of  grotesque  to  the  more  tragic  and  fearful  charac- 
ter of  the  scene. 

"My  uncle  was  right;  there  is  neither  courage  nor  honour 
in  the  low-born!  He,  the  schemer,  too,  is  right.  All  hollow, 
—  all  false!"  Thus  said  Lucretia,  with  a  strange  sort  of 
musing  accent,  at  first  scornful,  at  last  only  quietly  ab- 
stracted. "Rise,  sir,"  she  then  added,  with  her  most  im- 
perious tone;  "do  you  not  hear  your  Susan  weep?  Do  you 
fear  in  my  presence  to  console  her?  Coward  to  her,  as  for- 
sworn to  me!  Go,  sir,  you  are  free!  " 

"Hear  me,"  faltered  Main  waring,  attempting  to  seize  her 
hand;  "I  do  not  ask  you  to  forgive;  but  —  " 

"Forgive,  sir!"  interrupted  Lucretia,  rearing  her  head, 
and  with  a  look  of  freezing  and  unspeakable  majesty. 
"There  is  only  one  person  here  who  needs  a  pardon;  but 
her  fault  is  inexpiable :  it  is  the  woman  who  stooped  beneath 
her  —  " 

With  these  words,  hurled  jfrom  her  with  a  scorn  which 
crushed  while  it  galled,  she  mechanically  drew  round  her 
form  her  black  mantle;  her  eye  glanced  on  the  deep  mourn- 
ing of  the  garment,  and  her  memory  recalled  all  that  love  had 
cost  her;  but  she  added  no  other  reproach.  Slowly  she  turned 
away.  Passing  Susan,  who  lay  senseless  in  Mrs.  Fielden's 
arms,  she  paused,  and  kissed  her  forehead. 

"When  she  recovers,  madam,"  she  said  to  Mrs.  Fielden, 
who  was  moved  and  astonished  by  this  softness,  "say  that 
Lucretia  Clavering  uttered  a  vow  when  she  kissed  the  brow 
of  William  Mainwaring's  future  wife!" 

Olivier  Dalibard  was  still  seated  in  the  parlour  below  when 
Lucretia  entered.  Her  face  yet  retained  its  almost  unearthly 
rigidity  and  calm;  but  a  sort  of  darkness  had  come  over  its 
ashen  pallor,  —  that  shade  so  indescribable,  which  is  seen  in 
the  human  face,  after  long  illness,  a  day  or  two  before  death. 
Dalibard  was  appalled;  for  he  had  too  often  seen  that  hue  in 
the  dying  not  to  recognize  it  now.  His  emotion  was  suffi- 
ciently genuine  to  give  more  than  usual  earnestness  to  his 
voice  and  gesture,  as  he  poured  out  every  word  that  spoke 
sympathy  and  soothing  For  a  long  time  Lucretia  did  not 
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seem    to   hear    him ;   at  last  her    face    softened,  —  the   ice 
broke. 

"Motherless,  friendless,  lone,  alone  forever,  undone,  un- 
done ! "  she  murmured.  Her  head  sank  upon  the  shoulder  of 
her  fearful  counsellor,  unconscious  of  its  resting-place,  and 
she  burst  into  tears,  —  tears  which  perhaps  saved  her  reason 
or  her  life. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

A   SOUL   WITHOUT   HOPE. 

WHEN  Mr.  Fielden  returned  home,  Lucretia  had  quitted 
the  house.  She  left  a  line  for  him  in  her  usual  bold,  clear 
handwriting,  referring  him  to  his  wife  for  explanation  of  the 
reasons  that  forbade  a  further  residence  beneath  his  roof. 
She  had  removed  to  an  hotel  until  she  had  leisure  to  arrange 
her  plans  for  the  future.  In  a  few  months  she  should  be  of 
age ;  and  in  the  meanwhile,  who  now  living  claimed  authority 
over  her?  For  the  rest,  she  added,  "  I  repeat  what  I  told  Mr. 
Mainwaring :  all  engagement  between  us  is  at  an  end ;  he  will 
not  insult  me  either  by  letter  or  by  visit.  It  is  natural  that  I 
should  at  present  shrink  from  seeing  Susan  Mivers.  Here- 
after, if  permitted,  I  will  visit  Mrs.  Mainwaring." 

Though  all  had  chanced  as  Mr.  Fielden  had  desired  (if,  as 
he  once  half  meditated,  he  had  spoken  to  Lucretia  herself) ; 
though  a  marriage  that  could  have  brought  happiness  to  none, 
and  would  have  made  the  misery  of  two,  was  at  an  end,  —  he 
yet  felt  a  bitter  pang,  almost  of  remorse,  when  he  learned 
what  had  occurred.  And  Lucretia,  before  secretly  disliked 
(if  any  one  he  could  dislike),  became  dear  to  him  at  once,  by 
sorrow  and  compassion.  Forgetting  every  other  person,  he 
hurried  to  the  hotel  Lucretia  had  chosen;  but  her  coldness 
deceived  and  her  pride  repelled  him.  She  listened  dryly  to 
all  he  said,  and  merely  replied:  "I  feel  only  gratitude  at  my 
escape.  Let  this  subject  now  close  forever." 
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Mr.  Fielden  left  her  presence  with .  less  anxious  and  com- 
miserating feelings,  —  perhaps  all  had  chanced  for  the  best. 
And  on  returning  home,  his  whole  mind  became  absorbed  in 
alarm  for  Susan.  She  was  delirious,  and  in  great  danger;  it 
was  many  weeks  before  she  recovered.  Meanwhile,  Lucretia 
had  removed  into  private  apartments,  of  which  she  withheld 
the  address.  During  this  time,  therefore,  they  lost  sight 
of  her. 

If  amidst  the  punishments  with  which  the  sombre  imagi- 
nation of  poets  has  diversified  the  Realm  of  the  tortured 
Shadows,  it  had  depicted  some  soul  condemned  to  look  ever- 
more down  into  an  abyss,  all  change  to  its  gaze  forbidden, 
chasm  upon  chasm  yawning  deeper  and  deeper,  darker  and 
darker,  endless  and  infinite,  so  that,  eternally  gazing,  the 
soul  became,  as  it  were,  a  part  of  the  abyss,  —  such  an 
image  would  symbol  forth  the  state  of  Lucretia's  mind. 

It  was  not  the  mere  desolation  of  one  whom  love  has 
abandoned  and  betrayed.  In  the  abyss  were  mingled  inex- 
tricably together  the  gloom  of  the  past  and  of  the  future,  — 
there,  the  broken  fortunes,  the  crushed  ambition,  the  ruin  of 
the  worldly  expectations  long  inseparable  from  her  schemes ; 
and  amidst  them,  the  angry  shade  of  the  more  than  father, 
whose  heart  she  had  wrung,  and  whose  old  age  she  had 
speeded  to  the  grave.  These  sacrifices  to  love,  while  love 
was  left  to  her,  might  have  haunted  her  at  moments ;  but  a 
smile,  a  word,  a  glance,  banished  the  regret  and  the  remorse. 
Now,  love  being  razed  out  of  life,  the  ruins  of  all  else  loomed 
dismal  amidst  the  darkness;  and  a  voice  rose  up,  whispering: 
"  Lo,  fool,  what  thou  hast  lost  because  thou  didst  believe  and 
love !  "  And  this  thought  grasped  together  the  two  worlds  of 
being,  —  the  what  has  been,  and  the  what  shall  be.  All  hope 
seemed  stricken  from  the  future,  as  a  man  strikes  from  the 
calculations  of  his  income  the  returns  from  a  property  irre- 
vocably lost.  At  her  age  but  few  of  her  sex  have  parted  with 
religion;  but  even  such  mechanical  faith  as  the  lessons  of  her 
childhood,  and  the  constrained  conformities  with  Christian 
ceremonies,  had  instilled,  had  long  since  melted  away  in  the 
hard  scholastic  scepticism  of  hex  fatal  tutor,  —  a  scepticism 
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which  had  won,  with  little  effort,  a  reason  delighting  in  the 
maze  of  doubt,  and  easily  narrowed  into  the  cramped  and  iron 
logic  of  disbelief  by  an  intellect  that  scorned  to  submit  where 
it  failed  to  comprehend.  Nor  had  faith  given  place  to  those 
large  moral  truths  from  which  philosophy  has  sought  to 
restore  the  proud  statue  of  Pagan  Virtue  as  a  substitute  for 
the  meek  symbol  of  the  Christian  cross.  By  temperament 
unsocial,  nor  readily  moved  to  the  genial  and  benevolent,  that 
absolute  egotism  in  which  Olivier  Dalibard  centred  his  dreary 
ethics  seemed  sanctioned  to  Lucretia  by  her  studies  into  the 
motives  of  man  and  the  history  of  the  world.  She  had  read 
the  chronicles  of  States  and  the  memoirs  of  statesmen,  and 
seen  how  craft  carries  on  the  movements  of  an  age.  Those 
Viscontis,  Castruccios,  and  Medici;  those  Kichelieus  and 
Mazarins  and  De  Ketzs;  those  Loyolas  and  Mohammeds 
and  Cromwells;  those  Monks  and  Godolphins;  those  Marl- 
boroughs  and  Walpoles ;  those  founders  of  history  and  dynas- 
ties and  sects;  those  leaders  and  dupers  of  men,  greater  or 
lesser,  corrupters  or  corrupt,  all  standing  out  prominent  and 
renowned  from  the  guiltless  and  laurelless  obscure,  —  seemed 
to  win,  by  the  homage  of  posterity,  the  rewards  that  attend 
the  deceivers  of  their  time.  By  a  superb  arrogance  of  gener 
alization,  she  transferred  into  private  life,  and  the  rule  of 
commonplace  actions,  the  policy  that,  to  the  abasement 
of  honour,  has  so  often  triumphed  in  the  guidance  of  States. 
Therefore,  betimes,  the  whole  frame  of  society  was  changed 
to  her  eye,  from  the  calm  aspect  it  wears  to  those  who  live 
united  with  their  kind;  she  viewed  all  seemings  with  suspi- 
cion ;  and  before  she  had  entered  the  world,  prepared  to  live 
in  it  as  a  conspirator  in  a  city  convulsed,  spying  and  espied, 
schemed  against  and  scheming,  —  here  the  crown  for  the 
crafty,  there  the  axe  for  the  outwitted. 

But  her  love  —  for  love  is  trust  —  had  led  her  half  way 
forth  from  this  maze  of  the  intellect.  That  fair  youth  of 
inexperience  and  candour  which  seemed  to  bloom  out  in  the 
face  of  her  betrothed;  his  very  shrinking  from  the  schemes 
so  natural  to  her  that  to  her  they  seemed  even  innocent ;  his 
apparent  reliance  on  mere  masculine  ability,  with  the  plain 
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aids  of  perseverance  and  honesty,  —  all  had  an  attraction  that 
plucked  her  back  from  herself.  If  she  clung  to  him  firmly, 
blindly,  credulously,  it  was  not  as  the  lover  alone.  In  the 
lover  she  beheld  the  good  angel.  Had  he  only  died  to  her, 
still  the  angel  smile  would  have  survived  and  warned.  But 
the  man  had  not  died;  the  angel  itself  had  deceived;  the 
wings  could  uphold  her  no  more,  —  they  had  touched  the 
mire,  and  were  sullied  with  the  soil;  with  the  stain, 
was  forfeited  the  strength.  All  was  deceit  and  hollow- 
ness  and  treachery.  Lone  again  in  the  universe  rose  the 
eternal  /.  So  down  into  the  abyss  she  looked,  depth  upon 
depth,  and  the  darkness  had  no  relief,  and  the  deep  had  no 
end. 

Olivier  Dalibard  alone,  of  all  she  knew,  was  admitted  to 
her  seclusion.  He  played  his  part  as  might  be  expected  from 
the  singular  patience  and  penetration  which  belonged  to  the 
genius  of  his  character.  He  forbore  the  most  distant  allusion 
to  his  attachment  or  his  hopes.  He  evinced  sympathy  rather 
by  imitating  her  silence,  than  attempts  to  console.  When  he 
spoke,  he  sought  to  interest  her  mind  more  than  to  heal 
directly  the  deep  wounds  of  her  heart.  There  is  always,  to 
the  afflicted,  a  certain  charm  in  the  depth  and  bitterness  of 
eloquent  misanthropy.  And  Dalibard,  who  professed  not 
to  be  a  man-hater,  but  a  world-scorner,  had  powers  of  lan- 
guage and  of  reasoning  commensurate  with  his  astute  intel- 
lect and  his  profound  research.  His  society  became  not  only 
a  relief,  it  grew  almost  a  want,  to  that  stern  sorrower.  But 
whether  alarmed  or  not  by  the  influence  she  felt  him  gradu- 
ally acquiring,  or  whether,  through  some  haughty  desire  to 
rise  once  more  aloft  from  the  state  of  her  rival  and  her  lover, 
she  made  one  sudden  effort  to  grasp  at  the  rank  from  which 
she  had  been  hurled.  The  only  living  person  whose  connec- 
tion could  re-open  to  her  the  great  world,  with  its  splendours 
and  its  scope  to  ambition,  was  Charles  Vernon.  She  scarcely 
admitted  to  her  own  mind  the  idea  that  she  would  now  accept, 
if  offered,  the  suit  she  had  before  despised ;  she  did  not  even 
contemplate  the  renewal  of  that  suit,  —  though  there  was 
something  in  the  gallant  and  disinterested  character  of 
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Vernon  which  should  have  made  her  believe  he  would  re- 
gard their  altered  fortunes  rather  as  a  claim  on  his  honour 
than  a  release  to  his  engagements.  But  hitherto  no  commu- 
nication had  passed  between  them;  and  this  was  strange  if 
he  retained  the  same  intentions  which  he  had  announced  at 
Laughton.  Putting  aside,  we  say,  however,  all  such  consid- 
erations, Vernon  had  sought  her  friendship,  called  her 
"cousin,"  enforced  the  distant  relationship  between  them. 
Not  as  lover,  but  as  kinsman,  —  the  only  kinsman  of  her 
own  rank  she  possessed,  —  his  position  in  the  world,  his  con- 
nections, his  brilliant  range  of  acquaintance,  made  his  counsel 
for  her  future  plans,  his  aid  in  the  re-establishment  of  her 
consequence  (if  not  as  wealthy,  still  as  well-born),  and  her 
admission  amongst  her  equals,  of  price  and  value.  It  was 
worth  sounding  the  depth  of  the  friendship  he  had  offered, 
even  if  his  love  had  passed  away  with  the  fortune  on  which 
doubtless  it  had  been  based. 

She  took  a  bold  step, — she  wrote  to  Vernon:  not  even  to 
allude  to  what  had  passed  between  them ;  her  pride  forbade 
such  unwomanly  vulgarity.  The  baseness  that  was  in  her 
took  at  least  a  more  delicate  exterior.  She  wrote  to  him 
simply  and  distantly,  to  state  that  there  were  some  books  and 
trifles  of  hers  left  at  Laughton,  which  she  prized  beyond  their 
trivial  value,  and  to  request,  as  she  believed  him  to  be  absent 
from  the  Hall,  permission  to  call  at  her  old  home,  in  her  way 
to  a  visit  in  a  neighbouring  county,  and  point  out  to  whomso- 
ever he  might  appoint  to  meet  her,  the  effects  she  deemed 
herself  privileged  to  claim.  The  letter  was  one  merely  of 
business,  but  it  was  a  sufficient  test  of  the  friendly  feelings 
of  her  former  suitor. 

She  sent  this  letter  to  Vernon' s  house  in  London,  and  the 
next  day  came  the  answer. 

Vernon,  we  must  own,  entirely  sympathized  with  Sir  Miles 
in  the  solemn  injunctions  the  old  man  had  bequeathed.  Imme- 
diately after  the  death  of  one  to  whom  we  owe  gratitude  and 
love,  all  his  desires  take  a  sanctity  irresistible  and  ineffable ; 
we  adopt  his  affection,  his  dislikes,  his  obligations,  and  his 
wrongs.  And  after  he  had  read  the  copy  of  Lucretia's  letter, 
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inclosed  to  him  by  Sir  Miles,  the  conquest  the  poor  baronet 
had  made  over  resentment  and  vindictive  emotion,  the  evi- 
dent effort  at  passionless  justice  with  which  he  had  provided 
becomingly  for  his  niece,  while  he  cancelled  her  claims  as  his 
heiress,  had  filled  Vernon  with  a  reverence  for  his  wishes  and 
decisions  that  silenced  all  those  inclinations  to  over-generosity 
which  an  unexpected  inheritance  is  apt  to  create  towards  the 
less  fortunate  expectants.  Nevertheless,  Lucretia's  direct 
application,  her  formal  appeal  to  his  common  courtesy  as 
host  and  kinsman,  perplexed  greatly  a  man  ever  accustomed 
to  a  certain  chivalry  towards  the  sex ;  the  usual  frankness  of 
his  disposition  suggested,  however,  plain  dealing  as  the 
best  escape  from  his  dilemma,  and  therefore  he  answered 
thus :  — 

MADAM,  —  Under  other  circumstances  it  would  have  given  me  no 
common  pleasure  to  place  the  house  that  you  so  long  inhabited  again  at 
your  disposal ;  and  I  feel  so  painfully  the  position  which  my  refusal  of 
your  request  inflicts  upon  me,  that  rather  than  resort  to  excuses  and  pre- 
texts, which,  while  conveying  an  impression  of  my  sincerity,  would  seem 
almost  like  an  insult  to  yourself,  I  venture  frankly  to  inform  you  that  it 
was  the  dying  wish  of  my  lamented  kinsman,  in  consequence  of  a  letter 
which  came  under  his  eye,  that  the  welcome  you  had  hitherto  received 
at  Laugh  ton  should  be  withdrawn.  Pardon  me,  Madam,  if  I  express 
myself  thus  bluntly  ;  it  is  somewhat  necessary  to  the  vindication  of  my 
character  in  your  eyes,  both  as  regards  the  honour  of  your  request  and  my 
tacit  resignation  of  hopes  fervently  but  too  presumptuously  entertained. 
In  this  most  painful  candour,  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  add  wantonly 
to  your  self-reproaches  for  the  fault  of  youth  and  inexperience,  which 
I  should  be  the  last  person  to  judge  rigidly,  and  which,  had  Sir  Miles's 
life  been  spared,  you  would  doubtless  have  amply  repaired.  The  feel- 
ings which  actuated  Sir  Miles  in  his  latter  days  might  have  changed  ; 
but  the  injunction  those  feelings  prompted  I  am  bound  to  respect. 

For  the  mere  matter  of  business  on  which  you  have  done  me  the 
honour  to  address  me,  I  have  only  to  say  that  any  orders  you  may  give 
to  the  steward,  or  transmit  through  any  person  you  may  send  to  the 
Hall,  with  regard  to  the  effects  you  so  naturally  desire  to  claim,  shall 
be  implicitly  obeyed. 

And  believe  me,  Madam  (though  I  do  not  presume  to  add  those  ex- 
pressions which  might  rather  heighten  the  offence  I  fear  this  letter  will 
give  you),  that  the  assurance  of  your  happiness  in  the  choice  you  have 
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made,  and  which  now  no  obstacle  can  oppose,  will  considerably  lighten 
the  pain  with  which  I  shall  long  recall  my  ungracious  reply  to  your 
communication. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  etc., 

C.  VERNON  ST.  JOHN. 
BROOK  STREET,  Dec.  28,  18 — . 

The  receipt  of  such  a  letter  could  hardly  add  to  the  pro- 
founder  grief  which  preyed  in  the  innermost  core  of  Lucretia's 
heart ;  but  in  repelling  the  effort  she  had  made  to  distract  that 
grief  by  ambition,  it  blackened  the  sullen  despondency  with 
which  she  regarded  the  future.  As  the  insect  in  the  hollow 
snare  of  the  ant-lion,  she  felt  that  there  was  no  footing  up 
the  sides  of  the  cave  into  which  she  had  fallen;  the  sand  gave 
way  to  the  step.  But  despondency  in  her  brought  no  meek- 
ness; the  cloud  did  not  descend  in  rain;  resting  over  the 
horizon,  its  darkness  was  tinged  with  the  fires  which  it  fed. 
The  heart,  already  so  embittered,  was  stung  and  mortified 
into  intolerable  shame  and  wrath.  From  the  home  that 
should  have  been  hers,  in  which,  as  acknowledged  heiress, 
she  had  smiled  down  on  the  ruined  Vernon,  she  was  banished 
by  him  who  had  supplanted  her,  as  one  worthless  and  pol- 
luted. Though,  from  motives  of  obvious  delicacy,  Vernon 
had  not  said  expressly  that  he  had  seen  the  letter  to  Main- 
waring,  the  unfamiliar  and  formal  tone  which  he  assumed 
indirectly  declared  it,  and  betrayed  the  impression  it  had 
made,  in  spite  of  his  reserve.  A  living  man  then  was  in 
possession  of  a  secret  which  justified  his  disdain,  and  that 
man  was  master  of  Laughton!  The  suppressed  rage  which 
embraced  the  lost  lover  extended  darkly  over  this  witness  to 
that  baffled  and  miserable  love.  But  what  availed  rage 
against  either?  Abandoned  and  despoiled,  she  was  power- 
less to  avenge.  It  was  at  this  time,  when  her  prospects 
seemed  most  dark,  her  pride  was  most  crushed,  and  her  de- 
spair of  the  future  at  its  height,  that  she  turned  to  Dali- 
bard  as  the  only  friend  left  to  her  under  the  sun.  Even  the 
vices  she  perceived  in  him  became  merits,  for  they  forbade 
him  to  despise  her.  And  now,  this  man  rose  suddenly  into 
another  and  higher  aspect  of  character.  Of  late,  though 
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equally  deferential  to  her,  there  had  been  something  more 
lofty  in  his  mien,  more  assured  on  his  brow;  gleams  of  a 
secret  satisfaction,  even  of  a  joy,  that  he  appeared  anxious 
to  suppress,  as  ill  in  harmony  with  her  causes  for  dejection, 
broke  out  in  his  looks  and  words.  At  length,  one  day,  after 
some  preparatory  hesitation,  he  informed  her  that  he  was  free 
to  return  to  France;  that  even  without  the  peace  between 
England  and  France,  which  (known  under  the  name  of  the 
Peace  of  Amiens)  had  been  just  concluded,  he  should  have 
crossed  the  Channel.  The  advocacy  and  interest  of  friends 
whom  he  had  left  at  Paris  had  already  brought  him  under  the 
special  notice  of  the  wonderful  man  who  then  governed 
France,  and  who  sought  to  unite  in  its  service  every  de- 
scription and  variety  of  intellect.  He  should  return  to 
France,  and  then  —  why,  then,  the  ladder  was  on  the  walls 
of  Fortune  and  the  foot  planted  on  the  step!  As  he  spoke, 
confidently  and  sanguinely,  with  the  verve  and  assurance  of 
an  able  man  who  sees  clear  the  path  to  his  goal,  as  he 
sketched  with  rapid  precision  the  nature  of  his  prospects 
and  his  hopes,  all  that  subtle  wisdom  which  had  before  often 
seemed  but  vague  and  general,  took  practical  shape  and  inter- 
est, thus  applied  to  the  actual  circumstances  of  men;  the 
spirit  of  intrigue,  which  seemed  mean  when  employed  on 
mean  things,  swelled  into  statesmanship  and  masterly  genius 
to  the  listener  when  she  saw  it  linked  with  the  large  objects 
of  masculine  ambition.  Insensibly,  therefore,  her  attention 
became  earnest,  her  mind  aroused.  The  vision  of  a  field,  afar 
from  the  scenes  of  her  humiliation  and  despair,  —  a  field  for 
energy,  stratagem,  and  contest,  —  invited  her  restless  intelli- 
gence. As  Dalibard  had  profoundly  calculated,  there  was  no 
new  channel  for  her  affections,  —  the  source  was  dried  up, 
and  the  parched  sands  heaped  over  it;  but  while  the  heart 
lay  dormant,  the  mind  rose  sleepless,  chafed,  and  perturbed. 
Through  the  mind,  he  indirectly  addressed  and  subtly  wooed 
her. 

"Such,"  he  said,  as  he  rose  to  take  leave,  "such  is  the 
career  to  which  I  could  depart  with  joy  if  I  did  not  depart 
alone ! " 
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"  Alone ! "  that  word,  more  than  once  that  day,  Lucretia 
repeated  to  herself  —  "  alone !  "  And  what  career  was  left  to 
her?  —  she,  too,  alone! 

In  certain  stages  of  great  grief  our  natures  yearn  for 
excitement.  This  has  made  some  men  gamblers;  it  has 
made  even  women  drunkards,  —  it  had  effect  over  the  serene 
calm  and  would-be  divinity  of  the  poet-sage.  When  his  son 
dies,  Goethe  does  not  mourn,  he  plunges  into  the  absorption 
of  a  study  uncultivated  before.  But  in  the  great  contest  of 
life,  in  the  whirlpool  of  actual  affairs,  the  stricken  heart  finds 
all,  —  the  gambling,  the  inebriation,  and  the  study. 

We  pause  here.  We  have  pursued  long  enough  that  patient 
analysis,  with  all  the  food  for  reflection  that  it  possibly 
affords,  to  which  we  were  insensibly  led  on  by  an  interest, 
dark  and  fascinating,  that  grew  more  and  more  upon  us  as 
we  proceeded  in  our  research  into  the  early  history  of  a  per- 
son fated  to  pervert  no  ordinary  powers  into  no  commonplace 
guilt. 

The  charm  is  concluded,  the  circle  closed  round;  the  self- 
guided  seeker  after  knowledge  has  gained  the  fiend  for  the 
familiar. 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE   RECONCILIATION    BETWEEN   FATHER   AND    SON. 

WE  pass  over  an  interval  of  some  months. 

A  painter  stood  at  work  at  the  easel,  his  human  model 
before  him.  He  was  employed  on  a  nymph, — the  Nymph 
Galatea.  The  subject  had  been  taken  before  by  Salvator, 
whose  genius  found  all  its  elements  in  the  wild  rocks,  gnarled, 
fantastic  trees,  and  gushing  waterfalls  of  the  landscape;  in 
the  huge  ugliness  of  Polyphemus  the  lover ;  in  the  grace  and 
suavity  and  unconscious  abandonment  of  the  nymph,  sleeking 
her  tresses  dripping  from  the  bath.  The  painter,  on  a  larger 
canvas  (for  Salvator's  picture,  at  least  the  one  we  have  seen, 
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is  among  the  small  sketches  of  the  great  artistic  creator  of 
the  romantic  and  grotesque),  had  transferred  the  subject 
of  the  master;  but  he  had  left  subordinate  the  landscape 
and  the  giant,  to  concentrate  all  his  art  on  the  person  of 
the  nymph.  Middle-aged  was  the  painter,  in  truth;  but  he 
looked  old.  His  hair,  though  long,  was  gray  and  thin;  his 
face  was  bloated  by  intemperance;  and  his  hand  trembled 
much,  though,  from  habit,  no  trace  of  the  tremor  was  visible 
in  his  work. 

A  boy,  near  at  hand,  was  also  employed  on  the  same  sub- 
ject, with  a  rough  chalk  and  a  bold  freedom  of  touch.  He 
was  sketching  his  design  of  a  Galatea  and  Polyphemus  on  the 
wall;  for  the  wall  was  only  whitewashed,  and  covered  already 
with  the  multiform  vagaries  whether  of  master  or  pupils,  — 
caricatures  and  demigods,  hands  and  feet,  torsos  and  mon- 
sters, and  Venuses.  The  rude  creations,  all  mutilated,  jar- 
ring, and  mingled,  gave  a  cynical,  mocking,  devil-may-care 
kind  of  aspect  to  the  sanctum  of  art.  It  was  like  the  dissec- 
tion-room of  the  anatomist.  The  boy's  sketch  was  more  in 
harmony  with  the  walls  of  the  studio  than  the  canvas  of  the 
master.  His  nymph,  accuratel}7  drawn,  from  the  undressed 
proportions  of  the  model,  down  to  the  waist,  terminated  in 
the  scales  of  a  fish.  The  forked  branches  of  the  trees 
stretched  weird  and  imp-like  as  the  hands  of  skeletons. 
Polyphemus,  peering  over  the  rocks,  had  the  leer  of  a 
demon;  and  in  his  gross  features  there  was  a  certain  dis- 
torted, hideous  likeness  of  the  grave  and  symmetrical  linea- 
ments of  Olivier  Dalibard. 

All  around  was  slovenly,  squalid,  and  poverty-stricken,  — 
rickety,  worn-out,  rush-bottom  chairs;  unsold,  unfinished 
pictures,  pell-mell  in  the  corner,  covered  with  dust;  broken 
casts  of  plaster ;  a  lay-figure  battered  in  its  basket-work  arms, 
with  its  doll-like  face  all  smudged  and  besmeared.  A  pot  of 
porter  and  a  noggin  of  gin  on  a  stained  deal  table,  accom- 
panied by  two  or  three  broken,  smoke-blackened  pipes,  some 
tattered  song-books,  and  old  numbers  of  the  "  Covent  Garden 
Magazine,"  betrayed  the  tastes  of  the  artist,  and  accounted 
for  the  shaking  hand  and  the  bloated  form.  A  jovial,  disor- 
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derly,  vagrant  dog  of  a  painter  was  Tom  Varney.  A  bache- 
lor, of  course ;  humorous  and  droll ;  a  boon  companion,  and  a 
terrible  borrower.  Clever  enough  in  his  calling:  with  pains 
and  some  method,  he  had  easily  gained  subsistence  and  estab- 
lished a  name ;  but  he  had  one  trick  that  soon  ruined  him  in 
the  business  part  of  his  profession.  He  took  a  fourth  of  his 
price  in  advance;  and  having  once  clutched  the  money,  the 
poor  customer  might  go  hang  for  his  picture.  The  only 
things  Tom  Varney  ever  fairly  completed  were  those  for 
which  no  order  had  been  given;  for  in  them,  somehow  or 
other,  his  fancy  became  interested,  and  on  them  he  lavished 
the  gusto  which  he  really  possessed.  But'  the  subjects  were 
rarely  salable.  Nymphs  and  deities  undraperied  have  few 
worshippers  in  England  amongst  the  buyers  of  "furniture 
pictures."  And,  to  say  truth,  nymph  and  deity  had  usually 
a  very  equivocal  look ;  and  if  they  came  from  the  gods,  you 
would  swear  it  was  the  gods  of  the  galleries  of  Drury.  When 
Tom  Varney  sold  a  picture,  he  lived  upon  clover  till  the 
money  was  gone.  But  the  poorer  and  less  steady  alumni  of 
the  rising  school,  especially  those  at  war  with  the  Academy, 
from  which  Varney  was  excluded,  pitied,  despised,  yet  liked 
and  courted  him  withal.  In  addition  to  his  good  qualities  of 
blithe  song-singer,  droll  story-teller,  and  stanch  Bacchanal- 
ian, Tom  Varney  was  liberally  good-natured  in  communicat- 
ing instruction  really  valuable  to  those  who  knew  how  to 
avail  themselves  of  a  knowledge  he  had  made  almost  worth- 
less to  himself.  He  was  a  shrewd,  though  good-natured 
critic,  had  many  little  secrets  of  colouring  and  composition, 
which  an  invitation  to  supper,  or  the  loan  of  ten  shillings, 
was  sufficient  to  bribe  from  him.  Eagged,  out  of  elbows, 
unshaven,  and  slipshod,  he  still  had  his  set  amongst  the  gay 
and  the  young,  —  a  precious  master,  a  profitable  set  for  his 
nephew,  Master  Honor6  Gabriel!  But  the  poor  rapscallion 
had  a  heart  larger  than  many  honest,  painstaking  men.  As 
soon  as  Gabriel  had  found  him  out,  and  entreated  refuge  from 
his  fear  of  his  father,  the  painter  clasped  him  tight  in  his 
great  slovenly  arms,  sold  a  Venus  half-price  to  buy  him  a 
bed  and  a  washstand,  and  swore  a  tremendous  oath  that  the 
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son  of  his  poor  guillotined  sister  should  share  the  last  shil- 
ling in  his  pocket,  the  last  drop  in  his  can. 

Gabriel,  fresh  from  the  cheer  of  Laughtou,  and  spoiled  by 
the  prodigal  gifts  of  Lucretia,  had  little  gratitude  for  shillings 
and  porter.  Nevertheless,  he  condescended  to  take  what  he 
could  get,  while  he  sighed,  from  the  depths  of  a  heart  in 
which  cupidity  and  vanity  had  become  the  predominant 
rulers,  for  a  destiny  more  worthy  his  genius,  and  more  in 
keeping  with  the  sphere  from  which  he  had  descended. 

The  boy  finished  his  sketch,  with  an  impudent  wink  at  the 
model,  flung  himself  back  on  his  chair,  folded  his  arms,  cast 
a  discontented  glance  at  the  whitened  seams  of  the  sleeves, 
and  soon  seemed  lost  in  his  own  reflections.  The  painter 
worked  on  in  silence.  The  model,  whom  Gabriel's  wink  had 
aroused,  half -flattered,  half -indignant  for  a  moment,  lapsed 
into  a  doze,  Outside  the  window,  you  heard  the  song  of  a 
canary, — a  dingy,  smoke-coloured  canary  that  seemed  shed- 
ding its  plumes,  for  .they  were  as  ragged  as  the  garments  of 
its  master;  still,  it  contrived  to  sing,  trill-trill-trill-trill-trill, 
..3  blithely  as  if  free  in  its  native  woods,  or  pampered  by  fair 
hands  in  a  gilded  cage.  The  bird  was  the  only  true  artist 
there  ;  it  sang  as  the  poet  sings,  —  to  obey  its  nature  and 
vent  its  heart.  Trill-trill-trillela-la-la-trill-trill,  went  the 
song, — louder,  gayer  than  usual;  for  there  was  a  gleam  of 
April  sunshine  struggling  over  the  roof-tops.  The  song  at 
length  roused  up  Gabriel;  he  turned  his  chair  round,  laid  his 
head  on  one  side,  listened,  and  looked  curiously  at  the  bird. 

At  length  an  idea  seemed  to  cross  him ;  he  rose,  opened  the 
window,  drew  in  the  cage,  placed  it  on  the  chair,  then  took 
up  one  of  his  uncle's  pipes,  walked  to  the  fireplace,  and  thrust 
the  shank  of  the  pipe  into  the  bars.  When  it  was  red-hot  he 
took  it  out  by  the  bowl,  having  first  protected  his  hand  from 
the  heat  by  wrapping  round  it  his  handkerchief;  this  done, 
he  returned  to  the  cage.  His  movements  had  wakened  up 
the  dozing  model.  She  eyed  them  at  first  with  dull  curiosity, 
then  with  lively  suspicion ;  and  presently  starting  up  with  an 
exclamation  such  as  no  novelist  but  Fielding  dare  put  into  the 
mouth  of  a  female,  —  much  less  a  nymph  of  such  renown  as 
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Galatea, — she  sprang  across  the  room,  wellnigh  upsetting 
easel  and  painter,  and  fastened  firm  hold  on  Gabriel's 
shoulders. 

"  The  varment !  "  she  cried  vehemently ;  "  the  good-for- 
nothing  varment!  If  it  had  been  a  jay,  or  a  nasty  raven, 
well  and  good;  but  a  poor  little  canary!  " 

" Hoity-toity !  what  are  you  about,  nephew?  What's  the 
matter?"  said  Tom  Varney,  coming  up  to  the  strife.  And, 
indeed,  it  was  time;  for  Gabriel's  teeth  were  set  in  his  cat- 
like jaws,  and  the  glowing  point  of  the  pipe-shank  was  within 
an  inch  of  the  cheek  of  the  model. 

"What's  the  matter?"  replied  Gabriel,  suddenly;  "why, 
I  was  only  going  to  try  a  little  experiment." 

"An  experiment?  Not  on  my  canary,  poor  dear  little 
thing!  The  hours  and  hours  that  creature  has  strained  its 
throat  to  say  '  Sing  and  be  merry,'  when  I  had  not  a  rap  in 
my  pocket!  It  would  have  made  a  stone  feel  to  hear  it." 

"  But  I  think  I  can  make  it  sing  much  better  than  ever,  — 
only  just  let  me  try !  They  say  that  if  you  put  out  the  eyes 
of  a  canary,  it  —  " 

Gabriel  was  not  allowed  to  conclude  his  sentence;  for  here 
rose  that  clamour  of  horror  and  indignation  from  both  painter 
and  model  which  usually  greets  the  announcement  of  every 
philosophical  discovery,  —  at  least,  when  about  to  be  practi- 
cally applied;  and  in  the  midst  of  the  hubbub,  the  poor  little 
canary,  who  had  been  fluttering  about  the  cage  to  escape  the 
hand  of  the  benevolent  operator,  set  up  no  longer  the  cheerful 
trill-trillela-la-trill,  but  a  scared  and  heart-breaking  chirp,  — 
a  shrill,  terrified  twit-twit-twitter-twit. 

"  Damn  the  bird !  Hold  your  tongues ! "  cried  Gabriel 
Varney,  reluctantly  giving  way,  but  still  eying  the  bird 
with  the  scientific  regret  with  which  the  illustrious  Majendie 
might  contemplate  a  dog  which  some  brute  of  a  master  re- 
fused to  disembowel  for  the  good  of  the  colics  of  mankind. 

The  model  seized  on  the  cage,  shut  the  door  of  the  wires, 
and  carried  it  off.  Tom  Varney  drained  the  rest  of  his  por- 
ter, and  wiped  his  forehead  with  the  sleeve  of  his  coat. 

<:  And  to  use  my  pipe  for  such  cruelty!     Boy,  boy,  I  could 
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not  have  believed  it!  But  you  were  not  in  earnest;  oh,  no, 
impossible !  Sukey,  my  love  —  Galatea  the  divine  —  calm  thy 
breast;  Cupid  did  but  jest. 

" '  Cupid  is  the  God  of  Laughter, 
Quip  and  jest  and  joke,  sir.'  " 

"  If  you  don't  whip  the  little  wretch  within  an  inch  of  his 
life,  he  '11  have  a  gallows  end  on  't,"  replied  Galatea. 
"  Go,  Cupid,  go  and  kiss  Galatea,  and  make  your  peace. 

" '  Oh,  leave  a  kiss  within  the  cup, 
And  1  '11  not  ask  for  wine.' 

And  't  is  no  use  asking  for  wine,  or  for  gin  either,  —  not  a 
drop  in  the  noggin !  " 

All  this  while  Gabriel,  disdaining  the  recommendations 
held  forth  to  him,  was  employed  in  brushing  his  jacket  with 
a  very  mangy -looking  brush;  and  when  he  had  completed 
that  operation  he  approached  his  uncle,  and  coolly  thrust  his 
hands  into  that  gentleman's  waistcoat-pockets. 

"Uncle,  what  have  you  done  with  those  seven  shillings? 
I  am  going  out  to  spend  the  day." 

"If  you  give  them  to  him,  Tom,  I'll  scratch  your  eyes 
out,"  cried  the  model;  "and  then  we'll  see  how  you'll  sing. 
Whip  him,  I  say,  whip  him !  " 

But,  strange  to  say,  this  liberty  of  the  boy  quite  re- 
opened the  heart  of  his  uncle,  —  it  was  a  pleasure  to  him, 
who  put  his  hands  so  habitually  into  other  people's  pockets, 
to  be  invested  with  the  novel  grandeur  of  the  mati  sponged 
upon.  "That 's  right,  Cupid,  son  of  Cytherea;  all 's  common 
property  amongst  friends.  Seven  shillings,  I  have  'em  not. 
'  They  now  are  five  who  once  were  seven ; '  but  such  as  they 
are,  we  '11  share. 

" '  Let  old  Timothens  yield  the  prize, 
Or  both  divide  the  crown.'  " 

"Crowns  bear  no  division,  my  uncle,"  said  Gabriel,  dryly; 
and  he  pocketed  the  five  shillings.  Then,  having  first  secured 
his  escape  by  gaining  the  threshold,  he  suddenly  seized  one 
of  the  rickety  chairs  by  its  leg,  and  regardless  of  the  gallan* 
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tries  due  to  the  sex,  sent  it  right  against  the  model,  who  was 
shaking  her  fist  at  him.  A  scream  and  a.  fall  and  a  sharp  twit 
from  the  cage,  which  was  hurled  nearly  into  the  fireplace,  told 
that  the  missive  had  taken  effect.  Gabriel  did  not  wait  for 
the  probable  reaction;  he  was  in  the  streets  in  an  instant. 

"This  won't  do,"  he  muttered  to  himself;  "there  is  no 
getting  on  here.  Foolish  drunken  vagabond!  no  good  to  be 
got  from  him.  My  father  is  terrible,  but  he  will  make  his 
way  in  the  world.  Umph !  if  I  were  but  his  match,  —  and 
why  not?  I  am  brave,  and  he  is  not.  There  's  fun,  too,  in 
danger." 

Thus  musing,  he  took  his  way  to  Dalibard's  lodgings.  His 
father  was  at  home.  Now,  though  they  were  but  lodgings, 
and  the  street  not  in  fashion,  Olivier  Dalibard's  apartments 
had  an  air  of  refinement,  and  even  elegance,  that  contrasted 
both  the  wretched  squalor  of  the  abode  Gabriel  had  just  left 
and  the  meanness  of  Dalibard's  former  quarters  in  London, 
The  change  seemed  to  imply  that  the  Provenqal  had  already 
made  some  way  in  the  world.  And,  truth  to  say,  at  all  times, 
even  in  the  lowest  ebb  of  his  fortunes,  there  was  that  inde- 
scribable neatness  and  formality  of  precision  about  all  the 
exterior  seemings  of  the  ci-devant  friend  of  the  prim  Robes- 
pierre which  belong  to  those  in  whom  order  and  method  are 
strongly  developed,  —  qualities  which  give  even  to  neediness 
a  certain  dignity.  As  the  room  and  its  owner  met  the  eye  of 
Gabriel,  on  whose  senses  all  externals  had  considerable  influ- 
ence, the  ungrateful  young  ruffian  recalled  the  kind,  tattered, 
slovenly  uncle,  whose  purse  he  had  just  emptied,  without  one 
feeling  milder  than  disgust.  Olivier  Dalibard,  always  care- 
ful, if  simple,  in  his  dress,  with  his  brow  of  grave  intellectual 
power,  and  his  mien  imposing,  not  only  from  its  calm,  but 
from  that  nameless  refinement  which  rarely  fails  to  give  to 
the  student  the  air  of  a  gentleman, — Olivier  Dalibard  he 
might  dread,  he  might  even  detest;  but  he  was  not  ashamed 
of  him. 

"I  said  I  would  visit  you,  sir,  if  you  would  permit  me," 
said  Gabriel,  in  a  tone  of  respect,  not  unmingled  with  some 
defiance,  as  if  in  doubt  of  his  reception. 
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The  father's  slow  full  eye,  so  different  from  the  sidelong, 
furtive  glance  of  Lucretia,  turned  on  the  son,  as  if  to  pene- 
trate his  very  heart. 

"You  look  pale  and  haggard,  child;  you  are  fast  losing 
your  health  and  beauty.  Good  gifts  these,  not  to  be  wasted 
before  they  can  be  duly  employed.  But  you  have  taken  your 
choice.  Be  an  artist,  — copy  Tom  Varney,  and  prosper." 

Gabriel  remained  silent,  with  his  eyes  on  the  floor. 

"You  come  in  time  for  my  farewell,"  resumed  Dalibard. 
"  It  is  a  comfort,  at  least,  that  I  leave  your  youth  so  honoura- 
bly protected.  I  am  about  to  return  to  my  country;  my 
career  is  once  more  before  me ! " 

"Your  country,  — to  Paris?" 

"  There  are  fine  pictures  in  the  Louvre,  —  a  good  place  to 
inspire  an  artist! " 

"You  go  alone,  Father!  " 

"You  forget,  young  gentleman,  you  disown  me  as  father! 
Go  alone !  I  thought  I  told  you  in  the  times  of  our  confidence, 
that  I  should  marry  Lucretia  Clavering.  I  rarely  fail  in  my 
plans.  She  has  lost  Laughton,  it  is  true;  but  £10,000  will 
make  a  fair  commencement  to  fortune,  even  at  Paris.  Well, 
what  do  you  want  with  me,  worthy  godson  of  Honor6  Gabriel 
Mirabeau?" 

"  Sir,  if  you  will  let  me,  I  will  go  with  you. 

Dalibard  shaded  his  brow  with  his  hand,  and  reflected  on 
the  filial  proposal.  On  the  one  hand,  it  might  be  convenient, 
and  would  certainly  be  economical,  to  rid  himself  evermore  of 
the  mutinous  son  who  had  already  thrown  off  his  authority; 
on  the  other  hand,  there  was  much  in  Gabriel,  mutinous  and 
even  menacing  as  he  had  lately  become,  that  promised  an 
unscrupulous  tool  or  a  sharp-witted  accomplice,  with  interests 
that  every  year  the  ready  youth  would  more  and  more  dis- 
cover were  bound  up  in  his  plotting  father's.  This  last  con- 
sideration, joined,  if  not  to  affection,  still  to  habit,  —  to  the 
link  between  blood  and  blood,  which  even  the  hardest  find  it 
difficult  to  sever,  —  prevailed.  He  extended  his  pale  hand  to 
Gabriel,  and  said  gently,  — 

"I  will  take  you,  if  we   rightly  understand  each  other. 
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Once  again  in  my  power,  I  might  constrain  you  to  my  will, 
it  is  true.  But  I  rather  confer  with  you  as  man  to  man  than 
as  man  to  boy." 

"It  is  the  best  way,"  said  Gabriel,  firmly. 

"  I  will  use  no  harshness,  inflict  no  punishment,  —  unless, 
indeed,  amply  merited  by  stubborn  disobedience  or  wilful 
deceit.  But  if  I  meet  with  these,  better  rot  on  a  dunghill 
than  come  with  me !  I  ask  implicit  confidence  in  all  my  sug- 
gestions, prompt  submission  to  all  my  requests.  Grant  me 
but  these,  and  I  promise  to  consult  your  fortune  as  my  own, 
to  gratify  your  tastes  as  far  as  my  means  will  allow,  to  grudge 
not  your  pleasures,  and  when  the  age  for  ambition  comes,  to 
aid  your  rise  if  I  rise  myself,  —  nay,  if  well  contented  with 
you,  to  remove  the  blot  from  your  birth,  by  acknowledging 
and  adopting  you  formally  as  my  son." 

"  Agreed !  and  I  thank  you, "  said  Gabriel.  "  And  Lucretia 
is  going?  Oh,  I  so  long  to  see  her!  " 

"See  her  —  not  yet;  but  next  week." 

"Do  not  fear  that  I  should  let  out  about  the  letter.  I 
should  betray  myself  if  I  did,"  said  the  boy,  bluntly  betray- 
ing his  guess  at  his  father's  delay. 

The  evil  scholar  smiled. 

"  You  will  do  well  to  keep  it  secret  for  your  own  sake ;  for 
mine,  I  should  not  fear.  Gabriel,  go  back  now  to  your  mas- 
ter, —  you  do  right,  like  the  rats,  to  run  from  the  falling 
house.  Next  week  I  will  send  for  you,  Gabriel!  " 

Not,  however,  back  to  the  studio  went  the  boy.  He  saun- 
tered leisurely  through  the  gayest  streets,  eyed  the  shops  and 
the  equipages,  the  fair  women  and  the  well-dressed  men,  — 
eyed  with  envy  and  longings  and  visions  of  pomps  and  vani- 
ties to  come ;  then,  when  the  day  began  to  close,  he  sought 
out  a  young  painter,  the  wildest  and  maddest  of  the  crew  to 
whom  his  uncle  had  presented  their  future  comrade  and  rival, 
and  went  with  this  youth,  at  half-price,  to  the  theatre,  not  to 
gaze  on  the  actors  or  study  the  play,  but  to  stroll  in  the 
saloon.  A  supper  in  the  Finish  completed  the  void  in  his 
pockets,  and  concluded  his  day's  rank  experience  of  life.  By 
the  gray  dawn  he  stole  back  to  his  bed,  and  as  he  laid  himself 
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down,  he  thought  with  avid  pleasure  of  Paris,  its  gay  gardens 
and  brilliant  shops  and  crowded  streets;  he  thought,  too,  of 
his  father's  calm  confidence  of  success,  of  the  triumph  that 
already  had  attended  his  wiles,  —  a  confidence  and  a  triumph 
which,  exciting  his  reverence  and  rousing  his  emulation,  had 
decided  his  resolution.  He  thought,  too,  of  Lucretia  with 
something  of  affection,  recalled  her  praises  and  bribes,  her 
frequent  mediation  with  his  father,  and  felt  that  they  should 
have  need  of  each  other.  Oh,  no,  he  never  would  tell  her  of 
the  snare  laid  at  Guy's  Oak,  —  never,  not  even  if  incensed 
with  his  father.  An  instinct  told  him  that  that  offence  could 
never  be  forgiven,  and  that,  henceforth,  Lucretia's  was  a  des- 
tiny bound  up  in  his  own.  He  thought,  too,  of  Dalibard's 
warning  and  threat.  But  with  fear  itself  came  a  strange 
excitement  of  pleasure,  —  to  grapple,  if  necessary,  he  a  mere 
child,  with  such  a  man!  His  heart  swelled  at  the  thought. 
So  at  last  he  fell  asleep,  and  dreamed  that  he  saw  his  mother's 
trunkless  face  dripping  gore  and  frowning  on  him,  —  dreamed 
that  he  heard  her  say :  "  Goest  thou  to  the  scene  of  my  execu- 
tion only  to  fawn  upon  my  murderer?"  Then  a  nightmare  of 
horrors,  of  scaffolds  and  executioners  and  grinning  mobs  and 
agonized  faces,  came  on  him,  —  dark,  confused,  and  indis- 
tinct. And  he  woke,  with  his  hair  standing  on  end,  and 
heard  below,  in  the  rising  sun,  the  merry  song  of  the  poor 
canary,  —  trill-lill-lill,  trill-trill -lill-lill-la!  Did  he  feel  glad 
that  his  cruel  hand  had  been  stayed? 


EPILOGUE   TO  PAKT   THE  FIRST. 

IT  is  a  year  since  the  November  day  on  which  Lucretia 
Clavering  quitted  the  roof  of  Mr.  Fielden.  And  first  we  must 
recall  the  eye  of  the  reader  to  the  old-fashioned  terrace  at 
Laughton,  —  the  jutting  porch,  the  quaint  balustrades,  the 
broad,  dark,  changeless  cedars  on  the  lawn  beyond.  The  day 
is  calm,  clear,  and  mild,  for  November  in  the  country  is  often. 
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a  gentle  month.  On  that  terrace  walked  Charles  Vernon, 
now  known  by  his  new  name  of  St.  John.  Is  it  the  change 
of  name  that  has  so  changed  the  person?  Can  the  wand  of 
the  Herald's  Office  have  filled  up  the  hollows  of  the  cheek, 
and  replaced  by  elastic  vigour  the  listless  languor  of  the 
tread?  No;  there  is  another  and  a  better  cause  for  that 
healthful  change.  Mr.  Vernon  St.  John  is  not  alone,  —  a 
fair  companion  leans  on  his  arm.  See,  she  pauses  to  press 
closer  to  his  side,  gaze  on  his  face,  and  whisper,  "We  did 
well  to  have  hope  and  faith ! " 

The  husband's  faith  had  not  been  so  unshaken  as  his 
Mary's,  and  a  slight  blush  passed  over  his  cheek  as  he 
thought  of  his  concession  to  Sir  Miles's  wishes,  and  his  over- 
tures to  Lucretia  Clavering.  Still,  that  fault  had  been  fairly 
acknowledged  to  his  wife,  and  she  felt,  the  moment  she  had 
spoken,  that  she  had  committed  an  indiscretion ;  nevertheless, 
with  an  arch  touch  of  womanly  malice  she  added  softly,  — 

"And  Miss  Clavering,  you  persist  in  saying,  was  not  really 
handsome?  " 

"My  love,"  replied  the  husband,  gravely,  "you  would 
oblige  me  by  not  recalling  the  very  painful  recollections 
connected  with  that  name.  Let  it  never  be  mentioned  iu 
this  house." 

Lady  Mary  bowed  her  graceful  head  in  submission;  she 
understood  Charles's  feelings.  For  though  he  had  not  shown 
her  Sir  Miles's  letter  and  its  enclosure,  he  had  communicated 
enough  to  account  for  the  unexpected  heritage,  and  to  lessen 
his  wife's  compassion  for  the  disappointed  heiress.  Never- 
theless, she  comprehended  that  her  husband  felt  an  uneasy 
twinge  at  the  idea  that  he  was  compelled  to  act  hardly  to  the 
one  whose  hopes  he  had  supplanted.  Lucretia' s  banishment 
from  Laughton  was  a  just  humiliation,  but  it  humbled  a  gen- 
erous heart  to  inflict  the  sentence.  Thus,  on  all  accounts,  the 
remembrance  of  Lucretia  was  painful  and  unwelcome  to  the 
'successor  of  Sir  Miles.  There  was  a  silence;  Lady  Mary 
pressed  her  husband's  hand. 

"It  is  strange,"  said  he,  giving  vent  to  his  thoughts  at 
that  tender  sign  of  sympathy  in  his  feeling,  —  "  strange  that, 
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after  all,  she  did  not  marry  Mainwaring,  but  fixed  her  choice 
on  that  subtle  Frenchman.  But  she  has  settled  abroad  now, — 
perhaps  for  life ;  a  great  relief  to  my  mind.  Yes,  let  us  never 
recur  to  her." 

"Fortunately,"  said  Lady  Mary,  with  some  hesitation, 
"she  does  not  seem  to  have  created  much  interest  here.  The 
poor  seldom  name  her  to  me,  and  our  neighbours  only  with 
surprise  at  her  marriage.  In  another  year  she  will  be 
forgotten ! " 

Mr.  St.  John  sighed.  Perhaps  he  felt  how  much  more 
easily  he  had  been  forgotten,  were  he  the  banished  one, 
Lucretia  the  possessor!  His  light  nature,  however,  soon 
escaped  from  all  thoughts  and  sources  of  annoyance,  and  he 
listened  with  complacent  attention  to  Lady  Mary's  gentle 
plans  for  the  poor,  and  the  children's  school,  and  the  cot- 
tages that  ought  to  be  repaired,  and  the  labourers  that  ought 
to  be  employed.  For  though  it  may  seem  singular,  Vernon 
St.  John,  insensibly  influenced  by  his  wife's  meek  supe- 
riority, and  corrected  by  her  pure  companionship,  had  begun 
to  feel  the  charm  of  innocent  occupations,  —  more,  perhaps, 
than  if  he  had  been  accustomed  to  the  larger  and  loftier 
excitements  of  life,  and  missed  that  stir  of  intellect  which  is 
the  element  of  those  who  have  warred  in  the  democracy  of 
letters,  or  contended  for  the  leadership  of  States.  He  had 
begun  already  to  think  that  the  country  was  no  such  exile 
after  all.  Naturally  benevolent,  he  had  taught  himself  to 
share  the  occupations  his  Mary  had  already  found  in  the  busy 
"luxury  of  doing  good,"  and  to  conceive  that  brotherhood  of 
charity  which  usually  unites  the  lord  of  the  village  with  its 
poor. 

"  I  think,  what  with  hunting  once  a  week,  —  I  will  not 
venture  more  till  my  pain  in  the  side  is  quite  gone, — and 
with  the  help  of  some  old  friends  at  Christmas,  we  can  get 
through  the  winter  very  well,  Mary." 

"Ah,  those  old  friends,  I  dread  them  more  than  the 
hunting!  " 

"  But  we  '11  have  your  grave  father  and  your  dear,  precise, 
excellent  mother  to  keep  us  in  order.  And  if  I  sit  more  than 
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half  an  hour  after  dinner,  the  old  butler  shall  pull  me  out  by 
the  ears.  Mary,  what  do  you  say  to  thinning  the  grove  yon- 
der? We  shall  get  a  better  view  of  the  landscape  beyond. 
No,  hang  it!  dear  old  Sir  Miles  loved  his  trees  better  than 
the  prospect;  I  won't  lop  a  bough.  But  that  avenue  we  are 
planting  will  be  certainty  a  noble  improvement  —  " 

"  Fifty  years  hence,  Charles !  " 

"It  is  our  duty  to  think  of  posterity,"  answered  the  ci- 
devant  spendthrift,  with  a  gravity  that  was  actually  pomp- 
ous. "But  hark!  is  that  two  o'clock?  Three,  by  Jove! 
How  time  flies!  and  my  new  bullocks  that  I  was  to  see  at 
two!  Come  down  to  the  farm,  that's  my  own  Mary.  Ah, 
your  fine  ladies  are  not  such  bad  housewives  after  all ! " 

"  And  your  fine  gentlemen  —  " 

"Capital  farmers!  I  had  no  idea  till  last  week  that  a 
prize  ox  was  so  interesting  an  animal.  One  lives  to  learn. 
Put  me  in  mind,  by  the  by,  to  write  to  Coke  about  his 
sheep." 

"This  way,  dear  Charles;  we  can  go  round  by  the  village, 
and  see  poor  Ponto  and  Dash." 

The  tears  rushed  to  Mr.  St.  John's  eyes.  "If  poor  Sir 
Miles  could  have  known  you!"  he  said,  with  a  sigh;  and 
though  the  gardeners  were  at  work  on  the  lawn,  he  bowed 
his  head  and  kissed  the  blushing  cheek  of  his  wife  as  heartily 
as  if  he  had  been  really  a  farmer. 

From  the  terrace  at  Laughton,  turn  to  the  humbler  abode 
of  our  old  friend  the  vicar,  — the  same  day,  the  same  hour. 
Here  also  the  scene  is  without  doors,  —  we  are  in  the  garden 
of  the  vicarage;  the  children  are  playing  at  hide-and-seek 
amongst  the  espaliers  which  screen  the  winding  gravel-walks 
from  the  esculents  more  dear  to  Ceres  than  to  Flora.  The 
vicar  is  seated  in  his  little  parlour,  from  which  a  glazed  door 
admits  into  the  garden.  The  door  is  now  open,  and  the  good 
man  has  paused  from  his  work  (he  had  just  discovered  a  new 
emendation  in  the  first  chorus  of  the  "  Medea  ")  to  look  out  at 
the  rosy  faces  that  gleam  to  and  fro  across  the  scene.  His 
wife,  with  a  basket  in  her  hand,  is  standing  without  the 
door,  but  a  little  aside,  not  to  obstruct  the  view. 
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"It  does  one's  heart  good  to  see  them,"  said  the  vicar, 
"little  dears!" 

"Yes,  they  ought  to  be  dear  at  this  time  of  the  year," 
observed  Mrs.  Fielden,  who  was  absorbed  in  the  contents  of 
the  basket. 

"And  so  fresh!" 

"Fresh,  indeed,  — how  different  from  London!  In  London 
they  were  not  fit  to  be  seen,  —  as  old  as  —  I  am  sure  I  can't 
guess  how  old  they  were.  But  you  see  here  they  are  new  laid 
every  morning ! " 

"My  dear,"  said  Mr.  Fielden,  opening  his  eyes, — "new 
laid  every  morning !  " 

"Two  dozen  and  four." 

"Two  dozen  and  four!  What  on  earth  are  you  talking 
about,  Mrs.  Fielden?  " 

"  Why,  the  eggs,  to  be  sure,  my  love ! " 

"  Oh, "  said  the  vicar,  "  two  dozen  and  four !  You  alarmed 
me  a  little ;  't  is  of  no  consequence,  —  only  my  foolish  mis- 
take. Always  prudent  and  saving,  my  dear  Sarah,  —  just  as 
if  poor  Sir  Miles  had  not  left  us  that  munificent  fortune,  I 
may  call  it." 

"  It  will  not  go  very  far  when  we  have  our  young  ones  to 
settle.  And  David  is  very  extravagant  already ;  he  has  torn 
such  a  hole  in  his  jacket!  " 

At  this  moment  up  the  gravel-walk  two  young  persons  came 
in  sight.  The  children  darted  across  them,  whooping  and 
laughing,  and  vanished  in  the  further  recess  of  the  garden. 

"  All  is  for  the  best,  blind  mortals  that  we  are ;  all  is  for 
the  best,"  said  the  vicar,  musingly,  as  his  eyes  rested  upon 
the  approaching  pair. 

"Certainly,  my  love;  you  are  always  right,  and  it  is  wicked 
to  grumble.  Still,  if  you  saw  what  a  hole  it  was,  —  past 
patching,  I  fear !  " 

"Look  round,"  said  Mr.  Fielden,  benevolently.  "How  we 
grieved  for  them  both;  how  wroth  we  were  with  William,  — 
how  sad  for  Susan!  And  now  see  them;  they  will  be  the 
better  man  and  wife  for  their  trial." 

"  Has  Susan  then  consented?    I  was  almost  afraid  she  never 
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would  consent.  How  often  have  I  been  almost  angry  with 
her,  poor  lamb,  when  I  have  heard  her  accuse  herself  of 
causing  her  sister's  unhappiness,  and  declare  with  sobs  that 
she  felt  it  a  crime  to  think  of  William  Mainwaring  as  a 
husband." 

"I  trust  I  have  reasoned  her  out  of  a  morbid  sensibility 
which,  while  it  could  not  have  rendered  Lucretia  the  happier, 
must  have  insured  the  wretchedness  of  herself  and  William. 
But  if  Lucretia  had  not  married,  and  so  forever  closed  the 
door  on  William's  repentance  (that  is,  supposing  he  did 
repent),  I.  believe  poor  Susan  would  rather  have  died  of  a 
broken  heart  than  have  given  her  hand  to  Mainwaring." 

"It  was  an  odd  marriage  of  that  proud  young  lady's,  after 
all,"  said  Mrs.  Fielden,  —  "so  much  older  than  she;  a  for- 
eigner, too ! " 

"  But  he  is  a  very  pleasant  man,  and  they  have  known  each 
other  so  long.  I  did  not,  however,  quite  like  a  sort  of  cun- 
ning he  showed,  when  I  came  to  reflect  on  it,  in  bringing 
Lucretia  back  to  the  house;  it  looks  as  if  he  had  laid  a  trap 
for  her  from  the  first." 

"Ten  thousand  pounds, — a  great  catch  for  a  foreigner!" 
observed  Mrs.  Fielden,  with  the  shrewd  instinct  of  her  sex; 
and  then  she  added,  in  the  spirit  of  a  prudent  sympathy 
equally  characteristic :  "  But  I  think  you  say  Mr.  Parchmount 
persuaded  her  to  allow  half  to  be  settled  on  herself.  That 
will  be  a  hold  on  him." 

"A  bad  hold,  if  that  be  all,  Sarah.  There  is  a  better,  — he 
is  a  learned  man  and  a  scholar.  Scholars  are  naturally  domes- 
tic, and  make  good  husbands." 

"But  you  know  he  must  be  a  papist!  "  said  Mrs.  Fielden. 

"  Umph !  "  muttered  the  vicar,  irresolutely. 

While  the  worthy  couple  were  thus  conversing,  Susan  and 
her  lover,  not  having  finished  their  conference,  had  turned 
back  through  the  winding  walk. 

"Indeed,"  said  William,  drawing  her  arm  closer  to  his  side, 
"  these  scruples,  these  fears,  are  cruel  to  me  as  well  as  to  your- 
self. If  you  were  no  longer  existing,  I  could  be  nothing  to 
your  sister.  Nay,  even  were  she  not  married,  you  must  know 
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enough  of  her  pride  to  be  assured  that  I  can  retain  no  place 
in  her  affections.  What  has  chanced  was  not  our  crime. 
Perhaps  Heaven  designed  to  save  not  only  us,  but  herself, 
from  the  certain  misery  of  nuptials  so  inauspicious !  " 

"If  she  would  but  answer  one  of  my  letters!"  sighed 
Susan;  "or  if  I  could  but  know  that  she  were  happy  and 
contented ! " 

"Your  letters  must  have  miscarried, — you  are  not  sure 
even  of  her  address.  Rely  upon  it,  she  is  happy.  Do  you 
think  that  she  would  a  second  time  '  have  stooped  beneath 
her '  "  —  Mainwaring's  lip  writhed  as  he  repeated  that  phrase 

—  "if  her  feelings  had  not  been   involved?     I  would  not 
wrong  your  sister,  —  I  shall  ever  feel  gratitude  for  the  past, 
and  remorse  for  my  own  shameful  weakness;  still,   I  must 
think  that  the  nature  of  her  attachment  to  me  was  more 
ardent  than  lasting." 

"Ah,  William,  how  can  you  know  her  heart?" 
"By  comparing  it  with  yours.  Oh,  there  indeed  I  may 
anchor  my  faith!  Susan,  we  were  formed  for  each  other! 
Our  natures  are  alike,  save  that  yours,  despite  its  surpassing 
sweetness,  has  greater  strength  in  its  simple  candour.  You 
will  be  my  guide  to  good.  Without  you  I  should  have  no 
aim  in  life,  no  courage  to  front  the  contests  of  this  world. 
Ah,  this  hand  trembles  still !  " 

"  William,  William,  I  cannot  repress  a  foreboding,  a  super- 
stition !  At  night  I  am  haunted  with  that  pale  face  as  I  saw 
it  last,  — pale  with  suppressed  despair.  Oh,  if  ever  Lucretia 
rould  have  need  of  us,  —  need  of  our  services,  our  affections, 

—  if  we  could  but  repair  the  grief  we  have  caused  her !  " 
Susan's  head  sank  on  her  lover's  shoulder.     She  had  said 

"need  of  us,"  "need of  our  services."  In  those  simple  mon- 
osyllables the  union  was  pledged,  the  identity  of  their  lots  in 
the  dark  urn  was  implied. 

From  this  scene  turn  again ;  the  slide  shifts  in  the  lantern, 

—  we  are  at  Paris.     In  the  antechamber  at  the  Tuileries  a 
crowd  of    expectant  courtiers   and    adventurers    gaze   upon 
a  figure  who  passes  with  modest  and  downcast  eyes  through 
the  throng;  he  has  just  left  the  closet  of  the  First  Consul. 
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"Par  Dieuf"  said  B ,  "powerz  like  misery,  makes  us 

acquainted  with  strange  bedfellows.  I  should  like  to  hear 
what  the  First  Consul  can  have  to  say  to  Olivier  Dalibard." 

Fouche,  who  at  that  period  was  scheming  for  the  return  to 
his  old  dignities  of  minister  of  police,  smiled  slightly,  and 
answered :  "  In  a  time  when  the  air  is  rilled  with  daggers,  one 
who  was  familiar  with  Robespierre  has  his  uses.  Olivier 
Dalibard  is  a  remarkable  man.  He  is  one  of  those  children 
of  the  Revolution  whom  that  great  mother  is  bound  to  save." 

"By  betraying  his  brethren?"  said  B ,  dryly. 

"I  do  not  allow  the  inference.  The  simple  fact  is  that 
Dalibard  has  spent  many  years  in  England;  he  has  married 
an  Englishwoman  of  birth  and  connections;  he  knows  well 
the  English  language  and  the  English  people ;  and  just  now 
when  the  First  Consul  is  so  anxious  to  approfondir  the  popu- 
lar feelings  of  that  strange  nation,  with  whose  government  he 
is  compelled  to  go  to  war,  he  may  naturally  have  much  to  say 
to  so  acute  an  observer  as  Olivier  Dalibard." 

"Um!"  said  B ;  "with  such  patronage,  Robespierre's 

friend  should  hold  his  head  somewhat  higher! " 

Meanwhile,  Olivier  Dalibard,  crossing  the  gardens  of  the 
palace,  took  his  way  to  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain.  There 
was  no  change  in  the  aspect  of  this  man :  the  same  meditative 
tranquillity  characterized  his  downward  eyes  and  bended 
brow;  the  same  precise  simplicity  of  dress  which  had  pleased 
the  prim  taste  of  Robespierre  gave  decorum  to  his  slender, 
stooping  form.  No  expression  more  cheerful,  no  footstep 
more  elastic,  bespoke  the  exile's  return  to  his  native  land, 
or  the  sanguine  expectations  of  Intellect  restored  to  a  career. 
Yet,  to  all  appearance,  the  prospects  of  Dalibard  were  bright 
and  promising.  The  First  Consul  was  at  that  stage  of  his 
greatness  when  he  sought  to  employ  in  his  service  all  such 
talent  as  the  Revolution  had  made  manifest,  provided  only 
that  it  was  not  stained  with  notorious  bloodshed,  or  too 
strongly  associated  with  the  Jacobin  clubs.  His  quick  eye 
seemed  to  have  discovered  already  the  abilities  of  Dalibard, 
and  to  have  appreciated  the  sagacity  and  knowledge  of  men 
which  had  enabled  this  subtle  person  to  obtain  the  friendship 
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of  Kobespierre,  without  sharing  in  his  crimes.  He  had  been 
frequently  closeted  with  Bonaparte ;  he  was  in  the  declared 
favour  of  Fouch6,  who,  though  not  at  that  period  at  the  head 
of  the  police,  was  too  necessary  amidst  the  dangers  of  the 
time,  deepened  as  they  were  by  the  rumours  of  some  terrible 
and  profound  conspiracy,  to  be  laid  aside,  as  the  First  Consul 
had  at  one  moment  designed.  One  man  alone,  of  those  high 
in  the  State,  appeared  to  distrust  Olivier  Dalibard,  — the  cele- 
brated Cambaceres.  But  with  his  aid  the  Provencal  could 
dispense.  What  was  the  secret  of  Dalibard's  power?  Was 
it,  in  truth,  owing  solely  to  his  native  talent,  and  his  acquired 
experience,  especially  of  England?  Was  it  by  honourable 
means  that  he  had  won  the  ear  of  the  First  Consul?  We  may 
be  sure  of  the  contrary;  for  it  is  a  striking  attribute  of  men 
once  thoroughly  tainted  by  the  indulgence  of  vicious  schemes 
and  stratagems  that  they  become  wholly  blinded  to  those 
plain  paths  of  ambition  which  common-sense  makes  manifest 
to  ordinary  ability.  If  we  regard  narrowly  the  lives  of  great 
criminals,  we  are  often  very  much  startled  by  the  extraordi- 
nary acuteness,  the  profound  calculation,  the  patient,  medita- 
tive energy  which  they  have  employed  upon  the  conception 
and  execution  of  a  crime.  We  feel  inclined  to  think  that 
such  intellectual  power  would  have  commanded  great  distinc- 
tion, worthily  used  and  guided ;  but  we  never  find  that  these 
great  criminals  seem  to  have  been  sensible  of  the  opportu- 
nities to  real  eminence  which  they  have  thrown  away.  Often 
we  observe  that  there  have  been  before  them  vistas  into 
worldly  greatness  which,  by  no  uncommon  prudence  and 
exertion,  would  have  conducted  honest  men  half  as  clever  to 
fame  and  power;  but,  with  a  strange  obliquity  of  vision,  they 
appear  to  have  looked  from  these  broad  clear  avenues  into 
some  dark,  tangled  defile,  in  which,  by  the  subtlest  ingenuity, 
and  through  the  most  besetting  perils,  they  might  attain  at 
last  to  the  success  of  a  fraud  or  the  enjoyment  of  a  vice.  In 
crime  once  indulged  there  is  a  wonderful  fascination,  and  the 
fascination  is,  not  rarely,  great  in  proportion  to  the  intellect 
of  the  criminal.  There  is  always  hope  of  reform  for  a  dull, 
uneducated,  stolid  man,  led  by  accident  or  temptation  into 
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guilt;  but  where  a  man  of  great  ability,  and  highly  educated, 
besots  himself  in  the  intoxication  of  dark  and  terrible  excite- 
ments, takes  impure  delight  in  tortuous  and  slimy  ways,  the 
good  angel  abandons  him  forever. 

Olivier  Dalibard  walked  musingly  on,  gained  a  house  in 
one  of  the  most  desolate  quarters  of  the  abandoned  faubourg, 
mounted  the  spacious  stairs,  and  rang  at  the  door  of  an  attic 
next  the  roof.  After  some  moments  the  door  was  slowly  and 
cautiously  opened,  and  two  small,  fierce  eyes,  peering  through 
a  mass  of  black,  tangled  curls,  gleamed  through  the  aperture. 
The  gaze  seemed  satisfactory. 

"  Enter,  friend, "  said  the  inmate,  with  a  sort  of  complacent 
grunt ;  and  as  Dalibard  obeyed,  the  man  reclosed  and  barred 
the  door. 

The  room  was  bare  to  beggary ;  the  ceiling,  low  and  sloping, 
was  blackened  with  smoke.  A  wretched  bed,  two  chairs,  a 
table,  a  strong  chest,  a  small  cracked  looking-glass,  completed 
the  inventory.  The  dress  of  the  occupier  was  not  in  keeping 
with  the  chamber;  true  that  it  was  not  such  as  was  worn  by 
the  wealthier  classes,  but  it  betokened  no  sign  of  poverty.  A 
blue  coat  with  high  collar,  and  half  of  military  fashion,  was 
buttoned  tight  over  a  chest  of  vast  girth ;  the  nether  garments 
were  of  leather,  scrupulously  clean,  and  solid,  heavy  riding- 
boots  came  half-way  up  the  thigh.  A  more  sturdy,  stalwart, 
strong-built  knave  never  excited  the  admiration  which  physi- 
cal power  always  has  a  right  to  command;  and  Dalibard  gazed 
on  him  with  envy.  The  pale  scholar  absolutely  sighed  as  he 
thought  what  an  auxiliary  to  his  own  scheming  mind  would 
have  been  so  tough  a  frame ! 

But  even  less  in  form  than  face  did  the  man  of  thews  and 
sinews  contrast  the  man  of  wile  and  craft.  Opposite  that 
high  forehead,  with  its  massive  development  of  organs, 
scowled  the  low  front  of  one  to  whom  thought  was  unfami- 
liar, —  protuberant,  indeed,  over  the  shaggy  brows,  where 
phrenologists  place  the  seats  of  practical  perception,  strongly 
marked  in  some  of  the  brutes,  as  in  the  dog,  but  almost  liter- 
ally void  of  those  higher  organs  by  which  we  reason  and 
imagine  and  construct.  But  in  rich  atonement  for  such  defi- 
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ciency,  all  the  animal  reigned  triumphant  in  the  immense 
mass  and  width  of  the  skull  behind.  And  as  the  hair,  long 
before,  curled  in  close  rings  to  the  nape  of  the  bull-like  neck, 
you  saw  before  you  one  of  those  useful  instruments  to  ambi- 
tion and  fraud  which  recoil  at  no  danger,  comprehend  no 
crime,  are  not  without  certain  good  qualities,  under  virtuous 
guidance,  —  for  they  have  the  fidelity,  the  obedience,  the  stub- 
born courage  of  the  animal,  —  but  which,  under  evil  control, 
turn  those  very  qualities  to  unsparing  evil :  bull-dogs  to  rend 
the  foe,  as  bull-dogs  to  defend  the  master. 

For  some  moments  the  two  men  gazed  silently  at  each 
other.  At  length  Dalibard  said,  with  an  air  of  calm 
superiority,  — 

"My  friend,  it  is  time  that  I  should  be  presented  to  the 
chiefs  of  your  party !  " 

"Chiefs,  par  tous  les  dlables!"  growled  the  other;  "we 
Chouans  are  all  chiefs,  when  it  comes  to  blows.  You  have 
seen  my  credentials ;  you  know  that  I  am  a  man  to  be  trusted : 
hat  more  do  you  need?  " 

"For  myself  nothing;  but  my  friends  are  more  scrupulous. 
I  have  sounded,  as  I  promised,  the  heads  of  the  old  Jacobin 
party,  and  they  are  favourable.  This  upstart  soldier,  who 
has  suddenly  seized  in  his  iron  grasp  all  the  fruits  of  the 
Revolution,  is  as  hateful  to  them  as  to  you.  But  que  voulez- 
vous,  mon  cher?  men  are  men!  It  is  one  thing  to  destroy 
Bonaparte;  it  is  another  thing  to  restore  the  Bourbons.  How 
can  the  Jacobin  chiefs  depend  on  your  assurance,  or  my  own, 
that  the  Bourbons  will  forget  the  old  offences  and  reward  the 
new  service?  You  apprise  me  —  so  do  your  credentials  —  that 
a  prince  of  the  blood  is  engaged  in  this  enterprise,  that  he  will 
appear  at  the  proper  season.  Put  me  in  direct  communication 
with  this  representative  of  the  Bourbons,  and  I  promise  in 
return,  if  his  assurances  are  satisfactory,  that  you  shall  have 
an  6meute,  to  be  felt  from  Paris  to  Marseilles.  If  you  cannot 
do  this,  I  am  useless;  and  I  withdraw  —  " 

"  Withdraw !  Garde  a  vous,  Monsieur  le  Savant !  No  man 
withdraws  alive  from  a  conspiracy  like  ours." 

We  have  said  before  that  Olivier  Dalibard  was  not  physi- 
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cally  brave ;  and  the  look  of  the  Chouan,  as  those  words  were 
said,  would  have  frozen  the  blood  of  many  a  bolder  man.  But 
the  habitual  hypocrisy  of  Dalibard  enabled  him  to  disguise 
his  fear,  and  he  replied  dryly,  — 

"  Monsieur  le  Chouan,  it  is  not  by  threats  that  you  will  gain 
adherents  to  a  desperate  cause,  which,  on  the  contrary,  requires 
mild  words  and  flattering  inducements.  If  you  commit  a  vio- 
lence, —  a  murder,  —  mon  cher,  Paris  is  not  Bretagne ;  we 
have  a  police:  you  will  be  discovered." 

"Ha,  ha!  What  then?  Do  you  think  I  fear  the 
guillotine?" 

"For  yourself,  no;  but  for  your  leaders,  yes!  If  you  are 
discovered,  and  .arrested  for  crime,  do  you  fancy  that  the 
police  will  not  recognize  the  right  arm  of  the  terrible  George 
Cadoudal;  that  they  will  not  guess  that  Cadoudal  is  at  Paris; 
that  Cadoudal  will  not  accompany  you  to  the  guillotine?" 

The  Chouan's  face  fell.  Olivier  watched  him,  and  pursued 
his  advantage. 

"  I  asked  you  to  introduce  to  me  this  shadow  of  a  prince, 
under  which  you  would  march  to  a  counter-revolution.  But 
I  will  be  more  easily  contented.  Present  me  to  George 
Cadoudal,  the  hero  of  Morbihan;  he  is  a  man  in  whom  I 
can  trust,  and  with  whom  I  can  deal.  What,  you  hesitate? 
How  do  you  suppose  enterprises  of  this  nature  can  be  carried 
on?  If,  from  fear  and  distrust  of  each  other,  the  man  you 
would  employ  cannot  meet  the  chief  who  directs  him,  there 
will  be  delay,  confusion,  panic,  and  you  will  all  perish  by  the 
executioner.  And  for  me,  Pierre  Guillot,  consider  my  posi- 
tion. I  am  in  some  favour  with  the  First  Consul ;  I  have  a 
station  of  respectability,  —  a  career  lies  before  me.  Can  you 
think  that  I  will  hazard  these,  with  my  head  to  boot,  like  a 
rash  child?  Do  you  suppose  that,  in  entering  into  this  terri- 
ble contest,  I  would  consent  to  treat  only  with  subordinates? 
Do  not  deceive  yourself.  Again,  I  say,  tell  your  employers 
that  they  must  confer  with  me  directly,  or  je  m'en  lave  les 
mains." 

"I  will  repeat  what  you  say,"  answered  Guillot,  sullenly. 
"Is  this  all?" 
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"  All  for  the  present, "  said  Dalibard,  slowly  drawing  on  his 
gloves,  and  retreating  towards  the  door.  The  Chouan  watched 
him  with  a  suspicious  and  sinister  eye;  and  as  the  Provencal's 
hand  was  on  the  latch,  he  laid  his  own  rough  grasp  on  Dali- 
bard's  shoulder,  — 

"I  know  not  how  it  is,  Monsieur  Dalibard,  but  I  mistrust 
you." 

"Distrust  is  natural  and  prudent  to  all  who  conspire," 
replied  the  scholar,  quietly.  "I  do  not  ask  you  to  confide 
in  me.  Your  employers  bade  you  seek  me :  I  have  mentioned 
toy  conditions;  let  them  decide." 

"You  carry  it  off  well,  Monsieur  Dalibard,  and  I  am  under 
a  solemn  oath,  which  poor  'George  made  me  take,  knowing  me 
to  be  a  hot-headed,  honest  fellow,  —  mauvaise  tete,  if  you 
will,  —  that  I  will  keep  my  hand  off  pistol  and  knife  upon 
mere  suspicion ;  that  nothing  less  than  his  word,  or  than  clear 
and  positive  proof  of  treachery,  shall  put  me  out  of  good 
humour  and  into  warm  blood.  But  bear  this  with  you,  Mon- 
sieur Dalibard:  if  I  once  discover  that  you  use  our  secrets  to 
betray  them;  should  George  see  you,  and  one  hair  of  his 
head  come  to  injury  through  your  hands,  —  I  will  wring  your 
neck  as  a  housewife  wrings  a  pullet's." 

"I  don't  doubt  your  strength  or  your  ferocity,  Pierre 
Guillot ;  but  my  neck  will  be  safe :  you  have  enough  to  do  to 
take  care  of  your  own.  Au  revoir." 

With  a  tone  and  look  of  calm  and  fearless  irony,  the 
scholar  thus  spoke,  and  left  the  room ;  but  when  he  was  on 
the  stairs,  he  paused,  and  caught  at  the  balustrade,  —  the 
sickness  as  of  terror  at  some  danger  past,  or  to  be,  came  over 
him ;  and  this  contrast  between  the  self-command,  or  simula- 
tion, which  belongs  to  moral  courage,  and  the  feebleness  of 
natural  and  constitutional  cowardice,  would  have  been  sub- 
lime if  shown  in  a  noble  cause.  In  one  so  corrupt,  it  but  be- 
trayed a  nature  doubly  formidable ;  for  treachery  and  murder 
hatch  their  brood  amidst  the  folds  of  a  hypocrite's  cowardice. 

While  thus  the  interview  is  going  on  between  Dalibard  and 
the  conspirator,  we  must  bestow  a  glance  upon  the  Prove^al's 
home. 
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In  an  apartment  in  one  of  the  principal  streets  between  the 
Boulevards  and  the  Kue  St.  Honore",  a  boy  and  a  woman  sat 
side  by  side,  conversing  in  whispers.  The  boy  was  Gabriel 
Varney,  the  woman  Lucretia  Dalibard.  The  apartment  was 
furnished  in  the  then  modern  taste,  which  affected  classical 
forms ;  and  though  not  without  a  certain  elegance,  had  some- 
thing meagre  and  comfortless  in  its  splendid  tripods  and  thin- 
legged  chairs.  There  was  in  the  apartment  that  air  which 
bespeaks  the  struggle  for  appearances,  —  that  struggle  famil- 
iar to  those  of  limited  income  and  vain  aspirings,  who  want 
the  taste  which  smooths  all  inequalities  and  gives  a  smile  to 
home ;  that  taste  which  affection  •  seems  to  prompt,  if  not  to 
create,  which  shows  itself  in  a  thousand  nameless,  costless 
trifles,  each  a  grace.  No  sign  was  there  of  the  household 
cares  or  industry  of  women.  No  flowers,  no  music,  no  em- 
broidery-frame, no  work-table.  Lucretia  had  none  of  the 
sweet  feminine  habits  which  betray  so  lovelily  the  where- 
about of  women.  All  was  formal  and  precise,  like  rooms 
which  we  enter  and  leave,  —  not  those  in  which  we  settle  and 
dwell. 

Lucretia  herself  is  changed;  her  air  is  more  assured,  her 
complexion  more  pale,  the  evil  character  of  her  mouth  more 
firm  and  pronounced. 

Gabriel,  still  a  mere  boy  in  years,  has  a  premature  look  of 
man.  The  down  shades  his  lip.  His  dress,  though  showy 
and  theatrical,  is  no  longer  that  of  boyhood.  His  rounded 
cheek  has  grown  thin,  as  with  the  care  and  thought  which 
beset  the  anxious  step  of  youth  on  entering  into  life. 

Both,  as  before  remarked,  spoke  in  whispers;  both  from 
time  to  time  glanced  fearfully  at  the  door ;  both  felt  that  they 
belonged  to  a  hearth  round  which  smile  not  the  jocund  graces 
of  trust  and  love  and  the  heart's  open  ease. 

"But,"  said  Gabriel, — "but  if  you  would  be  safe,  my 
father  must  have  no  secrets  hid  from  you." 

"I  do  not  know  that  he  has.  He  speaks  to  me  frankly  of 
his  hopes,  of  the  share  he  has  in  the  discovery  of  the  plot 
against  the  First  Consul,  of  his  interviews  with  Pierre 
Guillot,  the  Breton." 
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"Ah,  because  there  your  courage  supports  him,  and  your 
acuteness  assists  his  own.  Such  secrets  belong  to  his  public 
life,  his  political  schemes;  with  those  he  will  trust  you.  It 
is  his  private  life,  his  private  projects,  you  must  know." 

"But  what  does  he  conceal  from  me?  Apart  from  politics, 
his  whole  mind  seems  bent  on  the  very  natural  object  of  secur- 
ing intimacy  with  his  rich  cousin,  M.  Bellanger,  from  whom 
he  has  a  right  to  expect  so  large  an  inheritance." 

"Bellanger  is  rich,  but  he  is  not  much  older  than  my  father." 

"He  has  bad  health." 

"No,"  said  Gabriel,  with  a  downcast  eye  and  a  strange 
smile,  "he  has  not  bad  health;  but  he  may  not  be  long-lived." 

"How  do  you  mean?"  asked  Lucretia,  sinking  her  voice 
into  a  still  lower  whisper,  while  a  shudder,  she  scarce  knew 
why,  passed  over  her  frame. 

"What  does  my  father  do,"  resumed  Gabriel,  "in  that 
room  at  the  top  of  the  house?  Does  he  tell  you  that  secret?" 

"  He  makes  experiments  in  chemistry.  You  know  that  that 
was  always  his  favourite  study.  You  smile  again!  Gabriel, 
do  not  smile  so;  it  appalls  me.  Do  you  think  there  is  some 
mystery  in  that  chamber?" 

"It  matters  not  what  we  think,  belle-m&re;  it  matters  much 
what  we  know.  If  I  were  you,  I  would  know  what  is  in  that 
chamber.  I  repeat,  to  be  safe,  you  must  have  all  his  secrets, 
or  none.  Hush,  that  is  his  step !  " 

The  door-handle  turned  noiselessly,  and  Olivier  entered. 
His  look  fell  on  his  son's  face,  which  betrayed  only  apparent 
surprise  at  his  unexpected  return.  He  then  glanced  at  Lucre- 
tia's,  which  was,  as  usual,  cold  and  impenetrable. 

"Gabriel,"  said  Dalibard,  gently,  "I  have  come  in  for  you. 
I  have  promised  to  take  you  to  spend  the  day  at  M.  Bellan- 
ger's;  you  are  a  great  favourite  with  Madame.  Come,  my 
boy.  I  shall  be  back  soon,  Lucretia.  I  shall  but  drop  in  to 
leave  Gabriel  at  my  cousin's." 

Gabriel  rose  cheerfully,  as  if  only  alive  to  the  expectation 
of  the  bon-bons  and  compliments  he  received  habitually  from 
Madame  Bellanger. 

"And  you  can  take  your  drawing  implements  with  you," 
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continued  Dalibard.  "This  good  M.  Bellanger  has  given  you 
permission  to  copy  his  Poussin." 

"His  Poussin!  Ah,  that  is  placed  in  his  bedroom,1  is  it 
not?" 

"Yes,"  answered  Dalibard,  briefly. 

Gabriel  lifted  his  sharp,  bright  eyes  to  his  father's  face. 
Dalibard  turned  away. 

"  Come !  "  he  said  with  some  impatience ;  and  the  boy  took 
up  his  hat. 

In  another  minute  Lucretia  was  alone. 

"Alone,"  in  an  English  home,  is  a  word  implying  no  dreary 
solitude  to  an  accomplished  woman;  but  alone  in  that  foreign 
land,  alone  in  those  half-furnished,  desolate  apartments,  — 
few  books,  no  musical  instruments,  no  companions  during  the 
day  to  drop  in,  —  that  loneliness  was  wearying.  And  that 
mind  so  morbidly  active!  In  the  old  Scottish  legend,  the 
spirit  that  serves  the  wizard  must  be  kept  constantly  em- 
ployed; suspend  its  work  for  a  moment,  and  it  rends  the 
enchanter.  It  is  so  with  minds  that  crave  for  excitement, 
and  live,  without  relief  of  heart  and  affection,  on  the  hard 
tasks  of  the  intellect. 

Lucretia  mused  over  Gabriel's  words  and  warning:  "To  be 
safe,  you  must  know  all  his  secrets,  or  none."  What  was  the 
secret  which  Dalibard  had  not  communicated  to  her? 

She  rose,  stole  up  the  cold,  cheerless  stairs,  and  ascended 
to  the  attic  which  Dalibard  had  lately  hired.  It  was  locked; 
and  she  observed  that  the  lock  was  small,  —  so  small  that  the 
key  might  be  worn  in  a  ring.  She  descended,  and  entered  her 
husband's  usual  cabinet,  which  adjoined  the  sitting-room.  All 
the  books  which  the  house  contained  were  there, —  a  few  works 
on  metaphysics,  Spinoza  in  especial,  the  great  Italian  histories, 
some  volumes  of  statistics,  many  on  physical  and  mechanical 
philosophy,  and  one  or  two  works  of  biography  and  memoirs. 
No  light  literature,  —  that  grace  and.  flower  of  human  culture, 
that  best  philosophy  of  all,  humanizing  us  with  gentle  art,  mak- 

1  It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  observe  that  bedchambers  in  Paris,  when 
forming  part  of  the  suite  of  reception-rooms,  are  often  decorated  no  lead 
elaborately  than  the  other  apartmauts.. 
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ing  us  wise  through  the  humours,  elevated  through  the  pas 
sions,  tender  in  the  affections  of  our  kind.  She  took  out  one 
of  the  volumes  that  seemed  less  arid  than  the  rest,  for  she  was 
weary  of  her  own  thoughts,  and  began  to  read.  To  her  surprise, 
the  first  passage  she  opened  was  singularly  interesting,  though 
the  title  was  nothing  more  seductive  than  the  "  Life  of  a  Phy- 
sician of  Padua  in  the  Sixteenth  Century."  It  related  to 
that  singular  epoch  of  terror  in  Italy  when  some  mysterious 
disease,  varying  in  a  thousand  symptoms,  baffled  all  remedy, 
and  long  defied  all  conjecture,  —  a  disease  attacking  chiefly 
the  heads  of  families,  father  and  husband;  rarely  women.  In 
one  city,  seven  hundred  husbands  perished,  but  not  one  wife ! 
The  disease  was  poison.  The  hero  of  the  memoir  was  one  of 
the  earlier  discoverers  of  the  true  cause  of  this  household  epi- 
demic. He  had  been  a  chief  authority  in  a  commission  of 
inquiry.  Startling  were  the  details  given  in  the  work,  —  the 
anecdotes,  the  histories,  the  astonishing  craft  brought  daily 
to  bear  on  the  victim,  the  wondrous  perfidy  of  the  subtle 
means,  the  variation  of  the  certain  murder, — here  swift  as 
epilepsy,  there  slow  and  wasting  as  long  decline.  The  lecture 
was  absorbing ;  and  absorbed  in  the  book  Lucretia  still  was, 
when  she  heard  Dalibard's  voice  behind :  he  was  looking  over 
her  shoulder. 

"A  strange  selection  for  so  fair  a  student!  Enfant,  play 
not  with  such  weapons." 

"But  is  this  all  true?" 

"True,  though  scarce  a  fragment  of  the  truth.  The  physi- 
cian was  a  sorry  chemist  and  a  worse  philosopher.  He  blun- 
dered in  his  analysis  of  the  means;  and  if  I  remember  rightly, 
he  whines  like  a  priest  at  the  motives,  —  for  see  you  not  what 
was  really  the  cause  of  this  spreading  pestilence?  It  was  the 
Saturnalia  of  the  Weak,  —  a  burst  of  mocking  license  against 
the  Strong ;  it  was  more,  —  it  was  the  innate  force  of  the  indi- 
vidual waging  war  against  the  many." 

"I  do  not  understand  you." 

"No?  In  that  age,  husbands  were  indeed  lords  of  the 
household;  they  married  mere  children  for  their  lands;  they 
neglected  and  betrayed  them;  they  were  inexorable  if  the  wife 
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committed  the  faults  set  before  her  for  example.  Suddenly 
the  wife  found  herself  armed  against  her  tyrant.  His  life 
was  in  her  hands.  So  the  weak  had  no  mercy  on  the  strong. 
But  man,  too,  was  then,  even  more  than  now,  a  lonely  wrestler 
in  a  crowded  arena.  Brute  force  alone  gave  him  distinction 
in  courts;  wealth  alone  brought  him  justice  in  the  halls,  or 
gave  him  safety  in  his  home.  Suddenly  the  frail  puny  man 
saw  that  he  could  reach  the  mortal  part  of  his  giant  foe.  The 
noiseless  sling  was  in  his  hand,  —  it  smote  Goliath  from  afar. 
Suddenly  the  poor  man,  ground  to  the  dust,  spat  upon  by  con- 
tempt, saw  through  the  crowd  of  richer  kinsmen,  who  shunned 
and  bade  him  rot;  saw  those  whose  death  made  him  heir  to 
lordship  and  gold  and  palaces  and  power  and  esteem.  As  a 
worm  through  a  wardrobe,  that  man  ate  through  velvet  and 
ermine,  and  gnawed  out  the  hearts  that  beat  in  his  way.  No. 
A  great  intellect  can  comprehend  these  criminals,  and  account 
for  the  crime.  It  is  a  mighty  thing  to  feel  in  one's  self  that 
one  is  an  army,  —  more  than  an  army !  What  thousands  and 
millions  of  men,  with  trumpet  and  banner,  and  under  the 
sanction  of  glory,  strive  to  do,  —  destroy  a  foe,  —  that,  with 
little  more  than  an  effort  of  the  will,  —  with  a  drop,  a  grain, 
for  all  his  arsenal,  —  one  man  can  do !  " 

There  was  a  horrible  enthusiasm  about  this  reasoning  devil 
as  he  spoke  thus ;  his  crest  rose,  his  breast  expanded.  That  ani- 
mation which  a  noble  thought  gives  to  generous  hearts  kindled 
in  the  face  of  the  apologist  for  the  darkest  and  basest  of  human 
crimes.  Lucretia  shuddered;  but  her  gloomy  imagination  was 
spelled ;  there  was  an  interest  mingled  with  her  terror. 

"Hush!  you  appall  me,"  she  said  at  last,  timidly.  "But, 
happily,  this  fearful  art  exists  no  more  to  tempt  and 
destroy?" 

"As  a  mere  philosophical  discovery,  it  might  be  amusing 
to  a  chemist  to  learn  exactly  what  were  the  compounds  of 
those  ancient  poisons,"  said  Dalibard,  not  directly  answering 
the  implied  question.  "Portions  of  the  art  are  indeed  lost, 
unless,  as  I  suspect,  there  is  much  credulous  exaggeration 
in  the  accounts  transmitted  to  us.  To  kill  by  a  flower,  a 
pair  of  gloves,  a  soap-ball, — kill  by  means  wliich  elude  all 
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possible  suspicion, — is  it  credible?  What  say  you?  An 
amusing  research,  indeed,  if  one  had  leisure !  But  enough  of 

this  now;  it  grows  late.  We  dine  with  M.  de  ;  he 

wishes  to  let  his  hotel.  Why,  Lucretia,  if  we  knew  a  little 
of  this  old  art,  par  Dieuf  we  could  soon  hire  the  hotel! 
Well,  well;  perhaps  we  may  survive  my  cousin  Jean 
Bellanger!" 

Three  days  afterwards,  Lucretia  stood  by  her  husband's 
side  in  the  secret  chamber.  From  the  hour  when  she  left  it, 
a  change  was  perceptible  in  her  countenance,  which  gradually 
removed  from  it  the  character  of  youth.  Paler  the  cheek 
could  scarce  become,  nor  more  cold  the  discontented,  restless 
eye.  But  it  was  as  if  some  great  care  had  settled  on  her 
brow,  and  contracted  yet  more  the  stern  outline  of  the  lips. 
Gabriel  noted  the  alteration,  but  he  did  not  attempt  to  win 
her  confidence.  He  was  occupied  rather  in  considering,  first, 
if  it  were  well  for  him  to  sound  deeper  into  the  mystery  he 
suspected;  and,  secondly,  to  what  extent,  and  on  what  terms, 
it  became  his  interest  to  aid  the  designs  in  which,  by  Dali- 
bard's  hints  and  kindly  treatment,  he  foresaw  that  he  was 
meant  to  participate. 

A  word  now  on  the  rich  kinsman  of  the  Dalibards.  Jean 
Bellanger  had  been  one  of  those  prudent  Republicans  who  had 
put  the  Revolution  to  profit.  By  birth  a  Marseillais,  he  had 
settled  in  Paris,  as  an  epicier,  about  the  year  1785,  and 
had  distinguished  himself  by  the  adaptability  and  finesse 
which  become  those  who  fish  in  such  troubled  waters.  He 
had  sided  with  Mirabeau,  next  with  Vergniaud  and  the  Giron- 
dins.  These  he  forsook  in  time  for  Danton,  whose  facile  cor- 
ruptibility made  him  a  seductive  patron.  He  was  a  large 
purchaser  in  the  sale  of  the  emigrant  property ;  he  obtained  a 
contract  for  the  supply  of  the  army  in  the  Netherlands;  he 
abandoned  Danton  as  he  had  abandoned  the  Girondins,  but 
without  taking  any  active  part  in  the  after-proceedings  of  the 
Jacobins.  His  next  connection  was  with  Tallien  and  Barras, 
and  he  enriched  himself  yet  more  under  the  Directory  than 
he  had  done  in  the  earlier  stages  of  the  Revolution.  Under 
cover  of  an  appearance  of  bonhomie  and  good  humour,  a  frank 
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laugh  and  an  open  countenance,  Jean  Bellanger  had  always 
retained  general  popularity  and  good-will,  and  was  one  of 
those  whom  the  policy  of  the  First  Consul  led  him  to  con- 
ciliate. He  had  long  since  retired  from  the  more  vulgar 
departments  of  trade,  but  continued  to  nourish  as  an  army 
contractor.  He  had  a  large  hotel  and  a  splendid  establish- 
ment; he  was  one  of  the  great  capitalists  of  Paris.  The  rela- 
tionship between  Dalibard  and  Bellanger  was  not  very  close, 
—  it  was  that  of  cousins  twice  removed;  and  during  Dalibard's 
previous  residence  at  Paris,  each  embracing  different  parties, 
and  each  eager  in  his  career,  the  blood-tie  between  them  had 
not  been  much  thought  of,  though  they  were  good  friends,  and 
each  respected  the  other  for  the  discretion  with  which  he  had 
kept  aloof  from  the  more  sanguinary  excesses  of  the  time. 
As  Bellanger  was  not  many  years  older  than  Dalibard ;  as  the 
former  had  but  just  married  in  the  year  1791,  and  had  natu- 
rally before  him  the  prospect  of  a  family ;  as  his  fortunes  at 
that  time,  though  rising,  were  unconfirmed;  and  as  some 
nearer  relations  stood  between  them,  in  the  shape  of  two 
promising,  sturdy  nephews,  —  Dalibard  had  not  then  calcu- 
lated on  any  inheritance  from  his  cousin.  On  his  return, 
circumstances  were  widely  altered :  Bellanger  had  been  mar- 
ried some  years,  and  no  issue  had  blessed  his  nuptials.  His 
nephews,  draughted  into  the  conscription,  had  perished  in 
Egypt.  Dalibard  apparently  became  his  nea,rest  relative. 

To  avarice  or  to  worldly  ambition  there  was  undoubtedly 
something  very  dazzling  in  the  prospect  thus  opened  to  the 
eyes  of  Olivier  Dalibard.  The  contractor's  splendid  mode  of 
living,  vying  with  that  of  the  fermier- general  of  old,  the 
colossal  masses  of  capital  by  which  he  backed  and  supported 
speculations  that  varied  with  an  ingenuity  rendered  practical 
and  profound  by  experience,  inflamed  into  fever  the  morbid 
restlessness  of  fancy  and  intellect  which  characterized  the 
evil  scholar;  for  that  restlessness  seemed  to  supply  to  his 
nature  vices  not  constitutional  to  it.  Dalibard  had  not  the 
avarice  that  belongs  either  to  a  miser  or  a  spendthrift.  In 
his  youth,  his  books  and  the  simple  desires  of  an  abstract 
student  sufficed  to  his  wants,  and  a  habit  of  method  and  order, 
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a  mechanical  calculation  which  accompanied  all  his  acts,  from 
the  least  to  the  greatest,  preserved  him,  even  when  most  poor, 
from  neediness  and  want.  Nor  was  he  by  nature  vain  and 
ostentatious,  —  those  infirmities  accompany  a  larger  and  more 
luxurious  nature.  His  philosophy  rather  despised,  than  in- 
clined to,  show.  Yet  since  to  plot  and  to  scheme  made  his 
sole  amusement,  his  absorbing  excitement,  so  a  man  wrapped 
in  himself,  and  with  no  generous  ends  in  view,  has  little  to 
plot  or  to  scheme  for  but  objects  of  worldly  aggrandizement. 
In  this  Dalibard  resembled  one  whom  the  intoxication  of 
gambling  has  mastered,  who  neither  wants  nor  greatly  prizes 
the  stake,  but  who  has  grown  wedded  to  the  venture  for  it. 
It  was  a  madness  like  that  of  a  certain  rich  nobleman  in  our 
own  country  who,  with  more  money  than  he  could  spend,  and 
with  a  skill  in  all  games  where  skill  enters  that  would  have 
secured  him  success  of  itself,  having  learned  the  art  of  cheat- 
ing, could  not  resist  its  indulgence.  No  hazard,  no  warning, 
could  restrain  him,  — cheat  he  must;  the  propensity  became 
iron-strong  as  a  Greek  destiny. 

That  the  possible  chance  of  an  inheritance  so  magnificent 
should  dazzle  Lucretia  and  Gabriel,  was  yet  more  natural ;  for 
in  them  it  appealed  to  more  direct  and  eloquent,  though  not 
more  powerful,  propensities.  Gabriel  had  every  vice  which 
the  greed  of  gain  most  irritates  and  excites.  Intense  covet- 
ousness  lay  at  the  core  of  his  heart;  he  had  the  sensual 
temperament,  which  yearns  for  every  enjoyment,  and  takes 
pleasure  in  every  pomp  and  show  of  life.  Lucretia,  with  a 
hardness  of  mind  that  disdained  luxury,  and  a  certain  gran- 
deur (if  such  a  word  may  be  applied  to  one  so  perverted)  that 
was  incompatible  with  the  sordid  infirmities  of  the  miser, 
had  a  determined  and  insatiable  ambition,  to  which  gold  was 
a  necessary  instrument.  Wedded  to  one  she  loved,  like 
Mainwaring,  the  ambition,  as  we  have  said  in  a  former 
chapter,  could  have  lived  in  another,  and  become  devoted 
to  intellectual  efforts,  in  the  nobler  desire  for  power  based 
on  fame  and  genius.  But  now  she  had  the  gloomy  cravings 
of  one  fallen,  and  the  uneasy  desire  to  restore  herself  to  a 
lost  position;  she  fed  as  an  aliment  upon  scorn  to  bitterness 
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of  all  beings  and  all  things  around  her.  She  was  gnawed  by 
that  false  fever  which  riots  in  those  who  seek  by  outward 
seemings  and  distinctions  to  console  themselves  for  the  want  of 
their  own  self-esteem,  or  who,  despising  the  world  with  which 
they  are  brought  in  contact,  sigh  for  those  worldly  advantages 
which  alone  justify  to  the  world  itself  their  contempt. 

To  these  diseased  infirmities  of  vanity  or  pride,  whether 
exhibited  in  Gabriel  or  Lucretia,  Dalibard  administered  with- 
out apparent  effort,  not  only  by  his  conversation,  but  his 
habits  of  life.  He  mixed  with  those  much  wealthier  than 
himself,  but  not  better  born;  those  who,  in  the  hot  and  fierce 
ferment  of  that  new  society,  were  rising  fast  into  new  aristoc- 
racy, —  the  fortunate  soldiers,  daring  speculators,  plunderers 
of  many  an  argosy  that  had  been  wrecked  in  the  Great  Storm. 
Every  one  about  them  was  actuated  by  the  keen  desire  "to 
make  a  fortune;  "  the  desire  was  contagious.  They  were  not 
absolutely  poor  in  the  proper  sense  of  the  word  "poverty," 
with  Dalibard's  annuity  and  the  interest  of  Lucretia's  for- 
tune ;  but  they  were  poor  compared  to  those  with  whom  they 
associated,  —  poor  enough  for  discontent.  Thus,  the  image  of 
the  mighty  wealth  from  which,  perhaps,  but  a  single  life 
divided  them,  became  horribly  haunting.  To  Gabriel's  sen- 
sual vision  the  image  presented  itself  in  the  shape  of  unlimited 
pleasure  and  prodigal  riot;  to  Lucretia  it  wore  the  solemn 
majesty  of  power;  to  Dalibard  himself  it  was  but  the  Eureka 
of  a  calculation,  — the  palpable  reward  of  wile  and  scheme 
and  dexterous  combinations.  The  devil  had  temptations 
suited  to  each. 

Meanwhile,  the  Dalibards  were  more  and  more  with  the 
Bellangers.  Olivier  glided  in  to  talk  of  the  chances  and 
changes  of  the  State  and  the  market.  Lucretia  sat  for  hours 
listening  mutely  to  the  contractor's  boasts  of  past  frauds,  or 
submitting  to  the  martyrdom  of  his  victorious  games  at  tric- 
trac. Gabriel,  a  spoiled  darling,  copied  the  pictures  on  the 
walls,  complimented  Madame,  nattered  Monsieur,  and  fawned 
on  both  for  trinkets  and  crowns.  Like  three  birds  of  night  and 
omen,  these  three  evil  natures  settled  on  the  rich  man's  roof. 
-  Was  the  rich  man  himself  blind  to  the  motives  which 
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budded  forth  into  such  attentive  affection?  His  penetration 
was  too  acute,  his  ill  opinion  of  mankind  too  strong,  perhaps, 
for  such  amiable  self-delusions.  But  he  took  all  in  good  part; 
availed  himself  of  Dalibard's  hints  and  suggestions  as  to  the 
employment  of  his  capital;  was  polite  to  Lucretia,  and  readily 
condemned  her  to  be  beaten  at  tric-trac;  while  he  accepted 
with  bonhomie  Gabriel's  spirited  copies  of  his  pictures.  But 
at  times  there  was  a  gleam  of  satire  and  malice  in  his  round 
gray  eyes,  and  an  inward  chuckle  at  the  caresses  and  flatteries 
he  received,  which  perplexed  Dalibard  and  humbled  Lucretia. 
Had  his  wealth  been  wholly  at  his  own  disposal,  these  signs 
would  have  been  inauspicious;  but  the  new  law  was  strict, 
and  the  bulk  of  Bellanger's  property  could  not  be  alienated 
from  his  nearest  kin.  Was  not  Dalibard  the  nearest? 

These  hopes  and  speculations  did  not,  as  we  have  seen, 
absorb  the  restless  and  rank  energies  of  Dalibard's  crooked, 
but  capacious  and  grasping  intellect.  Patiently  and  ingen- 
iously he  pursued  his  main  political  object,  —  the  detection 
of  that  audacious-  and  complicated  conspiracy  against  the 
First  Consul,  which  ended  in  the  tragic  deaths  of  Pichegru, 
the  Due  d'Enghien,  and  the  erring  but  illustrious  hero  of  La 
Vendee,  George  Cadoudal.  In  the  midst  of  these  dark  plots 
for  personal  aggrandizement  and  political  fortune,  we  leave, 
for  the  moment,  the  sombre,  sullen  soul  of  Olivier  Dalibard. 

Time  has  passed  on,  and  spring  is  over  the  world.  The 
seeds  buried  in  the  earth  burst  to  flower;  but  man's  breast 
knoweth  not  the  sweet  division  of  the  seasons.  In  winter  or 
summer,  autumn  or  spring  alike,  his  thoughts  sow  the  germs 
of  his  actions,  and  day  after  day  his  destiny  gathers  in  her 
harvests. 

The  joy-bells  ring  clear  through  the  groves  of  Laughton,  — 
an  heir  is  born  to  the  old  name  and  fair  lands  of  St.  John. 
And,  as  usual,  the  present  race  welcomes  merrily  in  that  which 
shall  succeed  and  replace  it,  —  that  which  shall  thrust  the 
enjoyers  down  into  the  black  graves,  and  wrest  from  them 
the  pleasant  goods  of  the  world.  The  joy-bell  of  birth  is  a 
note  of  warning  to  the  knell  for  the  dead;  it  wakes  the  worms 
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beneath  the  mould:  the  new-born,  every  year  that  it  grows 
and  flourishes,  speeds  the  parent  to  their  feast.  Yet  who  can 
predict  that  the  infant  shall  become  the  heir?  Who  can  tell 
that  Death  sits  not  side  by  side  with  the  nurse  at  the  cradle? 
Can  the  mother's  hand  measure  out  the  woof  of  the  Parcae,  or 
the  father's  eye  detect  through  the  darkness  of  the  morrow 
the  gleain  of  the  fatal  shears? 

It  is  market-day  at  a  town  in  the  midland  districts  of 
England.  There  Trade  takes  its  healthiest  and  most  ani- 
mated form.  You  see  not  the  stunted  form  and  hollow  eye  of 
the  mechanic, — poor  slave  of  the  capitalist,  poor  agent  and 
victim  of  the  arch  disequalizer,  Civilization.  There  strides 
the  burly  form  of  the  farmer;  there  waits  the  ruddy  hind 
with  his  flock;  there,  patient,  sits  the  miller  with  his  sam- 
ples of  corn;  there,  in  the  booths,  gleam  the  humble  wares 
which  form  the  luxuries  of  cottage  and  farm.  The  thronging 
of  men,  and  the  clacking  of  whips,  and  the  dull  sound  of 
wagon  or  dray,  that  parts  the  crowd  as  it  passes,  and  the 
lowing  of  herds  and  the  bleating  of  sheep,  — all  are  sounds 
of  movement  and  bustle,  yet  blend  with  the  pastoral  associa- 
tions of  the  primitive  commerce,  when  the  link  between 
market  and  farm  was  visible  and  direct. 

Towards  one  large  house  in  the  centre  of  the  brisk  life 
ebbing  on,  you  might  see  stream  after  stream  pour  its  way. 
The  large  doors  swinging  light  on  their  hinges,  the  gilt  let- 
ters that  shine  above  the  threshold,  the  windows,  with  their 
shutters  outside  cased  in  iron  and  studded  with  nails,  an- 
nounce that  that  house  is  the  bank  of  the  town.  Come  in 
with  that  yeoman  whose  broad  face  tells  its  tale,  sheepish 
and  down-eyed,  —  he  has  come,  not  to  invest,  but  to  borrow. 
What  matters?  War  is  breaking  out  anew,  to  bring  the  time 
of  high  prices  and  paper  money  and  credit.  Honest  yeoman, 
you  will  not  be  refused.  He  scratches  his  rough  head,  pulls 
a  leg,  as  he  calls  it,  when  the  clerk  leans  over  the  counter, 
and  asks  to  see  "Muster  Mawnering  hisself."  The  clerk 
points  to  the  little  office-room  of  the  new  junior  partner,  who 
has  brought  £10,000  and  a  clear  head  to  the  farm.  And  the 
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yeoman's  great  boots  creak  heavily  in.  I  told  you  so,  honest 
yeoman;  you  come  out  with  a  smile  on  your  brown  face,  and 
your  hand,  that  might  fell  an  ox,  buttons  up  your  huge 
breeches  pocket.  You  will  ride  home  with  a  light  heart; 
go  and  dine,  and  be  merry. 

The  yeoman  tramps  to  the  ordinary;  plates  clatter,  tongues 
wag,  and  the  borrower's  full  heart  finds  vent  in  a  good  word 
for  that  kind  "Muster  Mawnering."  For  a  wonder,  all  join 
in  the  praise.  "He  's  an  honour  to  the  town;  he  's  a  pride  to 
the  country.  Thof  he  's  such  a  friend  at  a  pinch,  he  's  a  rale 
mon  of  business.  He'll  make  the  baunk  worth  a  million! 
And  how  well  he  spoke  at  the  great  county  meeting  about  the 
war,  and  the  laund,  and  them  bloodthirsty  Mounseers !  If  their 
members  were  loike  him,  Muster  Fox  would  look  small !  " 

The  day  declines;  the  town  empties;  whiskeys,  horses, 
and  carts  are  giving  life  to  the  roads  and  the  lanes;  and 
the  market  is  deserted,  and  the  bank  is  shut  up,  and  William 
Mainwaring  walks  back  to  his  home  at  the  skirts  of  the  town. 
Not  villa  nor  cottage,  that  plain  English  house,  with  its 
cheerful  face  of  red  brick,  and  its  solid  squareness  of  shape, 
—  a  symbol  of  substance  in  the  fortunes  of  the  owner!  Yet 
as  he  passes,  he  sees  through  the  distant  trees  the  hall  of  the 
member  for  the  town.  He  pauses  a  moment,  and  sighs  un- 
quietly.  That  pause  and  that  sigh  betray  the  germ  of  ambi- 
tion and  discontent.  Why  should  not  he,  who  can  speak  so 
well,  be  member  for  the  town,  instead  of  that  stammering 
squire?  But  his  reason  has  soon  silenced  the  querulous  mur- 
mur. He  hastens  his  step,  —  he  is  at  home !  And  there,  in- 
the  neat -furnished  drawing-room,  which  looks  on  the  garden 
behind,  hisses  the  welcoming  tea-urn;  and  the  piano  is  open, 
and  there  is  a  packet  of  new  books  on  the  table ;  and,  best  of 
all,  there  is  the  glad  face  of  the  sweet  English  wife.  The 
happy  scene  was  characteristic  of  the  time,  just  when  the  sim- 
pler and  more  innocent  luxuries  of  the  higher  class  spread, 
not  to  spoil,  but  refine  the  middle.  The  dress,  air,  mien, 
movements  of  the  young  couple ;  the  unassuming,  suppressed, 
sober  elegance  of  the  house;  the  flower-garden,  the  books, 
and  the  music,  evidences  of  cultivated  taste,  not  signals  of 
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display,  — all  bespoke  the  gentle  fusion  of  ranks  before  rude 
and  uneducated  wealth,  made  in  looms  and  lucky  hits,  rushed 
in  to  separate  forever  the  gentleman  from  the  parvenu. 

Spring  smiles  over  Paris,  over  the  spires  of  Notre  Dame 
and  the  crowded  alleys  of  the  Tuileries,  over  thousands  and 
thousands  eager,  joyous,  aspiring,  reckless,  — the  New  Race 
of  France,  bound  to  one  man's  destiny,  children  of  glory  and 
of  carnage,  whose  blood  the  wolf  and  the  vulture  scent,  hun- 
gry, from  afar! 

The  conspiracy  against  the  life  of  the  First  Consul  has 
been  detected  and  defeated.  Pichegru  is  in  prison,  George 
Cadoudal  awaits  his  trial,  the  Due  d'Enghien  sleeps  in  his 
bloody  grave;  the  imperial  crown  is  prepared  for  the  great 
soldier,  and  the  great  soldier's  creatures  bask  in  the  noonday 
sun.  Olivier  Dalibard  is  in  high  and  lucrative  employment; 
his  rise  is  ascribed  to  his  talents,  his  opinions.  No  service 
connected  with  the  detection  of  the  conspiracy  is  traced  or 
traceable  by  the  public  eye.  If  such  exist,  it  is  known  but 
to  those  who  have  no  desire  to  reveal  it.  The  old  apartments 
are  retained,  but  they  are  no  longer  dreary  and  comfortless 
and  deserted.  They  are  gay  with  draperies  and  ormolu  and 
mirrors;  and  Madame  Dalibard  has  her  nights  of  reception, 
and  Monsieur  Dalibard  has  already  his  troops  of  clients.  In 
that  gigantic  concentration  of  egotism  which  under  Napoleon 
is  called  the  State,  Dalibard  has  found  his  place.  He  has 
served  to  swell  the  power  of  the  unit,  and  the  cipher  gains 
importance  by  its  position  in  the  sum. 

Jean  Bellanger  is  no  more.  He  died,  not  suddenly,  and 
yet  of  some  quick  disease, —  nervous  exhaustion;  his  schemes, 
they  said,  had  worn  him  out.  But  the  state  of  Dalibard,  though 
prosperous,  is  not  that  of  the  heir  to  the  dead  millionnaire. 
What  mistake  is  this?  The  bulk  of  that  wealth  must  go  to 
the  nearest  kin, — so  runs  the  law.  But  the  will  is  read; 
and,  for  the  first  time,  Olivier  Dalibard  learns  that  the  dead 
man  had  a  son,  —  a  son  by  a  former  marriage,  —  the  marriage 
undeclared,  unknown,  amidst  the  riot  of  the  Revolution;  for 
the  wife  was  the  daughter  of  a  proscrit.  The  son  had  been 
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reared  at  a  distance,  put  to  school  at  Lyons,  and  unavowed  to 
the  second  wife,  who  had  brought  an  ample  dower,  and  whom 
that  discovery  might  have  deterred  from  the  altar.     Unac- 
knowledged through  life,   in  death  at  least  the  son's  rights 
are  proclaimed;   and  Olivier  Dalibard  feels  that  Jean  Bel- 
langer  has  died  in  vain!     For  days  has  the  pale  Provencal 
been  closeted  with  lawyers;  but  there  is  no  hope  in  litigation. 
The  proofs  of  the  marriage,  the  birth,  the  identity,  come  out 
clear  and  clearer ; .  and  the  beardless  schoolboy  at  Lyons  reaps 
all  the  profit  of  those  nameless  schemes  and  that  mysterious 
death.     Olivier  Dalibard  desires  the  friendship,  the  intimacy 
of  the  heir;  but  the  heir  is  consigned  to  the  guardianship  of 
a  merchant  at  Lyons,  near  of  kin  to  his  mother,  and  the  guar- 
dian responds  but  coldly  to  Olivier's  letters.     Suddenly  the 
defeated  aspirant  seems  reconciled  to  his  loss.     The  widow 
Bellanger  has  her  own  separate  fortune,  and  it  is  large  beyond 
expectation.     In  addition  to  the  wealth  she  brought  the  de- 
ceased, his  affection  had  led  him  to  invest  vast  sums  in  her 
name.     The  widow  then  is  rich,  —  rich  as  the  heir  himself. 
She  is  still  fair.     Poor  woman,  she  needs  consolation!     But, 
meanwhile,  the  nights  of  Olivier  Dalibard  are  disturbed  and 
broken.     His  eye  in  the  daytime  is  haggard  and  anxious ;  he 
is  seldom  seen  on  foot  in  the  streets.     Fear  is  his  companion 
by  day,  and  sits  at  night  on  his  pillow.     The  Chouan,  Pierre 
Guillot,  who  looked  to  George  Cadoudal  as  a  god,  knows  that 
George  Cadoudal  has   been  betrayed,   and  suspects   Olivier 
Dalibard;  and  the  Chouan  has  an  arm  of  iron,  and  a  heart 
steeled  against  all  mercy.     Oh,  how  the  pale  scholar  thirsted 
for  that  Chouan's  blood!     With  what  relentless  pertinacity, 
with  what  ingenious  research,  he  had  set  all  the  hounds  of 
the  police  upon  the  track  of  that  single  man!     How  notably 
he  had  failed!     An  avenger   lived;    and   Olivier  Dalibard 
started  at  his  own  shadow  on  the  wall.      But  he  did  not 
the  less  continue  to  plot  and  to  intrigue  —  nay,  such  occupa- 
tion became  more  necessary,  as  an  escape  from  himself. 

And  in  the  mean  while,  Olivier  Dalibard  sought  to  take 
courage  from  the  recollection  that  the  Chouan  had  taken  an 
oath  (and  he  knew  that  oaths  are  held  sacred  with  the 
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Bretons)  that  he  would  keep  his  hand  from  his  knife  unless 
he  had  clear  evidence  of  treachery;  such  evidence  existed, 
but  only  in  Dalibard's  desk  or  the  archives  of  Fouche.  Tush, 
he  was  safe!  And  so,  when  from  dreams  of  fear  he  started 
at  the  depth  of  night,  so  his  bolder  wife  would  whisper  to 
him  with  firm,  uncaressing  lips:  "Olivier  Dalibard,  thou 
fearest  the  living:  dost  thou  never  fear  the  dead?  Thy 
dreams  are  haunted  with  a  spectre.  Why  takes  it  not  the 
accusing  shape  of  thy  mouldering  kinsman?"  and  Dalibard 
would  answer,  for  he  was  a  philosopher  in  his  cowardice :  "  II 
n'y  a  que  les  morts  qui  ne  reviennent  pas." 

It  is  the  notable  convenience  of  us  narrators  to  represent, 
by  what  is  called  "soliloquy,"  the  thoughts,  the  interior  of  the 
personages  we  describe.  And  this  is  almost  the  master-work 
of  the  tale-teller,  —  that  is,  if  the  soliloquy  be  really  in 
words,  what  self-commune  is  in  the  dim  and  tangled  recesses 
of  the  human  heart!  But  to  this  privilege  we  are  rarely 
admitted  in  the  case  of  Olivier  Dalibard,  for  he  rarely  com- 
muned with  himself.  A  sort  of  mental  calculation,  it  is  true, 
eternally  went  on  within  him,  like  the  wheels  of  a  destiny; 
but  it  had  become  a  mechanical  operation,  seldom  disturbed 
by  that  consciousness  of  thought,  with  its  struggles  of  fear  and 
doubt,  conscience  and  crime,  which  gives  its  appalling  inter- 
est to  the  soliloquy  of  tragedy.  Amidst  the  tremendous 
secrecy  of  that  profound  intellect,  as  at  the  bottom  of  a  sea, 
only  monstrous  images  of  terror,  things  of  prey,  stirred  in 
cold-blooded  and  devouring  life ;  but  into  these  deeps  Olivier 
himself  did  not  dive.  He  did  not  face  his  own  soul;  his  outer 
life  and  his  inner  life  seemed  separate  individualities,  just  as, 
in  some  complicated  State,  the  social  machine  goes  on  through 
all  its  numberless  cycles  of  vice  and  dread,  whatever  the  acts 
of  the  government,  which  is  the  representative  of  the  State, 
and  stands  for  the  State  in  the  shallow  judgment  of  history. 

Before  this  time  Olivier  Dalibard's  manner  to  his  son  had 
greatly  changed  from  the  indifference  it  betrayed  in  England, 
—  it  was  kind  and  affectionate,  almost  caressing;  while,  on 
the  other  hand,  Gabriel,  as  if  in  possession  of  some  secret 
which  gave  him  power  over  his  father,  took  a  more  careless 
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and  independent  tone,  often  absented  himself  from  the  house 
for  days  together,  joined  the  revels  of  young  profligates  older 
than  himself,  with  whom  he  had  formed  acquaintance,  in- 
dulged in  spendthrift  expenses,  and  plunged  prematurely 
into  the  stream  of  vicious  pleasure  that  oozed  through  the 
mud  of  Paris. 

One  morning  Dalibard,  returning  from  a  visit  to  Madame 
Bellanger,  found  Gabriel  alone  in  the  salon,  contemplating 
his  fair  face  and  gay  dress  in  one  of  the  mirrors,  and  smooth- 
ing down  the  hair,  which  he  wore  long  and  sleek,  as  in  the 
portraits  of  Eaphael.  Dalibard's  lip  curled  at  the  boy's  cox- 
combry, —  though  such  tastesfhe  himself  had  fostered,  accord- 
ing to  his  ruling  principles,  that  to  govern,  you  must  find  a 
foible,  or  instil  it;  but  the  sneer  changed  into  a  smile. 

"Are  you  satisfied  with  yourself,  joli  gargon?"  he  said, 
with  saturnine  playfulness. 

"  At  least,  sir,  I  hope  that  you  will  not  be  ashamed  of  me 
when  you  formally  legitimatize  me  as  your  son.  The  time 
has  come,  you  know,  to  keep  your  promise." 

"And  it  shall  be  kept,  do  not  fear.  But  first  I  have 
an  employment  for  you,  —  a  mission ;  your  first  embassy, 
Gabriel." 

"I  listen,  sir." 

"I  have  to  send  to  England  a  communication  of  the  utmost 
importance  —  public  importance  —  to  the  secret  agent  of  the 
French  government.  We  are  on  the  eve  of  a  descent  on  Eng- 
land. We  are  in  correspondence  with  some  in  London  on 
whom  we  count  for  support.  A  man  might  be  suspected  and 
searched,  —  mind,  searched.  You,  a  boy,  with  English  name 
and  speech,  will  be  my  safest  envoy.  Bonaparte  approves  my 
selection.  On  your  return,  he  permits  me  to  present  you  to 
him.  He  loves  the  rising  generation.  In  a  few  days  you 
will  be  prepared  to  start." 

Despite  the  calm  tone  of  the  father,  so  had  the  son,  from 
the  instinct  of  fear  and  self-preservation,  studied  every  accent, 
every  glance  of  Olivier,  —  so  had  he  constituted  himself  a  spy 
upon  the  heart  whose  perfidy  was  ever  armed,  that  he  detected 
at  once  in  the  proposal  some  scheme  hostile  to  his  interests. 
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He  made,  however,  no  opposition  to  the  plan  suggested;  and 
.  seemingly  satisfied  with  his  obedience,  the  father  dismissed 
him. 

As  soon  as  he  was  in  the  streets,  Gabriel  went  straight  to 
the  house  of  Madame  Bellanger.  The  hotel  had  been  pur- 
chased in  her  name,  and  she  therefore  retained  it.  Since  her 
husband's  death  he  had  avoided  that  house,  before  so  familiar 
to  him ;  and  now  he  grew  pale  and  breathed  hard  as  he  passed 
by  the  porter's  lodge  up  the  lofty  stairs. 

He  knew  of  his  father's  recent  and  constant  visits  at  the 
house;  and  without  conjecturing  precisely  what  were  Olivier's 
designs,  he  connected  them,  in  the  natural  and  acquired 
shrewdness  he  possessed,  with  the  wealthy  widow.  He  re- 
solved to  watch,  observe,  and  draw  his  own  conclusions.  As 
he  entered  Madame  Bellanger's  room  rather  abruptly,  he 
observed  her  push  aside  amongst  her  papers  something  she 
had  been  gazing  on,  —  something  which  sparkled  to  his  eyes. 
He  sat  himself  down  close  to  her  with  the  caressing  manner 
he  usually  adopted  towards  women;  and  in  the  midst  of  the 
babbling  talk  with  which  ladies  generally  honour  boys,  he 
suddenly,  as  if  by  accident,  displaced  the  papers,  and  saw  his 
father's  miniature  set  in  brilliants.  The  start  of  the  widow, 
her  blush,  and  her  exclamation  strengthened  the  light  that 
flashed  upon  his  mind.  "  Oh,  ho !  I  see  now, "  he  said  laugh- 
ing, "why  my  father  is  always  praising  black  hair;  and  — 
nay,  nay  —  gentlemen  may  admire  ladies  in  Paris,  surely?" 

"Pooh,  my  dear  child,  your  father  is  an  old  friend  of  my 
poor  husband,  and  a  near  relation  too!  But,  Gabriel,  mon 
petit  ange,  you  had  better  not  say  at  home  that  you  have  seen 
this  picture ;  Madame  Dalibard  might  be  foolish  enough  to  be 
angry." 

"  To  be  sure  not.  I  have  kept  a  secret  before  now !  "  and 
again  the  boy's  cheek  grew  pale,  and  he  looked  hurriedly 
round. 

"  And  you  are  very  fond  of  Madame  Dalibard  too ;  so  you 
must  not  vex  her." 

"Who  says  I'm  fond  of  Madame  Dalibard?  A  step- 
mother ! " 
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"Why,  your  father,  of  course, — il  est  si  bon,  ce  pauvre 
Dalibard;  and  all  men  like  cheerful  faces.  But  then,  poor 
lady,  —  an  Englishwoman,  so  strange  here ;  very  natural  she 
should  fret,  and  with  bad  health,  too." 

"Bad  health!  Ah,  I  remember!  She,  also,  does  not  seem 
likely  to  live  long!" 

"So  your  poor  father  apprehends.  Well,  well;  how  uncer- 
tain life  is  !  Who  would  have  thought  dear  Bellanger  would 
have  —  " 

Gabriel  rose  hastily,  and  interrupted  the  widow's  pathetic 
reflections.  "I  only  ran  in  to  say  Bon  jour.  I  must  leave 
you  now." 

"  Adieu,  my  dear  boy,  —  not  a  word  on  the  miniature ! 
By  the  by,  here  's  a  shirt-pin  for  you,  —  tu  es  joli  comme 
un  amour." 

All  was  clear  now  to  Gabriel;  it  was  necessary  to  get  rid 
of  him,  and  forever.  Dalibard  might  dread  his  attachment  to 
Lucretia,  —  he  would  dread  still  more  his  closer  intimacy  with 
the  widow  of  Bellanger,  should  that  widow  wed  again,  and 
Dalibard,  freed  like  her  (by  what  means?),  be  her  choice! 
Into  that  abyss  of  wickedness,  fathomless  to  the  innocent, 
the  young  villanous  eye  plunged,  and  surveyed  the  ground ;  a 
terror  seized  on  him,  —  a  terror  of  life  and  death.  Would 
Dalibard  spare  even  his  own  son,  if  that  son  had  the  power  to 
injure?  This  mission,  was  it  exile  only, — only  a  fall  back 
to  the  old  squalor  of  his  uncle's  studio ;  only  the  laying  aside 
of  a  useless  tool?  Or  was  it  a  snare  to  the  grave?  Demon  as 
Dalibard  was,  doubtless  the  boy  wronged  him.  But  guilt 
construes  guilt  for  the  worst. 

Gabriel  had  formerly  enjoyed  the  thought  to  match  himself, 
should  danger  come,  with  Dalibard;  the  hour  had  come,  and 
he  felt  his  impotence.  Brave  his  father,  and  refuse  to  leave 
France!  From  that,  even  his  reckless  hardihood  shrank,  as 
from  inevitable  destruction.  But  to  depart,  —  be  the  poor  vic- 
tim and  dupe ;  after  having  been  let  loose  amongst  the  riot  of 
pleasure,  to  return  to  labour  and  privation,  —  from  that  option 
his  vanity  and  his  senses  vindictively  revolted.  And  Lucre- 
tia, the  only  being  who  seemed  to  have  a  human  kindness  to 
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him!  Through  all  the  vicious  egotism  of  his  nature,  he  had 
some  grateful  sentiments  for  her;  and  even  the  egotism 
assisted  that  unwonted  amiability,  for  he  felt  that,  Lucretia 
gone,  he  had  no  hold  on  his  father's  house,  that  the  home  of 
her  successor  never  would  be  his.  While  thus  brooding,  he 
lifted  his  eyes,  and  saw  Dalibard  pass  in  his  carriage  towards 
the  Tuileries.  The  house,  then,  was  clear;  he  could  see 
Lucretia  alone.  He  formed  his  resolution  at  once,  and 
turned  homewards.  As  he  did  so,  he  observed  a  man  at 
the  angle  of  the  street,  whose  eyes  followed  Dalibard's  car- 
riage with  an  expression  of  unmistakable  hate  and  revenge; 
but  scarcely  had  he  marked  the  countenance,  before  the  man, 
looking  hurriedly  round,  darted  away,  and  was  lost  amongst 
the  crowd. 

Now,  that  countenance  was  not  quite  unfamiliar  to  Gabriel. 
He  had  seen  it  before,  as  he  saw  it  now,  —  hastily,  and,  as  it 
were,  by  fearful  snatches.  Once  he  had  marked,  on  returning 
home  at  twilight,  a  figure  lurking  by  the  house;  and  some- 
thing, in  the  quickness  with  which  it  turned  from  his  gaze, 
joined  to  his  knowledge  of  Dalibard's  apprehensions,  made 
him  mention  the  circumstance  to  his  father  when  he  entered. 
Dalibard  bade  him  hasten  with  a  note,  written  hurriedly,  to 
an  agent  of  the  police,  whom  he  kept  lodged  near  at  hand. 
The  man  was  still  on  the  threshold  when  the  boy  went  out  on 
this  errand,  and.  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  his  face;  but  before 
the  police-agent  reached  the  spot,  the  ill-omened  apparition 
had  vanished.  Gabriel  now,  as  his  eye  rested  full  upon  that 
threatening  brow  and  those  burning  eyes,  was  convinced  that 
he  saw  before  him  the  terrible  Pierre  Guillot,  whose  very 
name  blenched  his  father's  cheek.  When  the  figure  retreated, 
he  resolved  at  once  to  pursue.  He  hurried  through  the  crowd 
amidst  which  the  man  had  disappeared,  and  looked  eagerly 
into  the  faces  of  those  he  jostled ;  sometimes  at  the  distance 
he  caught  sight  of  a  figure  which  appeared  to  resemble  the 
one  which  he  pursued,  but  the  likeness  faded  on  approach. 
The  chase,  however,  vague  and  desultory  as  it  was,  led  him 
on  till  his  way  was  lost  amongst  labyrinths  of  narrow  and 
unfamiliar  streets.  Heated  and  thirsty,  he  paused,  at  last. 


186  LUCRETIA. 

before  a  small  cafe,  entered  to  ask  for  a  draught  of  lemonade, 
and  behold,  chance  had  favoured  him!  The  man  he  sought 
was  seated  there  before  a  bottle  of  wine,  and  intently  reading 
the  newspaper.  Gabriel  sat  himself  down  at  the  adjoining 
table.  In  a  few  moments  the  man  was  joined  by  a  new- 
comer; the  two  conversed,  but  in  whispers  so  low  that 
Gabriel  was  unable  to  hear  their  conversation,  though  he 
caught  more  than  once  the  name  of  "George."  Both  the 
men  were  violently  excited,  and  the  expression  of  their  coun- 
tenances was  menacing  and  sinister.  The  first  comer  pointed 
often  to  the  newspaper,  and  read  passages  from  it  to  his  com- 
panion. This  suggested  to  Gabriel  the  demand  for  another 
journal.  When  the  waiter  brought  it  to  him,  his  eye  rested 
upon  a  long  paragraph,  in  which  the  name  of  George  Cadoudal 
frequently  occurred.  In  fact,  all  the  journals  of  the  day  were 
filled  with  speculations  on  the  conspiracy  and  trial  of  that 
fiery  martyr  to  an  erring  adaptation  of  a  noble  principle. 
Gabriel  knew  that  his  father  had  had  a  principal  share  in 
the  detection  of  the  defeated  enterprise;  and  his  previous 
persuasions  were  confirmed. 

His  sense  of  hearing  grew  sharper  by  continued  effort,  and 
at  length  he  heard  the  first  comer  say  distinctly,  "  If  I  were 
but  sure  that  I  had  brought  this  fate  upon  George  by  intro- 
ducing to  him  that  accursed  Dalibard;  if  my  oath  did  but 
justify  me,  I  would  — "  The  concluding  sentence  was  lost. 
A  few  moments  after,  the  two  men  rose,  and  from  the  familiar 
words  that  passed  between  them  and  the  master  of  the  cafe, 
who  approached,  himself,  to  receive  the  reckoning,  the  shrewd 
boy  perceived  that  the  place  was  no  unaccustomed  haunt.  He 
crept  nearer  and  nearer;  and  as  the  landlord  shook  hands  with 
his  customer,  he  heard  distinctly  the  former  address  him  by 
the  name  of  "Guillot."  When  the  men  withdrew,  Gabriel 
followed  them  at  a  distance  (taking  care  first  to  impress  on 
his  memory  the  name  of  the  cafe,  and  the  street  in  which  it 
was  placed)  and,  as  he  thought,  unobserved;  he  was  mis- 
taken. Suddenly,  in  one  street  more  solitary  than  the  rest, 
the  man  whom  he  was  mainly  bent  on  tracking  turned  round, 
advanced  to  Gabriel,  who  was  on  the  other  side  of  the  street, 
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and  laid  his  hand  upon  him  so  abruptly  that  the  boy  was 
fairly  taken  by  surprise. 

"Who  bade  you  follow  us?"  said  he,  with  so  dark  and  fell 
an  expression  of  countenance  that  even  Gabriel's  courage 
failed  him.  "No  evasion,  no  lies;  speak  out,  and  at  once;" 
and  the  grasp  tightened  on  the  boy's  throat. 

Gabriel's  readiness  of  resource  and  presence  of  mind  did 
not  long  forsake  him. 

"Loose  your  hold,  and  I  will  tell  you  —  you  stifle  me." 
The  man  slightly  relaxed  his  grasp,  and  Gabriel  said  quickly : 
"  My  mother  perished  on  the  guillotine  in  the  Reign  of  Ter- 
ror; I  am  for  the  Bourbons.  I  thought  I  overheard  words 
which  showed  sympathy  for  poor  George,  the  brave  Chouan. 
I  followed  you;  for  I  thought  I  was  following  friends." 

The  man  smiled  as  he  fixed  his  steady  eye  upon  the  un- 
flinching child.  "My  poor  lad,"  he  said  gently,  "I  believe 
you,  —  pardon  me ;  but  follow  us  no  more,  —  we  are  danger- 
ous ! "  He  waved  his  hand,  and  strode  away  and  rejoined  his 
companion,  and  Gabriel  reluctantly  abandoned  the  pursuit  and 
went  homeward.  It  was  long  before  he  reached  his  father's 
house,  for  he  had  strayed  into  a  strange  quarter  of  Paris,  and 
had  frequently  to  inquire  the  way.  At  length  he  reached 
home,  and  ascended  the  stairs  to  a  small  room  in  which 
Lucretia  usually  sat,  and  which  was  divided  by  a  narrow 
corridor  from  the  sleeping-chamber  of  herself  and  Dalibard. 
His  stepmother,  leaning  her  cheek  upon  her  hand,  was  seated 
by  the  window,  so  absorbed  in  some  gloomy  thoughts,  which 
cast  over  her  rigid  face  a  shade,  intense  and  solemn  as  de- 
spair, that  she  did  not  perceive  the  approach  of  the  boy  till 
he  threw  his  arms  round  her  neck,  and  then  she  started  as  in 
alarm. 

"  You !  only  you, "  she  said,  with  a  constrained  smile ;  "  see, 
my  nerves  are  not  so  strong  as  they  were." 

"You  are  disturbed,  belle-mere,  — has  he  been  vexing  you?" 

"He  —  Dalibard?  No,  indeed;  we  were  only  this  morning 
discussing  matters  of  business." 

"Business,  — that  means  money." 

"Truly,"  said  Lucretia,  "money  does  make  the  staple  of 
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life's  business.  In  spite  of  his  new  appointment,  your  father 
needs  some  sums  in  hand,  —  favours  are  to  be  bought,  oppor- 
tunities for  speculation  occur,  and  — 

"  And  my  father, "  interrupted  Gabriel,  "  wishes  your  con- 
sent to  raise  the  rest  of  your  portion?  " 

Lucretia  looked  surprised,  but  answered  quietly :  "  He  had 
my  consent  long  since;  but  the  trustees  to  the  marriage-settle- 
ment—  mere  men  of  business,  my  uncle's  bankers;  for  I  had 
lost  all  claim  on  my  kindred  —  refuse,  or  at  least  interpose 
such  difficulties  as  amount  to  refusal." 

"But  that  reply  came  some  days  since,"  said  Gabriel, 
musingly. 

"How  did  you  know,  — did  your  father  tell  you?" 

"Poor  belle-mere!"  said  Gabriel,  almost  with  pity;  "can 
you  live  in  this  house  and  not  watch  all  that  passes,  —  every 
stranger,  every  message,  every  letter?  But  what,  then,  does 
he  wish  with  you?" 

"  He  has  suggested  my  returning  to  England  and  seeing  the 
trustees  myself.  His  interest  can  obtain  my  passport." 

"And  you  have  refused?" 

"I  have  not  consented." 

"Consent! — hush! — your  maid;  Marie  is  not  waiting 
without;"  and  Gabriel  rose  and  looked  forth.  "No,  con- 
found these  doors!  none  close  as  they  ought  in  this  house. 
Is  it  not  a  clause  in  your  settlement  that  the  half  of  your 
fortune  now  invested  goes  bo  the  survivor?  " 

"It  is,"  replied  Lucretia,  struck  and  thrilled  at  the  ques- 
tion. "How,  again,  did  you  know  this?" 

"  I  saw  my  father  reading  the  copy.  If  you  die  first,  then, 
he  has  all.  If  he  merely  wanted  the  money,  he  would  not 
send  you  away." 

There  was  a  terrible  pause.  Gabriel  resumed:  "I  trust 
you,  it  may  be,  with  my  life;  but  I  will  speak  out.  My 
father  goes  much  to  Bellanger's  widow;  she  is  rich  and  weak. 
Come  to  England!  Yes,  come  ;  for  he  is  about  to  dismiss  me. 
He  fears  that  I  shall  be  in  the  way,  to  warn  you,  perhaps,  or 
to  —  to  —  In  short,  both  of  us  are  in  his  way.  He  gives  you 
an  escape.  Once  in  England,  the  war  which  is  breaking  out 
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will  prevent  your  return.  He  will  twist  the  laws  of  divorce 
to  his  favour;  he  will  marry  again!  What  then?  He  spares 
you  what  remains  of  your  fortune ;  he  spares  your  life.  Re- 
main here, — cross  his  schemes,  and —  No,  noj  come  to 
England, — safer  anywhere  than  here!" 

As  he  spoke,  great  changes  had  passed  over  Lucretia's 
countenance.  At  first  it  was  the  flash  of  conviction,  then 
the  stunned  shock  of  horror;  now  she  rose,  rose  to  her  full 
height,  and  there  was  a  livid  and  deadly  light  in  her  eyes,  — 
the  light  of  conscious  courage  and  power  and  revenge. 
"Fool,"  she  muttered,  "with  all  his  craft!  Fool,  fool!  As 
if,  in  the  war  of  household  perfidy,  the  woman  did  not  always 
conquer!  Man's  only  chance  is  to  be  mailed  in  honour." 

"But,"  said  Gabriel,  overhearing  her,  "but  you  do  not 
remember  what  it  is.  There  is  nothing  you  can  see  and 
guard  against.  It  is  not  like  an  enemy  face  to  face;  it  is 
death  in  the  food,  in  the  air,  in  the  touch.  You  stretch  out 
your  arms  in  the  dark,  you  feel  nothing,  and  you  die !  Oh, 
do  not  fancy  that  I  have  not  thought  well  (for  I  am  almost  a 
man  now)  if  there  were  no  means  to  resist,  — there  are  none! 
As  well  make  head  against  the  plague,  —  it  is  in  the  atmos- 
phere. Come  to  England,  and  return.  Live  poorly,  if  you 
must,  but  live  —  but  live  !  " 

"  Return  to  England  poor  and  despised,  and  bound  still  to 
him,  or  a  disgraced  and  divorced  wife,  —  disgraced  by  the 
low-born  dependant  on  my  kinsman's  house,  — and  fawn  per- 
haps upon  my  sister  and  her  husband  for  bread !  Never !  I 
am  at  my  post,  and  I  will  not  fly." 

"  Brave,  brave ! "  said  the  boy,  clapping  his  hands,  and 
sincerely  moved  by  a  daring  superior  to  his  own;  "I  wish 
I  could  help  you !  " 

Lucretia's  eye  rested  on  him  with  the  full  gaze,  so  rare  in 
its  looks.  She  drew  him  to  her  and  kissed  his  brow.  "Boy, 
through  life,  whatever  our  guilt  and  its  doom,  we  are  bound 
to  each  other.  I  may  yet  live  to  have  wealth;  if  so,  it  is 
yours  as  a  son's.  I  may  be  iron  to  others.  —  never  to  you. 
Enough  of  this;  I  must  reflect!  "  She  passed  her  hands  over 
her  eyes  a  moment,  and  resumed :  "  You  would  help  me  in  my 
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self-defence;  I  think  you  can.  You  have  been  more  alert  in 
your  watch  than  I  have.  You  must  have  means  I  have  not 
secured.  Your  father  guards  well  all  his  papers." 

"I  have  keys  to  every  desk.  My  foot  passed  the  threshold 
of  that  room  under  the  roof  before  yours.  But  no;  his  powers 
can  never  be  yours !  He  has  never  confided  to  you  half  his 
secrets.  He  has  antidotes  for  every  —  every  —  " 

"Hist!  what  noise  is  that?  Only  the  shower  on  the  case- 
ments. No,  no,  child,  that  is  not  my  object.  Cadoudal's 
conspiracy!  Your  father  has  letters  from  Fouche  which 
show  how  he  has  betrayed  others  who  are  stronger  to  avenge 
than  a  woman  and  a  boy." 

"Well?" 

"I  would  have  those  letters.  Give  me  the  keys.  But 
hold!  Gabriel,  Gabriel,  you  may  yet  misjudge  him.  This 
woman  —  wife  to  the  dead  man  —  his  wife !  Horror !  Have 
you  no  proofs  of  what  you  imply?" 

"  Proofs ! "  echoed  Gabriel,  in  a  tone  of  wonder ;  "  I  can 
but  see  and  conjecture.  You  are  warned,  watch  and  decide 
for  yourself.  But  again  I  say,  come  to  England ;  /  shall  go !  " 

Without  reply,  Lucretia  took  the  keys  from  Gabriel's  half- 
reluctant  hand,  and  passed  into  her  husband's  writing-room. 
When  she  had  entered,  she  locked  the  door.  She  passed  at 
once  to  a  huge  secretary,  of  which  the  key  was  small  as  a 
fairy's  work.  She  opened  it  with  ease  by  one  of  the  counter- 
feits. No  love-correspondence  —  the  first  object  of  her  search, 
for  she  was  woman  —  met  her  eye.  What  need  of  letters, 
when  interviews  were  so  facile?  But  she  soon  found  a  docu- 
ment that  told  all  which  love-letters  could  tell,  —  it  was  an 
account  of  the  moneys  and  possessions  of  Madame  Bellanger; 
and  there  were  pencil  notes  on  the  margin:  "Vautran  will 
give  four  hundred  thousand  francs  for  the  lands  in  Auvergne, 

—  to  be  accepted.     Consult  on  the  power  of  sale  granted  to  a 
second  husband.     Query,  if  there  is  no  chance  of  the  heir-at- 
law  disputing  the  moneys  invested  in  Madame  B.'s  name," 

—  and  such  memoranda  as  a  man  notes  down  in  the  schedule 
of  properties  about  to  be  his  own.      In  these   inscriptions 
there  was  a  hideous  mockery  of  all  love;  like  the  blue  lights 
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of  corruption,  they  showed  the  black  vault  of  the  heart.  The 
pale  reader  saw  what  her  own  attractions  had  been,  and,  fallen 
as  she  was,  she  smiled  superior  in  her  bitterness  of  scorn. 
Arranged  methodically  with  the  precision  of  business,  she 
found  the  letters  she  next  looked  for;  one  recognizing  Dali- 
bard's  services  in  the  detection  of  the  conspiracy,  and  authoriz- 
ing him  to  employ  the  police  in  the  search  of  Pierre  Guillot, 
sufficed  for  her  purpose.  She  withdrew,  and  secreted  it.  She 
was  about  to  lock  up  the  secretary,  when  her  eye  fell  on  the 
title  of  a  small  manuscript  volume  in  a  corner;  and  as  she 
read,  she  pressed  one  hand  convulsively  to  her  heart,  while 
twice  with  the  other  she  grasped  the  volume,  and  twice  with- 
drew the  grasp.  The  title  ran  harmlessly  thus :  "  Philosophical 
and  Chemical  Inquiries  into  the  Nature  and  Materials  of  the 
Poisons  in  Use  between  the  Fourteenth  and  Sixteenth  Cen- 
turies." Hurriedly,  and  at  last  as  if  doubtful  of  herself,  she 
left  the  manuscript,  closed  the  secretary,  and  returned  to 
Gabriel. 

"You  have  got  the  paper  you  seek?"  he  said. 

"Yes." 

"  Then  whatever  you  do,  you  must  be  quick ;  he  will  soon 
discover  the  loss." 

"I  will  be  quick." 

"It  is  I  whom  he  will  suspect,"  said  Gabriel,  in  alarm,  as 
that  thought  struck  him.  "No,  for  my  sake  do  not  take  the 
letter  till  I  am  gone.  Do  not  fear  in  the  mean  time ;  he  will 
do  nothing  against  you  while  I  am  here." 

"I  will  replace  the  letter  till  then,"  said  Lucretia,  meekly. 
"You  have  a  right  to  my  first  thoughts."  So  she  went  back, 
and  Gabriel  (suspicious  perhaps)  crept  after  her. 

As  she  replaced  the  document,  he  pointed  to  the  manuscript 
which  had  tempted  her.  "I  have  seen  that  before;  how  I 
longed  for  it !  If  anything  ever  happens  to  him,  I  claim  that 
as  my  legacy." 

Their  hands  met  as  he  said  this,  and  grasped  each  other 
convulsively;  Lucretia  relocked  the  secretary,  and  when  she 
gained  the  next  room,  she  tottered  to  a  chair.  Her  strong 
nerves  gave  way  for  the  moment;  she  uttered  no  cry,  but  by 
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the  whiteness  of  her  face,  Gabriel  saw  that  she  was  senseless> 
—  senseless  for  a  minute  or  so ;  scarcely  more.  But  the  re- 
turn to  consciousness  with  a  clenched  hand,  and  a  brow  of 
defiance,  and  a  stare  of  mingled  desperation  and  dismay, 
seemed  rather  the  awaking  from  some  frightful  dream  of 
violence  and  struggle  than  the  slow,  languid  recovery  from 
the  faintness  of  a  swoon.  Yes,  henceforth,  to  sleep  was  to 
couch  by  a  serpent,  —  to  breathe  was  to  listen  for  the  ava- 
lanche! Thou  who  didst  trifle  so  wantonly  with  Treason, 
now  gravely  front  the  grim  comrade  thou  hast  won;  thou 
scheming  desecrator  of  the  Household  Gods,  now  learn,  to 
the  last  page  of  dark  knowledge,  what  the  hearth  is  without 
them! 

Gabriel  was  strangely  moved  as  he  beheld  that  proud  and 
solitary  despair.  An  instinct  of  nature  had  hitherto  checked 
him  from  actively  aiding  Lucretia  in  that  struggle  with  his 
father  which  could  but  end  in  the  destruction  of  one  or  the 
other.  He  had  contented  himself  with  forewarnings,  with 
hints,  with  indirect  suggestions;  but  now  all  his  sympathy 
was  so  strongly  roused  on  her  behalf  that  the  last  faint 
scruple  of  filial  conscience  vanished  into  the  abyss  of  blood 
over  which  stood  that  lonely  Titaness.  He  drew  near,  and 
clasping  her  hand,  said,  in  a  quick  and  broken  voice,  — 

"  Listen !  You  know  where  to  find  proof  of  my  fa —  that 
is,  of  Dalibard's  treason  to  the  conspirators,  you  know  the 
name  of  the  man  he  dreads  as  an  avenger,  and  you  know  that 
he  waits  but  the  proof  to  strike ;  but  you  do  not  know  where 
to  find  that  man,  if  his  revenge  is  wanting  for  yourself.  The 
police  have  not  hunted  him  out:  how  can  you?  Accident  has 
made  me  acquainted  with  one  of  his  haunts.  Give  me  a  sin- 
gle promise,  and  I  will  put  you  at  least  upon  that  clew,  — 
weak,  perhaps,  but  as  yet  the  sole  one  to  be  followed.  Prom- 
ise me  that,  only  in  defence  of  your  own  life,  not  for  mere  jeal- 
ousy, you  will  avail  yourself  of  the  knowledge,  and  you  shall 
know  all  I  do !  " 

"  Do  you  think, "  said  Lucretia,  in  a  calm,  cold  voice,  "  that 
it  is  for  jealousy,  which  is  love,  that  I  would  murder  all  hope, 
all  peace?  For  we  have  here  "  —  and  she  smote  her  breast  — 
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"here,  if  not  elsewhere,  a  heaven  and  a  hell!  Son,  I  will  not 
harm  your  father,  except  in  self-defence.  But  tell  me  nothing 
that  may  make  the  son  a  party  in  the  father's  doom." 

"  The  father  slew  the  mother, "  muttered  Gabriel,  between 
his  clenched  teeth;  "and  to  me,  you  have  wellnigh  supplied 
her  place.  Strike,  if  need  be,  in  her  name !  If  you  are  driven 
to  want  the  arm  of  Pierre  Guillot,  seek  news  of  him  at  the 

Caf6  Dufour,  Rue  S ,  Boulevard  du  Temple.  Be  calm 

now;  I  hear  your  husband's  step." 

A  few  days  more,  and  Gabriel  is  gone !  Wife  and  husband 
are  alone  with  each  other.  Lucretia  has  refused  to  depart. 
Then  that  mute  coma  of  horror,  that  suspense  of  two  foes  in 
the  conflict  of  death;  for  the  subtle,  prying  eye  of  Olivier 
Dalibard  sees  that  he  himself  is  suspected,  —  further  he 
shuns  from  sifting!  Glance  fastens  on  glance,  and  then 
hurries  smilingly  away.  From  the  cup  grins  a  skeleton,  at 
the  board  warns  a  spectre.  But  how  kind  still  the  words, 
and  how  gentle  the  tone;  and  they  lie  down  side  by  side  in  the 
marriage-bed,  —  brain  plotting  against  brain,  heart  loathing 
heart.  It  is  a  duel  of  life  and  death  between  those  sworn 
through  life  and  beyond  death  at  the  altar.  But  it  is  carried 
on  with  all  the  forms  and  courtesies  of  duel  in  the  age  of 
chivalry.  No  conjugal  wrangling,  no  slip  of  the  tongue;  the 
oil  is  on  the  surface  of  the  wave,  —  the  monsters  in  the  hell 
of  the  abyss  war  invisibly  below.  At  length,  a  dull  torpor 
creeps  over  the  woman;  she  feels  the  taint  in  her  veins,  — the 
slow  victory  is  begun.  What  mattered  all  her  vigilance  and 
caution?  Vainly  glide  from  the  fangs  of  the  serpent,  — his 
very  breath  suffices  to  destroy!  Pure  seems  the  draught  and 
wholesome  the  viand,  —  that  master  of  the  science  of  murder 
needs  not  the  means  of  the  bungler!  Then,  keen  and  strong 
from  the  creeping  lethargy  started  the  fierce  instinct  of  self 
and  the  ruthless  impulse  of  revenge.  Not  too  late  yet  to 
escape ;  for  those  subtle  banes,  that  are  to  defy  all  detection, 
work  but  slowly  to  their  end. 

One  evening  a  woman,  closely  mantled,  stood  at  watch  by 
the  angle  of  a  wall.  The  light  came  dim  and  muffled  from 
the  window  of  a  cafe  hard  at  handj  the  reflection  slept 
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amidst  the  shadows  on  the  dark  pavement,  and  save  a  soli- 
tary lamp  swung  at  distance  in  the  vista  over  the  centre  of 
the  narrow  street,  no  ray  broke  the  gloom.  The  night  was 
clouded  and  starless,  the  wind  moaned  in  gusts,  and  the  rain 
fell  heavily;  but  the  gloom  and  the  loneliness  did  not  appall 
the  eye,  and  the  wind  did  not  chill  the  heart,  and  the  rain  fell 
unheeded  on  the  head,  of  the  woman  at  her  post.  At  times 
she  paused  in  her  slow,  sentry-like  pace  to  and  fro,  to  look 
through  the  window  of  the  cafe,  and  her  gaze  fell  always  on 
one  figure  seated  apart  from  the  rest.  At  length  her  pulse 
beat  more  quickly,  and  the  patient  lips  smiled  sternly.  The 
figure  had  risen  to  depart.  A  man  came  out  and  walked 
quickly  up  the  street ;  the-  woman  approached,  and  when  the 
man  was  under  the  single  lamp  swung  aloft,  he  felt  his  arm 
touched :  the  woman  was  at  his  side,  and  looking  steadily  into 
his  face  — 

"  You  are  Pierre  Guillot,  the  Breton,  the  friend  of  George 
Cadoudal.  Will  you  be  his  avenger?  " 

The  Chouan's  first  impulse  had  been  to  place  his  hand  in 
his  vest,  and  something  shone  bright  in  the  lamp-light,  clasped 
in  those  iron  fingers.  The  voice  and  the  manner  reassured 
him,  and  he  answered  readily,  — 

"I  am  he  whom  you  seek,  and  I  only  live  to  avenge." 

"  Read,  then,  and  act, "  answered  the  woman,  as  she  placed 
a  paper  in  his  hands. 

At  Laughton  the  babe  is  on  the  breast  of  the  fair  mother, 
and  the  father  sits  beside  the  bed;  and  mother  and  father 
dispute  almost  angrily  whether  mother  or  father  those  soft, 
rounded  features  of  slumbering  infancy  resemble  most.  At 
the  red  house,  near  the  market-town,  there  is  a  hospitable 
bustle.  William  is  home  earlier  than  usual.  Within  the 
last  hour,  Susan  has  been  thrice  into  every  room.  Husband 
and  wife  are  now  watching  at  the  window.  The  good 
Fieldens,  with  a  coach  full  of  children,  are  expected,  every 
moment,  on  a  week's  visit  at  least. 

In  the  cafe  in  the  Boulevard  du  Temple  sit  Pierre  Guillot, 
the  Chouan,  and  another  of  the  old  band  of  brigands  whom 
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George  Cadoudal  had  mustered  in  Paris.  There  is  an  expres- 
sion of  content  on  Guillot's  countenance,  —  it  seems  more 
open  than  usual,  and  there  is  a  complacent  smile  on  his  lips. 
He  is  whispering  low  to  his  friend  in  the  intervals  of  eating, 
—  an  employment  pursued  with  the  hearty  gusto  of  a  hungry 
man.  But  his  friend  does  not  seem  to  sympathize  with  the 
cheerful  feelings  of  his  comrade;  he  is  pale,  and  there  is  ter- 
ror on  his  face;  and  you  may  see  that  the  journal  in  his  hand 
trembles  like  a  leaf. 

In  the  gardens  of  the  Tuileries  some  score  or  so  of  gossips 
group  together. 

"And  no  news  of  the  murderer?"  asked  one. 

"No;  but  the  man  who  had  been  friend  to  Robespierre 
must  have  made  secret  enemies  enough." 

"  Ce  pauvre  Dalibard !  He  was  not  mixed  up  with  the 
Terrorists,  nevertheless." 

"  Ah,  but  the  more  deadly  for  that,  perhaps ;  a  sly  man  was 
Olivier  Dalibard!" 

"What 's  the  matter?"  said  an  emjrtoye,  lounging  up  to  the 
group.  "Are  you  talking  of  Olivier  Dalibard?  It  is  but  the 
other  day  he  had  Marsan's  appointment.  He  is  now  to  have 
Pleyel's.  I  heaM  it  two  days  ago ;  a  capital  thing!  Pestef 
il  ira  loin.  We  shall  have  him  a  senator  soon." 

"Speak  for  yourself,"  quoth  a  ci-devant  abb6,  with  a  laugh; 
"  I  should  be  sorry  to  see  him  again  soon,  wherever  he  be. " 

"  Plait-il  ?     I  don't  understand  you !  " 

"  Don't  you  know  that  Olivier  Dalibard  is  murdered,  found 
stabbed,  —  in  his  own  house,  too !  " 

"del!  Pray  tell  me  all  you  know-  His  place,  then,  is 
vacant ! " 

"  Why,  it  seems  that  Dalibard,  who  had  been  brought  up  to 
medicine,  was  still  fond  of  chemical  experiments.  He  hired 
a  room  at  the  top  of  the  house  for  such  scientific  amusements. 
He  was  accustomed  to  spend  part  of  his  nights  there.  They 
found  him  at  morning  bathed  in  his  blood,  with  three 
ghastly  wounds  in  his  side,  and  his  fingers  cut  to  the 
bone.  He  had  struggled  hard  with  the  knife  that  butchered 
him." 
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"  In  his  own  house ! "  said  a  lawyer.  "  Some  servant  or 
spendthrift  heir." 

"  He  has  no  heir  but  young  Bellanger,  who  will  be  riche  a 
millions,  and  is  now  but  a  schoolboy  at  Lyons.  No ;  it  seems 
that  the  window  was  left  open,  and  that  it  communicates  with 
the  roof-tops.  There  the  murderer  had  entered,  and  by  that 
way  escaped;  for  they  found  the  leads  of  the  gutter  dabbled 
with  blood.  The  next  house  was  uninhabited,  —  easy  enough 
to  get  in  there,  and  lie  perdu  till  night." 

"Hum!"  said  the  lawyer.  "But  the  assassin  could  only 
have  learned  Dalibard's  habits  from  some  one  in  the  house. 
Was  the  deceased  married?  " 

"Oh,  yes,  — to  an  Englishwoman." 

"She  had  lovers,  perhaps?  " 

"Pooh,  lovers  !  The  happiest  couple  ever  known;  you 
should  have  seen  them  together!  I  dined  there  last  week." 

"  It  is  strange, "  said  the  lawyer. 

"And  he  was  getting  on  so  well,"  muttered  a  hungry- 
looking  man. 

"  And  his  place  is  vacant ! "  repeated  the  employe,  as  he 
quitted  the  crowd  abstractedly. 

In  the  house  of  Olivier  Dalibard  sits  Lucretia  alone,  and  in 
her  own  usual  morning-room.  The  officer  appointed  to  such 
tasks  by  the  French  law  has  performed  his  visit,  and  made 
his  notes,  and  expressed  condolence  with  the  widow,  and 
promised  justice  and  retribution,  and  placed  his  seal  on  the 
locks  till  the  representatives  of  the  heir-at-law  shall  arrive; 
and  the  heir-at-law  is  the  very  boy  who  had  succeeded  so 
unexpectedly  to  the  wealth  of  Jean  Bellanger  the  contractor! 
But  Lucretia  has  obtained  beforehand  all  she  wishes  to  save 
from  the  rest.  An  open  box  is  on  the  floor,  into  which  her 
hand  drops  noiselessly  a  volume  in  manuscript.  On  the  fore- 
finger of  that  hand  is  a  ring,  larger  and  more  massive  than 
those  usually  worn  by  women,  —  by  Lucretia  never  worn 
before.  Why  should  that  ring  have  been  selected  with  such 
care  from  the  dead  man's  hoards?  Why  so  precious  the  dull 
opal  in  that  cumbrous  setting?  From  the  hand  the  volume 
drops  without  sound  into  the  box,  as  those  whom  the  secrets 
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of  the  volume  instruct  you  to  destroy  may  drop  without  noise 
into  the  grave.  The  trace  of  some  illness,  recent  and  deep, 
nor  conquered  yet,  has  ploughed  lines  in  that  young  counte- 
nance, and  dimmed  the  light  of  those  searching  eyes.  Yet 
courage!  the  poison  is  arrested,  the  poisoner  is  no  more. 
Minds  like  thine,  stern  woman,  are  cased  in  coffers  of  steel, 
and  the  rust  as  yet  has  gnawed  no  deeper  than  the  surface. 
So  over  that  face,  stamped  with  bodily  suffering,  plays  a  calm 
smile  of  triumph.  The  schemer  has  baffled  the  schemer! 
Turn  now  to  the  right,  pass  by  that  narrow  corridor:  you 
are  in  the  marriage-chamber;  the  windows  are  closed;  tall 
tapers  burn  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  Now  go  back  to  that  nar- 
row corridor.  Disregarded,  thrown  aside,  are  a  cloth  and  a 
besom:  the  cloth  is  wet  still;  but  here  and  there  the  red 
stains  are  dry,  and  clotted  as  with  bloody  glue;  and  the  hairs 
of  the  besom  start  up,  torn  and  ragged,  as  if  the  bristles  had 
a  sense  of  some  horror,  as  if  things  inanimate  still  partook  of 
men's  dread  at  men's  deeds.  If  you  passed  through  the  corri- 
dor and  saw  in  the  shadow  of  the  wall  that  homeliest  of 
instruments  cast  away  and  forgotten,  you  would  smile  at  the 
slatternly  housework.  But  if  you  knew  that  a  corpse  had 
been  borne  down  those  stairs  to  the  left,  —  borne  along  those 
floors  to  that  marriage-bed,  —  with  the  blood  oozing  and  gush- 
ing and  plashing  below  as  the  bearers  passed  with  their  bur- 
den, then  straight  that  dead  thing  would  take  the  awe  of  the 
dead  being;  it  told  its  own  tale  of  violence  and  murder;  it 
had  dabbled  in  the  gore  of  the  violated  clay ;  it  had  become 
an  evidence  of  the  crime.  No  wonder  that  its  hairs  bristled 
up,  sharp  and  ragged,  in  the  shadow  of  the  wall. 

The  first  part  of  the  tragedy  ends;  let  fall  the  curtain. 
When  next  it  rises,  years  will  have  passed  away,  graves 
uncounted  will  have  wrought  fresh  hollows  in  our  merry 
sepulchre,  —  sweet  earth !  Take  a  sand  from  the  shore,  take 
a  drop  from  the  ocean,  — less  than  sand-grain  and  drop  in 
man's  planet  one  Death  and  one  Crime!  On  the  map,  trace 
all  oceans,  and  search  out  every  shore,  —  more  than  seas,  more 
than  lands,  in  God's  balance  shall  weigh  one  Death  and  one 
Crime ! 


PART  THE   SECOND. 


PROLOGUE  TO  PART  THE   SECOND. 

THE  century  has  advanced.  The  rush  of  the  deluge  has 
ebbed  back ;  the  old  landmarks  have  reappeared ;  the  dynas- 
ties Napoleon  willed  into  life  have  crumbled  to  the  dust;  the 
plough  has  passed  over  Waterloo;  autumn  after  autumn  the 
harvests  have  glittered  on  that  grave  of  an  empire.  Through 
the  immense  ocean  of  universal  change  we  look  back  on  the 
single  track  which  our  frail  boat  has  cut  through  the  waste. 
As  a  star  shines  impartially  over  the  measureless  expanse, 
though  it  seems  to  gild  but  one  broken  line  into  each  eye,  so, 
as  our  memory  gazes  on  the  past,  the  light  spreads  not  over 
all  the  breadth  of  the  waste  where  nations  have  battled  and 
argosies  gone  down,  —  it  falls  narrow  and  confined  along  the 
single  course  we  have  taken ;  we  lean  over  the  small  raft  on 
which  we  float,  and  see  the  sparkles  but  reflected  from  the 
waves  that  it  divides. 

On  the  terrace  at  Laughton  but  one  step  paces  slowly.  The 
bride  clings  not  now  to  the  bridegroom's  arm.  Though  pale 
and  worn,  it  is  still  the  same  gentle  face ;  but  the  blush  of 
woman's  love  has  gone  from  it  evermore. 

Charles  Vernon  (to  call  him  still  by  the  name  in  which  he 
is  best  known  to  us)  sleeps  in  the  vault  of  the  St.  Johns.  He 
had  lived  longer  than  he  himself  had  expected,  than  his  phy- 
sician had  hoped,  —  lived,  cheerful  and  happy,  amidst  quiet 
pursuits  and  innocent  excitements.  Three  sons  had  blessed 
his  hearth,  to  mourn  over  his  grave.  But  the  two  elder  were 
delicate  and  sickly.  They  did  not  long  survive  him,  and  died 
within  a  few  months  of  each  other.  The  third  seemed  formed 
of  a  different  mould  and  constitution  from  his  brethren.  To 
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him   uwbcended  the   ancient  heritage   of  Laughton,   and   he 
promised  to  enjoy  it  long. 

It  is  Vernon's  widow  who  walks  alone  in  the  stately 
terrace;  sad  still,  for  she  loved  well  the  choice  of  her  youth, 
and  she  misses  yet  the  children  in  the  grave.  From  the  date 
of  Vernon's  death,  she  wore  mourning  without  and  within; 
and  the  sorrows  that  came  later  broke  more  the  bruised  reed, 
—  sad  still,  but  resigned.  One  son  survives,  and  earth  yet 
has  the  troubled  hopes  and  the  holy  fears  of  affection. 
Though  that  son  be  afar,  in  sport  or  in  earnest,  in  pleas- 
ure or  in  toil,  working  out  his  destiny  as  man,  still  that  step 
is  less  solitary  than  it  seems.  When  does  the  son's  image 
not  walk  beside  the  mother?  Though  she  lives  in  seclusion, 
though  the  gay  world  tempts  no  more,  the  gay  world  is  yet 
linked  to  her  thoughts.  From  the  distance  she  hears  its  mur- 
murs in  music.  Her  fancy  still  mingles  with  the  crowd,  and 
follows  on,  to  her  eye,  outshining  all  the  rest.  Never  vain  in 
herself,  she  is  vain  now  of  another;  and  the  small  triumphs 
df  the  young  and  well-born  seem  trophies  of  renown  to  the 
eyes  so  tenderly  deceived. 

In  the  old-fashioned  market-town  still  the  business  goes 
on,  still  the  doors  of  the  bank  open  and  close  every  moment 
on  the  great  day  of  the  week ;  but  the  names  over  the  thresh- 
old are  partially  changed.  The  junior  partner  is  busy  no 
more  at  the  desk;  not  wholly  forgotten,  if  his  name  still  is 
spoken,  it  is  not  with  thankfulness  and  praise.  A  something 
rests  on  the  name,  —  that  something  which  dims  and  attaints ; 
not  proven,  not  certain,  but  suspected  and  dubious.  The  head 
shakes,  the  voice  whispers ;  and  the  attorney  now  lives  in  the 
solid  red  house  at  the  verge  of  the  town. 

In  the  vicarage,  Time,  the  old  scythe-bearer,  has.  not  paused 
from  his  work.  Still  employed  on  Greek  texts,  little  changed, 
save  that  his  hair  is  gray  and  that  some  lines  in  his  kindly 
face  tell  of  sorrows  as  of  years,  the  vicar  sits  in  his  parlour; 
but  the  children  no  longer,  blithe-voiced  and  rose-cheeked, 
dart  through  the  rustling  espaliers.  Those  children,  grave 
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men  or  staid  matrons  (save  one  whom  Death  chose,  and  there- 
fore now  of  all  best  beloved !)  are  at  their  posts  in  the  world. 
The  young  ones  are  flown  from  the  nest,  and,  with  anxious 
wings,  here  and  there,  search  food  in  their  turn  for  their 
young.  But  the  blithe  voice  and  rose-cheek  of  the  child  make 
not  that  loss  which  the  hearth  misses  the  most.  From  child- 
hood to  manhood,  and  from  manhood  to  departure,  the  nat- 
ural changes  are  gradual  and  prepared.  The  absence  most 
missed  is  that  household  life  which  presided,  which  kept 
things  in  order,  and  must  be  coaxed  if  a  chair  were  displaced. 
That  providence  in  trifles,  that  clasp  of  small  links,  that  dear, 
bustling  agency,  —  now  pleased,  now  complaining,  —  dear 
alike  in  each  change  of  its  humour;  that  active  life  which 
has  no  self  of  its  own;  like  the  mind  of  a  poet,  though  its 
prose  be  the  humblest,  transferring  self  into  others,  with  its 
right  to  be  cross,  and  its  charter  to  scold ;  for  the  motive  is 
clear,  —  it  takes  what  it  loves  too  anxiously  to  heart.  The 
door  of  the  parlour  is  open,  the  garden-path  still  passes 
before  the  threshold ;  but  no  step  now  has  full  right  to  halt 
at  the  door  and  interrupt  the  grave  thought  on  Greek  texts ; 
no  small  talk  on  details  and  wise  sayings  chimes  in  with 
the  wrath  of  "Medea."  The  Prudent  Genius  is  gone  from 
the  household;  and  perhaps  as  the  good  scholar  now  wearily 
pauses,  and  looks  out  on  the  silent  garden,  he  would  have 
given  with  joy  all  that  Athens  produced,  from  JEschylus  to 
Plato,  to  hear  again  from  the  old  familiar  lips  the  lament  on 
torn  jackets,  or  the  statistical  economy  of  eggs. 

But  see,  though  the  wife  is  no  more,  though  the  children 
have  departed,  the  vicar's  home  is  not  utterly  desolate.  See, 
along  the  same  walk  on  which  William  soothed  Susan's  fears 
and  won  her  consent, — see,  what  fairy  advances?  Is  it 
Susan  returned  to  youth?  How  like!  Yet  look  again,  and 
how  unlike!  The  same,  the  pure,  candid  regard ;  the  same, 
the  clear,  limpid  blue  of  the  eye;  the  same,  that  fair  hue  of 
the  hair,  —  light,  but  not  auburn ;  more  subdued,  more  har- 
monious than  that  equivocal  colour  which  too  nearly  ap- 
proaches to  red.  But  how  much  more  blooming  and  joyous 
than  Susan's  is  that  exquisite  face  in  which  all  Hebe  smiles 
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forth;  how  much  airier  the  tread,  light  with  health;  how 
much  rounder,  if  slighter  still,  the  wave  of  that  undulating 
form!  She  smiles,  her  lips  move,  she  is  conversing  with  her- 
self; she  cannot  be  all  silent,  even  when  alone,  for  the  sunny 
gladness  of  her  nature  must  have  vent  like  a  bird's.  But  do 
not  fancy  that  that  gladness  speaks  the  levity  which  comes 
from  the  absence  of  thought;  it  is  rather  from  the  depth  of 
thought  that  it  springs,  as  from  the  depth  of  a  sea  comes 
its  music.  See,  while  she  pauses  and  listens,  with  her  finger 
half -raised  to  her  lip,  as  amidst  that  careless  jubilee  of  birds 
she  hears  a  note  more  grave  and  sustained,  — the  nightingale 
singing  by  day  (as  sometimes,  though  rarely,  he  is  heard,  — 
perhaps  because  he  misses  his  mate;  perhaps  because  he  sees 
from  his  bower  the  creeping  form  of  some  foe  to  his  race),  — 
see,  as  she  listens  now  to  that  plaintive,  low-chanted  warble, 
how  quickly  the  smile  is  sobered,  how  the  shade,  soft  and 
pensive,  steals  over  the  brow.  It  is  but  the  mystic  sympathy 
with  Nature  that  bestows  the  smile  or  the  shade.  In  that 
heart  lightly  moved  beats  the  fine  sense  of  the  poet.  It  is 
the  exquisite  sensibility  of  the  nerves  that  sends  its  blithe 
play  to  those  spirits,  and  from  the  clearness  of  the  atmosphere 
comes,  warm  and  ethereal,  the  ray  of  that  light. 

And  does  the  roof  of  the  pastor  give  shelter  to  Helen 
Mainwaring's  youth?  Has  Death  taken  from  her  the  natural 
protectors?  Those  forms  which  we  saw  so  full  of  youth  and 
youth's  heart  in  that  very  spot,  has  the  grave  closed  on  them 
yet?  Yet!  How  few  attain  to  the  age  of  the  Psalmist! 
Twenty-seven  years  have  passed  since  that  date :  how  often, 
in  those  years,  have  the  dark  doors  opened  for  the  young  as 
for  the  old!  William  Mainwaring  died  first,  careworn  and 
shamebowed;  the  blot  on  his  name  had  cankered  into  his 
heart.  Susan's  life,  always  precarious,  had  struggled  on, 
while  he  lived,  by  the  strong  power  of  affection  and  will; 
she  would  not  die,  for  who  then  could  console  him?  But  at 
his  death  the  power  gave  way.  She  lingered,  but  lingered 
dyingly,  for  three  years;  and  then,  for  the  first  time  since 
William's  death,  she  smiled :  that  smile  remained  on  the  lips 
of  the  corpse.  They  had  had  many  trials,  that  young  couple 
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whom  we  left  so  prosperous  and  happy.  Not  till  many  years 
after  their  marriage  had  one  sweet  consoler  been  born  to  them. 
In  the  season  of  poverty  and  shame  and  grief  it  came ;  and 
there  was  no  pride  on  Mainwaring's  brow  when  they  placed 
his  first-born  in  his  arms.  By  her  will,  the  widow  consigned 
Helen  to  the  joint  guardianship  of  Mr.  Fielden  and  her  sis- 
ter; but  the  latter  was  abroad,  her  address  unknown,  so  the 
vicar  for  two  years  had  had  sole  charge  of  the  orphan. 
She  was  not  unprovided  for.  The  sum  that  Susan  brought  to 
her  husband  had  been  long  since  gone,  it  is  true,  —  lost  in  the 
calamity  which  had  wrecked  William  Mainwaring's  name  and 
blighted  his  prospects;  but  Helen's  grandfather,  the  land- 
agent,  had  died  some  time  subsequent  to  that  event,  and, 
indeed,  just  before  William's  death.  He  had  never  forgiven 
his  son  the  stain  on  his  name,  —  never  assisted,  never  even 
seen  him  since  that  fatal  day;  but  he  left  to  Helen  a  sum  of 
about  £8,000;  for  she,  at  least,  was  innocent.  In  Mr. 
Fielden's  eyes,  Helen  was  therefore  an  heiress.  And  who 
amongst  his  small  range  of  acquaintance  was  good  enough 
for  her?  —  not  only  so  richly  portioned,  but  so  lovely,  — ac- 
complished, too;  for  her  parents  had  of  late  years  lived  chiefly 
in  France,  and  languages  there  are  easily  learned,  and  masters 
cheap.  Mr.  Fielden  knew  but  one,  whom  Providence  had  also 
consigned  to  his  charge,  —  the  supposed  son  of  his  old  pupil 
Ardworth;  but  though  a  tender  affection  existed  between  the 
two  young  persons,  it  seemed  too  like  that  of  brother  and  sister 
to  afford  much  ground  for  Mr.  Fielden's  anxiety  or  hope. 

From  his  window  the  vicar  observed  the  still  attitude  of 
the  young  orphan  for  a  few  moments;  then  he  pushed  aside 
his  books,  rose,  and  approached  her.  At  the  sound  of  his  tread 
she  woke  from  her  revery  and  bounded  lightly  towards  him. 

"  Ah,  you  would  not  see  me  before !  "  she  said,  in  a  voice  in 
which  there  was  the  slightest  possible  foreign  accent,  which 
betrayed  the  country  in  which  her  childhood  had  been  passed; 
"  I  peeped  in  twice  at  the  window.  I  wanted  you  so  much  to 
walk  to  the  village.  But  you  will  come  now,  will  you  not?'' 
added  the  girl,  coaxingly,  as  she  looked  up  at  him  under  the 
shade  of  her  straw  hat. 
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"And  what  do  you  want  in  the  village,  my  pretty  Helen?" 

"Why,  you  know  it  is  fair  day,  and  you  promised  Bessie 
that  you  would  buy  her  a  fairing,  — to  say  nothing  of  me." 

"  Very  true,  and  I  ought  to  look  in ;  it  will  help  to  keep  the 
poor  people  from  drinking.  A  clergyman  should  mix  with 
his  parishioners  in  their  holidays.  We  must  not  associate  our 
office  only  with  grief  and  sickness  and  preaching.  We  will 
go.  And  what  fairing  are  you  to  have?" 

"Oh,  something  very  brilliant,  I  promise  you!  I  have 
formed  grand  notions  of  a  fair.  I  am  sure  it  must  be  like 
the  bazaars  we  read  of  last  night  in  that  charming  '  Tour  in 
the  East.'" 

The  vicar  smiled,  half  benignly,  half  anxiously.  "My 
dear  child,  it  is  so  like  you  to  suppose  a  village  fair  must 
be  an  Eastern  bazaar.  If  you  always  thus  judge  of  things  by 
your  fancy,  how  this  sober  world  will  deceive  you,  poor 
Helen!" 

"  It  is  not  my  fault ;  ne  me  grondez  pas,  meckant, "  answered 
Helen,  hanging  her  head.  "But  come,  sir,  allow,  at  least, 
that  if  I  let  my  romance,  as  you  call  it,  run  away  with  me 
now  and  then,  I  can  still  content  myself  with  the  reality. 
What,  you  shake  your  head  still?  Don't  you  remember  the 
sparrow?" 

"Ha!  ha!  yes,  — the  sparrow  that  the  pedlar  sold  you  for 
a  goldfinch;  and  you  were  so  proud  of  your  purchase,  and 
wondered  so  much  why  you  could  not  coax  the  goldfinch  to 
sing,  till  at  last  the  paint  wore  away,  and  it  was  only  a  poor 
little  sparrow ! " 

"Go  on!  Confess:  did  I  fret  then?  Was  I  not  as  pleased 
with  my  dear  sparrow  as  I  should  have  been  with  the  prettiest 
goldfinch  that  ever  sang?  Does  not  the  sparrow  follow  me 
about  and  nestle  on  my  shoulder,  dear  little  thing?  And  I 
was  right  after  all;  for  if  I  had  not  fancied  it  a  goldfinch, 
I  should  not  have  bought  it,  perhaps.  But  now  I  would  not 
change  it  for  a  goldfinch,  —  no,  not  even  for  that  nightingale 
I  heard  just  now.  So  let  me  still  fancy  the  poor  fair  a  bazaar; 
it  is  a  double  pleasure,  first  to  fancy  the  bazaar,  and  then  to 
be  surprised  at  the  fair." 
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"You  argue  well,"  said  the  vicar,  as  they  now  entered 
the  village;  "I  really  think,  in  spite  of  all  your  turn  for 
poetry  and  Goldsmith  and  Cowper,  that  you  would  take  as 
kindly  to  mathematics  as  your  cousin  John  Ardworth,  poor 
lad!" 

"Not  if  mathematics  have  made  him  so  grave,  and  so 
churlish,  I  was  going  to  say ;  but  that  word  does  him  wrong, 
dear  cousin,  so  kind  and  so  rough !  " 

"It  is  not  mathematics  that  are  to  blame  if  he  is  grave 
and  absorbed,"  said  the  vicar,  with  a  sigh;  "it  is  the  two 
cares  that  gnaw  most,  — poverty  and  ambition." 

"Nay,  do  not  sigh;  it  must  be  such  a  pleasure  to  feel,  as 
he  does,  that  one  must  triumph  at  last !  " 

"  Umph !  John  must  have  nearly  reached  London  by  this 
time,"  said  Mr.  Fielden,  "for  he  is  a  stout  walker,  and  this  is 
the  third  day  since  he  left  us.  Well,  now  that  he  is  about 
fairly  to  be  called  to  the  Bar,  I  hope  that  his  fever  will  cool, 
and  he  will  settle  calmly  to  work.  I  have  felt  great  pain  for 
him  during  this  last  visit." 

"Pain!     But  why?" 

"  My  dear,  do  you  remember  what  I  read  to  you  both  from 
Sir  William  Temple  the  night  before  John  left  us?" 

Helen  put  her  hand  to  her  brow,  and  with  a  readiness 
which  showed  a  memory  equally  quick  and  retentive,  replied, 
"Yes;  was  it  not  to  this  effect?  I  am  not  sure  of  the  exact 
words :  '  To  have  something  we  have  not,  and  be  something 
we  are  not,  is  the  root  of  all  evil.'  " 

"Well  remembered,  my  darling!" 

"Ah,  but,"  said  Helen,  archly,  "I  remember  too  what  my 
cousin  replied:  'If  Sir  William  Temple  had  practised  his 
theory,  he  would  not  have  been  ambassador  at  the  Hague, 
or  —  '" 

"  Pshaw !  the  boy  's  always  ready  enough  with  his  answers, " 
interrupted  Mr.  Fielden,  rather  petulantly.  "There's  the 
fair,  my  dear,  —  more  in  your  way,  I  see,  than  Sir  William 
Temple's  philosophy." 

And  Helen  was  right ;  the  fair  was  no  Eastern  bazaar,  but 
how  delighted  that  young,  impressionable  mind  was,  notwith- 
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standing,  —  delighted  with  the  swings  and  the  roundabouts, 
the  shows,  the  booths,  even  down  to  the  gilt  gingerbread 
kings  and  queens!  All  minds  genuinely  poetical  are  pecul- 
iarly susceptible  to  movement,  —  that  is,  to  the  excitement  of 
numbers.  If  the  movement  is  sincerely  joyous,  as  in  the 
mirth  of  a  village  holiday,  such  a  nature  shares  insensibly  in 
the  joy;  but  if  the  movement  is  a  false  and  spurious  gayety, 
as  in  a  state  ball,  where  the  impassive  face  and  languid  step 
are  out  of  harmony  with  the  evident  object  of  the  scene,  then 
the  nature  we  speak  of  feels  chilled  and  dejected.  Hence  it 
really  is  that  the  more  delicate  and  ideal  order  of  minds  soon 
grow  inexpressibly  weary  of  the  hack  routine  of  what  are 
called  fashionable  pleasures.  Hence  the  same  person  most 
alive  to  a  dance  on  the  green,  would  be  without  enjoyment  at 
Almack's.  It  was  not  because  one  scene  is  a  village  green, 
and  the  other  a  room  in  King  Street,  nor  is  it  because  the 
actors  in  the  one  are  of  the  humble,  in  the  others  of  the  noble 
class;  but  simply  because  the  enjoyment  in  the  first  is  visible 
and  hearty,  because  in  the  other  it  is  a  listless  and  melancholy 
pretence.  Helen  fancied  it  was  the  swings  and  the  booths 
that  gave  her  that  innocent  exhilaration,  — it  was  not  so;  it 
was  the  unconscious  sympathy  with  the  crowd  around  her. 
When  the  poetical  nature  quits  its  own  dreams  for  the  actual 
world,  it  enters  and  transfuses  itself  into  the  hearts  and 
humours  of  others.  The  two  wings  of  that  spirit  which  we 
call  Genius  are  re  very  and  sympathy.  But  poor  little  Helen 
had  no  idea  that  she  had  genius.  Whether  chasing  the  but- 
terfly or  talking  fond  fancies  to  her  birds,  or  whether  with 
earnest,  musing  eyes  watching  the  stars  come  forth,  and  the 
dark  pine-trees  gleam  into  silver;  whether  with  airy  day- 
dreams and  credulous  wonder  poring  over  the  magic  tales  of 
Mirglip  or  Aladdin,  or  whether  spellbound  to  awe  by  the 
solemn  woes  of  Lear,  or  following  the  blind  great  bard  into 
"the  heaven  of  heavens,  an  earthly  guest,  to  draw  empyreal 
air, "  —  she  obeyed  but  the  honest  and  varying  impulse  in  each 
change  of  her  pliant  mood,  and  would  have  ascribed  with 
genuine  humility  to  the  vagaries  of  childhood  that  prompt 
gathering  of  pleasure,  that  quick-shifting  sport  of  the  fancy 
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by  which  Nature  binds  to  itself,  in  chains  undulating  GS 
melody,  the  lively  senses  of  genius. 

While  Helen,  leaning  on  the  vicar's  arm,  thus  surrendered 
herself  to  the  innocent  excitement  of  the  moment,  the  vicar 
himself  smiled  and  nodded  to  his  parishioners,  or  paused  to 
exchange  a  friendly  word  or  two  with  the  youngest  or  the 
eldest  loiterers  (those  two  extremes  of  mortality  which  the 
Church  so  tenderly  unites)  whom  the  scene  drew  to  its  tempt- 
ing vortex,  when  a  rough-haired  lad,  with  a  leather  bag 
strapped  across  his  waist,  turned  from  one  of  the  gingerbread 
booths,  and  touching  his  hat,  said,  "Please  you,  sir,  I  was  a 
coming  to  your  house  with  a  letter." 

The  vicar's  correspondence  was  confined  and  rare,  despite 
his  distant  children;  for  letters  but  a  few  years  ago  were 
costly  luxuries  to  persons  of  narrow  income,  and  therefore 
the  juvenile  letter-carrier  who  plied  between  the  post-town 
and  the  village  failed  to  excite  in  his  breast  that  indignation 
for  being  an  hour  or  more  behind  his  time  which  would  have 
animated  one  to  whom  the  post  brings  the  usual  event  of  the 
day.  He  took  the  letter  from  the  boy's  hand,  and  paid  for  it 
with  a  thrifty  sigh  as  he  glanced  at  a  handwriting  unfamiliar 
to  him,  —  perhaps  from  some  clergyman  poorer  than  himself. 
However,  that  was  not  the  place  to  read  letters,  so  he  put  the 
epistle  into  his  pocket,  until  Helen,  who  watched  his  counte- 
nance to  see  when  he  grew  tired  of  the  scene,  kindly  proposed 
to  return  home.  As  they  gained  a  stile  half-way,  Mr.  Fielden 
remembered  his  letter,  took  it  forth,  and  put  on  his  spectacles. 
Helen  stooped  over  the  bank  to  gather  violets;  the  vicar  seated 
himself  on  the  stile.  As  he  again  looked  at  the  address,  the 
handwriting,  before  unfamiliar,  seemed  to  grow  indistinctly 
on  his  recollection.  That  bold,  firm  hand  —  thin  and  fine  as 
woman's,  but  large  and  regular  as  man's  —  was  too  peculiar 
to  be  forgotten.  He  uttered  a  brief  exclamation  of  surprise 
and  recognition,  and  hastily  broke  the  seal.  The  contents 
ran  thus :  — 

DEAR  SIR,  —  So  many  years  have  passed  since  any  communication 
has  taken  place  between  us  that  the  name  of  Lucretia  Dalibard  will 
seem  more  strange  to  you  than  that  of  Lucretia  Clavering.  I  have 
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recently  returned  to  England  after  long  residence  abroad.  I  perceive 
by  my  deceased  sister's  will  that  she  has  confided  her  only  daughter  to 
my  guardianship,  conjointly  with  yourself.  I  am  anxious  to  participate 
in  that  tender  charge.  I  am  alone  in  the  world,  —  an  habitual  sufferer  ; 
afflicted  with  a  partial  paralysis  that  deprives  me  of  the  use  of  my  limbs. 
In  such  circumstances,  it  is  the  more  natural  that  I  should  turn  to  the 
only  relative  left  me.  My  journey  to  England  has  so  exhausted  my 
strength,  and  all  movement  is  so  painful,  that  I  must  request  you  to  ex- 
cuse me  for  not  coming  in  person  for  my  niece.  Your  benevolence, 
however,  will,  I  am  sure,  prompt  you  to  afford  me  the  comfort  of  her 
society,  and  as  soon  as  you  can,  contrive  some  suitable  arrangement  for 
her  journey.  Begging  you  to  express  to  Helen,  in  my  name,  the  assur- 
ance of  such  a  welcome  as  is  due  from  me  to  my  sister's  child,  and  wait- 
ing with  great  anxiety  your  reply,  I  am,  dear  Sir, 
Your  very  faithful  servant, 

LUCRETIA  DALIBARD. 

P.  S.  I  can  scarcely  venture  to  ask  you  to  bring  Helen  yourself  to 
town,  but  I  should  be  glad  if  other  inducements  to  take  the  journey 
afforded  me  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  once  again.  I  am  anxious,  in 
addition  to  such  details  of  my  late  sister  as  you  may  be  enabled  to  give 
me,  to  learn  something  of  the  history  of  her  connection  with  Mr.  Ard- 
worth,  in  whom  I  felt  much  interested  years  ago,  and  who,  I  am  recently 
informed,  left  an  infant,  his  supposed  son,  under  your  care.  So  long 
absent  from  England,  how  much  have  I  to  learn,  and  how  flttle  the 
mere  gravestones  tell  us  of  the  dead ! 

While  the  vicar  is  absorbed  in  this  letter,  equally  unwel- 
come and  unexpected;  while,  unconscious  as  the  daughter 
of  Ceres,  gathering  flowers  when  the  Hell  King  drew  near,  of 
the  change  that  awaited  her  and  the  grim  presence  that  ap- 
proached on  her  fate,  Helen  bends  still  over  the  bank  odorous 
with  shrinking  violets,  —  we  turn  where  the  new  generation 
equally  invites  our  gaze,  and  make  our  first  acquaintance  with 
two  persons  connected  with  the  progress  of  our  tale. 

The  britzska  stopped.  The  servant,  who  had  been  gradually 
accumulating  present  dust  and  future  rheumatisms  on  the 
"bad  eminence"  of  a  rumble-tumble,  exposed  to  the  nipping 
airs  of  an  English  sky,  leaped  to  the  ground  and  opened  the 
carriage-door. 
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"This  is  the  best  place  for  the  view,  sir,  — a  little  to  the 
right." 

Percival  St.  John  threw  aside  his  book  (a  volume  of  Voy- 
ages), whistled  to  a  spaniel  dozing  by  his  side,  and  descended 
lightly.  Light  was  the  step  of  the  young  man,  and  merry 
was  the  bark  of  the  dog,  as  it  chased  from  the  road  the 
startled  sparrow,  rising  high  into  the  clear  air, — favourites 
of  Nature  both,  man  and  dog.  You  had  but  to  glance  at 
Percival  St.  John  to  know  at  once  that  he  was  of  the  race 
that  toils  not;  the  assured  step  spoke  confidence  in  the 
world's  fair  smile.  No  care  for  the  morrow  dimmed  the 
bold  eye  and  the  radiant  bloom. 

About  the  middle  height,  —  his  slight  figure,  yet  undevel- 
oped, seemed  not  to  have  attained  to  its  full  growth,  —  the 
darkening  down  only  just  shaded  a  cheek  somewhat  sun- 
burned, though  naturally  fair,  round  which  locks  black  as 
jet  played  sportively  in  the  fresh  air;  about  him  altogether 
there  was  the  inexpressible  charm  of  happy  youth.  He 
scarcely  looked  sixteen,  though  above  four  years  older;  but  for 
his  firm  though  careless  step,  and  the  open  fearlessness  of  his 
frank  eye,  you  might  have  almost  taken  him  for  a  girl  in  men's 
clothes,  —  not  from  effeminacy  of  feature,  but  from  the  spark- 
iing  bloom  of  his  youth,  and  from  his  unmistakable  newness 
to  the  cares  and  sins  of  man.  A  more  delightful  vision  of 
ingenuous  boyhood  opening  into  life  under  happy  auspices 
never  inspired  with  pleased  yet  melancholy  interest  the  eye 
of  half-envious,  half-pitying  age. 

"And  that,"  mused  Percival  St.  John,  — "that  is  London! 
Oh  for  the  Diable  Boiteux  to  unroof  me  those  distant  houses, 
and  show  me  the  pleasures  that  lurk  within!  Ah,  what  long 
letters  1  shall  have  to  write  home!  How  the  dear  old  cap- 
tain will  laugh  over  them,  and  how  my  dear  good  mother 
will  put  down  her  work  and  sigh!  Home!  —  um,  I  miss 
it  already.  How  strange  and  grim,  after  all,  the  huge  city 
seems!  " 

His  glove  fell  to  the  ground,  and  his  spaniel  mumbled  it 
into  shreds.  The  young  man  laughed,  and  throwing  himself 
on  the  grass,  played  gayly  with  the  dog. 
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"Fie,  Beau,  sir,  fie!  gloves  are  indigestible.  Restrain  your 
appetite,  and  we  '11  lunch  together  at  the  Clarendon." 

At  this  moment  there  arrived  at  the  same  patch  of  green- 
sward a  pedestrian  some  years  older  than  Percival  St.  John, 
—  a  tall,  muscular,  raw-boned,  dust-covered,  travel-stained 
pedestrian ;  one  of  your  pedestrians  in  good  earnest,  —  no 
amateur  in  neat  gambroon  manufactured  by  Inkson,  who 
leaves  his  carriage  behind  him  and  walks  on  with  his 
fishing-rod  by  choice,  but  a  sturdy  wanderer,  with  thick 
shoes  and  strapless  trousers,  a  threadbare  coat  and  a  knap- 
sack at  his  back.  Yet,  withal,  the  young  man  had  the  air  of 
a  gentleman,  —  not  gentleman  as  the  word  is  understood  in 
St.  James's,  the  gentleman  of  the  noble  and  idle  class,  but 
the  gentleman  as  the  title  is  accorded,  by  courtesy,  to  all  to 
whom  both  education  and  the  habit  of  mixing  with  educated 
persons  gives  a  claim  to  the  distinction  and  imparts  an  air  of 
refinement.  The  new-comer  was  strongly  built,  at  once  lean 
and  large,  —  far  more  strongly  built  than  Percival  St.  John, 
but  without  his  look  of  cheerful  and  comely  health.  His 
complexion  had  not  the  florid  hues  that  should  have  accom- 
panied that  strength  of  body;  it  was  pale,  though  not  sickly; 
the  expression  grave,  the  lines  deep,  the  face  strongly  marked. 
By  his  side  trotted  painfully  a  wiry,  yellowish,  footsore 
Scotch  terrier.  Beau  sprang  from  his  master's  caress,  cocked 
his  handsome  head  on  one  side,  and  suspended  in  silent  halt 
his  right  fore-paw.  Percival  cast  over  his  left  shoulder  a 
careless  glance  at  the  intruder.  The  last  heeded  neither 
Beau  nor  Percival.  He  slipped  his  knapsack  to  the  ground, 
and  the  Scotch  terrier  sank  upon  it,  and  curled  himself  up 
into  a  ball.  The  wayfarer  folded  his  arms  tightly  upon  his 
breast,  heaved  a  short,  unquiet  sigh,  and  cast  over  the  giant 
city,  from  under  deep-pent,  lowering  brows,  a  look  so  earnest, 
so  searching,  so  full  of  inexpressible,  dogged,  determined 
power,  that  Percival,  roused  out  of  his  gay  indifference,  rose 
and  regarded  him  with  curious  interest. 

In  the  mean  while  Beau  had  very  leisurely  approached  the 
bilious-looking  terrier;  and  after  walking  three  times  round 
him,  with  a  stare  and  a  small  sniff  of  superb  impertinence, 
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halted  with  great  composure,  and  lifting  his  hind  leg  —  0 
Beau,  Beau,  Beau!  your  historian  blushes  for  your  breeding, 
and,  like  Sterne's  recording  angel,  drops  a  tear  upon  the  stain 
which  washes  it  from  the  register  —  but  not,  alas,  from  the 
back  of  the  bilious  terrier!  The  space  around  was  wide, 
Beau;  you  had  all  the  world  to  choose:  why  select  so  spe- 
cially for  insult  the  single  spot  on  which  reposed  the  worn- 
out  and  unoffending?  0  dainty  Beau!  0  dainty  world! 
Own  the  truth,  both  of  ye.  There  is  something  irresistibly 
provocative  of  insult  in  the  back  of  a  shabby -looking  dog ! 

The  poor  terrier,  used  to  affronts,  raised  its  heavy  eyelids, 
and  shot  the  gleam  of  just  indignation  from  its  dark  eyes. 
But  it  neither  stirred  nor  growled,  and  Beau,  extremely 
pleased  with  his  achievement,  wagged  his  tail  in  triumph 
and  returned  to  his  master,  —  perhaps,  in  parliamentary 
phrase,  to  "report  proceedings  and  ask  leave  to  sit  again." 

"I  wonder,"  soliloquized  Percival  St.  John,  "what  that 
poor  fellow  is  thinking  of?  Perhaps  he  is  poor;  indeed,  no 
doubt  of  it,  now  I  look  again.  And  I  so  rich !  I  should  like 
to —  Hem!  let 's  see  what  he  's  made  of." 

Herewith  Percival  approached,  and  with  all  a  boy's  half- 
bashful,  half-saucy  frankness,  said:  "A  fine  prospect,  sir." 

The  pedestrian  started,  and  threw  a  rapid  glance  over  the 
brilliant  figure  that  accosted  him.  Percival  St.  John  was  not 
to  be  abashed  by  stern  looks;  but  that  glance  might  have 
abashed  many  a  more  experienced  man.  The  glance  of  a 
squire  upon  a  corn-law  missionary,  of  a  Crockford  dandy 
upon"  a  Eegent  Street  tiger,  could  not  have  been  more 
disdainful. 

"  Tush ! "  said  the  pedestrian,  rudely,  and  turned  upon  his 
heel. 

Percival  coloured,  and  —  shall  we  own  it?  —  was  boy 
enough  to  double  his  fist.  Little  would  he  have  been 
deterred  by  the  brawn  of  those  great  arms  and  the  girth 
of  that  Herculean  chest,  if  he  had  been  quite  sure  that  it 
was  a  proper  thing  to  resent  pugilistically  so  discourteous  a 
monosyllable.  The  "tush!"  stuck  greatly  in  his  throat* 
But  the  man,  now  removed  to  the  farther  verge  of  the  hill, 
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looked  so  tranquil  and  so  lost  in  thought  that  the  short-lived 
anger  died. 

"  And  after  all,  if  I  were  as  poor  as  he  looks,  I  dare  say  I 
should  be  just  as  proud, "  muttered  Percival.  "  However,  it 's 
his  own  fault  if  he  goes  to  London  on  foot,  when  I  might  at 
least  have  given  him  a  lift.  Come,  Beau,  sir." 

With  his  face  still  a  little  flushed,  and  his  hat  unconsciously 
cocked  fiercely  on  one  side,  Percival  sauntered  back  to  his 
britzska. 

As  in  a  whirl  of  dust  the  light  carriage  was  borne  by  the 
four  posters  down  the  hill,  the  pedestrian  turned  for  an 
instant  from  the  view  before  to  the  cloud  behind,  and  mut- 
tered :  "  Ay,  a  fine  prospect  for  the  rich,  —  a  noble  field  for 
the  poor!"  The  tone  in  which  those 'words  were  said  told 
volumes;  there  spoke  the  pride,  the  hope,  the  energy,  the 
ambition  which  make  youth  laborious,  manhood  prosperous, 
age  renowned. 

The  stranger  then  threw  himself  on  the  sward,  and  con- 
tinued his  silent  and  intent  contemplation  till  the  clouds  grew 
red  in  the  west.  When,  then,  he  rose,  his  eye  was  bright, 
his  mien  erect,  and  a  smile,  playing  round  his  firm,  full  lips, 
stole  the  moody  sternness  from  his  hard  face.  Throwing  his 
knapsack  once  more  on  his  back,  John  Ardworth  went  reso- 
lutely on  to  the  great  vortex. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE   CORONATION. 

THE  8th  of  September,  1831,  was  a  holiday  in  London. 
William  the  Fourth  received  the  crown  of  his  ancestors  in 
that  mighty  church  in  which  the  most  impressive  monitors  to 
human  pomp  are  the  monuments  of  the  dead.  The  dust 
of  conquerors  and  statesmen,  of  the  wise  heads  and  the  bold 
hands  that  had  guarded  the  thrones  of  departed  kings,  slept 
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around;  and  the  great  men  of  the  Modern  time  were  assem- 
bled in  homage  to  the  monarch  to  whom  the  prowess  and  the 
liberty  of  generations  had  bequeathed  an  empire  in  which  the 
sun  never  sets.  In  the  Abbey  —  thinking  little  of  the  past, 
caring  little  for  the  future  —  the  immense  audience  gazed 
eagerly  on  the  pageant  that  occurs  but  once  in  that  division 
of  history, — the  lifetime  of  a  king.  The  assemblage  was 
brilliant  and  imposing.  The  galleries  sparkled  with  the 
gems  of  women  who  still  upheld  the  celebrity  for  form  and 
feature  which,  from  the  remotest  times,  has  been  awarded  to 
the  great  English  race.  Below,  in  their  robes  and  coronets, 
were  men  who  neither  in  the  senate  nor  the  field  have  shamed 
their  fathers.  Conspicuous  amongst  all  for  grandeur  of  mien 
and  stature  towered  the  brothers  of  the  king;  while,  com- 
manding yet  more  the  universal  gaze,  were  seen,  here  the 
eagle  features  of  the  old  hero  of  Waterloo,  and  there  the  ma- 
jestic brow  of  the  haughty  statesman  who  was  leading  the 
people  (while  the  last  of  the  Bourbons,  whom  Waterloo  had 
restored  to  the  Tuileries,  had  left  the  orb  and  purple  to  the 
kindred  house  so  fatal  to  his  name)  through  a  stormy  and 
perilous  transition  to  a  bloodless  revolution  and  a  new 
charter. 

Tier  upon  tier,  in  the  division  set  apart  for  them,  the 
members  of  the  Lower  House  moved  and  murmured  above 
the  pageant;  and  the  coronation  of  the  new  sovereign  was 
connected  in  their  minds  with  the  great  measure  which,  still 
undecided,  made  at  that  time  a  link  between  the  People  and 
the  King,  and  arrayed  against  both,  if  not,  indeed,  the  real 
Aristocracy,  at  least  the  Chamber  recognized  by  the  Constitu- 
tion as  its  representative.  Without  the  space  was  one  dense 
mass.  Houses,  from  balcony  to  balcony,  window  to  window, 
were  filled  as  some  immense  theatre.  Up,  through  the  long 
thoroughfare  to  Whitehall,  the  eye  saw  that  audience,  —  A 
PEOPLE;  and  the  gaze  was  bounded  at  the  spot  where  Charles 
the  First  had  passed  from  the  banquet-house  to  the  scaffold. 

The  ceremony  was  over,  the  procession  had  swept  slowly 
by,  the  last  huzza  had  died  away;  and  after  staring  awhile 
upon  Orator  Hunt,  who  had  clambered  up  the  iron  palisade 
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near  Westminster  Hall,  to  exhibit  his  goodly  person  in  his 
court  attire,  the  serried  crowds,  hurrying  from  the  shower 
which  then  unseasonably  descended,  broke  into  large  masses 
or  lengthening  columns. 

In  that  part  of  London  which  may  be  said  to  form  a 
boundary  between  its  old  and  its  new  world,  by  which,  on 
the  one  hand,  you  pass  to  Westminster,  or  through  that  gorge 
of  the  Strand  which  leads  along  endless  rows  of  shops  that 
have  grown  up  on  the  sites  of  the  ancient  halls  of  the  Salis- 
burys  and  the  Exeters,  the  Buckinghams  and  Southamptons, 
to  the  heart  of  the  City  built  around  the  primeval  palace  of 
the  "  Tower ;  "  while,  on  the  other  hand,  you  pass  into  the  new 
city  of  aristocracy  and  letters,  of  art  and  fashion,  embracing 
the  whilom  chase  of  Marylebone,  and  the  once  sedge-grown 
waters  of  Pimlico,  — by  this  ignoble  boundary  (the  crossing 
from  the  Opera  House,  at  the  bottom  of  the  Haymarket,  to 
the  commencement  of  Charing  Cross)  stood  a  person  whose 
discontented  countenance  was  in  singular  contrast  with  the 
general  gayety  and  animation  of  the  day.  This  person,  0 
gentle  reader,  this  sour,  querulous,  discontented  person,  was 
a  king,  too,  in  his  own  walk!  None  might  dispute  it. 
He  feared  no  rebel ;  he  was  harassed  by  no  reform ;  he  ruled 
without  ministers.  Tools  he  had;  but  when  worn  out,  he 
replaced  them  without  a  pension  or  a  sigh.  He  lived  by 
taxes,  but  they  were  voluntary;  and  his  Civil  List  was  sup- 
plied without  demand  for  the  redress  of  grievances.  This 
person,  nevertheless,  not  deposed,  was  suspended  from  his 
empire  for  the  day.  He  was  pushed  aside;  he  was  forgotten. 
He  was  not  distinct  from  the  crowd.  Like  Titus,  he  had  lost 
a  day,  — his  vocation  was  gone.  This  person  was  the  Sweeper 
of  the  Crossing! 

He  was  a  character.  He  was  young,  in  the  fairest  prime 
of  youth;  but  it  was  the  face  of  an  old  man  on  young  shoul- 
ders. His  hair  was  long,  thin,  and  prematurely  streaked 
with  gray;  his  face  was  pale  and  deeply  furrowed;  his  eyes 
were  hollow,  and  their  stare  gleamed,  cold  and  stolid,  under 
his  bent  and  shaggy  brows.  The  figure  was  at  once  fragile 
and  ungainly,  and  the  narrow  shoulders  curved  in  a  perpetual 
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stoop.  It  was  a  person,  once  noticed,  that  you  would  easily 
remember,  and  associate  with  some  undefined,  painful  impres- 
sion. The  manner  was  humble,  but  not  meek;  the  voice  was 
whining,  but  without  pathos.  There  was  a  meagre,  passion- 
less dulness  about  the  aspect,  though  at  times  it  quickened 
into  a  kind  of  avid  acuteness.  No  one  knew  by  what  human 
parentage  this  personage  came  into  the  world.  He  had  been 
reared  by  the  charity  of  a  stranger,  crept  through  childhood 
and  misery  and  rags  mysteriously;  and  suddenly  succeeded 
an  old  defunct  negro  in  the  profitable  crossing  whereat  he  is 
now  standing.  All  education  was  unknown  to  him,  so  was 
all  love.  In  those  festive  haunts  at  St.  Giles's  where  he  who 
would  see  "  life  in  London  "  may  often  discover  the  boy  who 
has  held  his  horse  in  the  morning  dancing  merrily  with  his 
chosen  damsel  at  night,  our  sweeper's  character  was  austere  as 
Charles  the  Twelfth's.  And  the  poor  creature  had  his  good 
qualities.  He  was  sensitively  alive  to  kindness,  —  little 
enough  had  been  shown  him  to  make  the  luxury  the  more 
prized  from  its  rarity !  Though  fond  of  money,  he  would  part 
with  it  (we  do  not  say  cheerfully,  but  part  with  it  still),  — 
not  to  mere  want,  indeed  (for  he  had  been  too  pinched  and 
starved  himself,  and  had  grown  too  obtuse  to  pinching  and  to 
starving  for  the  sensitiveness  that  prompts  to  charity),  but 
to  any  of  his  companions  who  had  done  him  a  good  service,  or 
who  had  even  warmed  his  dull  heart  by  a  friendly  smile.  He 
was  honest,  too,  —  honest  to  the  backbone.  You  might  have 
trusted  him  with  gold  untold.  Through  the  heavy  clod  which 
man's  care  had  not  moulded,  nor  books  enlightened,  nor  the 
priest's  solemn  lore  informed,  still  natural  rays  from  the  great 
parent  source  of  Deity  struggled,  fitful  and  dim.  He  had  no 
lawful  name ;  none  knew  if  sponsors  had  ever  stood  security 
for  his  sins  at  the  sacred  fount.  But  he  had  christened  him- 
self by  the  strange,  unchristian  like  name  of  "Beck."  There 
he  was,  then,  seemingly  without  origin,  parentage,  or  kindred 
tie,  —  a  lonesome,  squalid,  bloodless  thing,  which  the  great 
monster,  London,  seemed  to  have  spawned  forth  of  its  own 
self;  one  of  its  sickly,  miserable,  rickety  offspring,  whom 
it  puts  out  at  nurse  to  Penury,  at  school  to  Starvation,  and, 
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finally,  and  literally,  gives  them  stones  for  bread,  with  the 
option  of  the  gallows  or  the  dunghill  when  the  desperate  off- 
spring calls  on  the  giant  mother  for  return  and  home. 

And  this  creature  did  love  something,  —  loved,  perhaps, 
some  fellow-being;  of  that  hereafter,  when  we  dive  into  the 
secrets  of  his  privacy.  Meanwhile,  openly  and  frankly,  he 
loved  his  crossing;  he  was  proud  of  his  crossing;  he  was  grate- 
ful to  his  crossing.  God  help  thee,  son  of  the  street,  why 
not?  He  had  in  it  a  double  affection,  — that  of  serving  and 
being  served.  He  kept  the  crossing,  if  the  crossing  kept 
him.  He  smiled  at  times  to  himself  when  he  saw  it  lie  fair 
and  brilliant  amidst  the  mire  around;  it  bestowed  on  him  a 
sense  of  property !  What  a  man  may  feel  for  a  fine  estate  in 
a  ring  fence,  Beck  felt  for  that  isthmus  of  the  kennel  which 
was  subject  to  his  broom.  The  coronation  had  made  one 
rebellious  spirit  when  it  swept  the  sweeper  from  his  crossing. 

He  stood,  then,  half  under  the  colonnade  of  the  Opera 
House  as  the  crowd  now  rapidly  grew  thinner  and  more 
scattered:  and  when  the  last  carriage  of  a  long  string  of 
vehicles  had  passed  by,  he  muttered  audibly,  — 

"It  '11  take  a  deal  of  pains  to  make  she  right  agin! " 

"So  you  be' s  'ere  to-day,  Beck!"  said  a  ragamuffin  boy, 
who,  pushing  and  scrambling  through  his  betters,  now  halted, 
and  wiped  his  forehead  as  he  looked  at  the  sweeper.  "  Vy,  ve 
are  all  out  pleasuring.  Vy  von't  you  come  with  ve?  Lots  of 
fun!" 

The  sweeper  scowled  at  the  urchin,  and  made  no  answer, 
but  began  sedulously  to  apply  himself  to  the  crossing. 

"Vy,  there  isn't  another  sweep  in  the  streets,  Beck.  His 
Majesty  King  Bill's  currynation  makes  all  on  us  so  'appy ! " 

"It  has  made  she  unkimmon  dirty!  "  returned  Beck,  point- 
ing to  the  dingy  crossing,  scarce  distinguished  from  the  rest 
of  the  road. 

The  ragamuffin  laughed. 

"But  ve  be's  goin'  to  'ave  Reform  now,  Beck.  The 
peopul  's  to  have  their  rights  and  libties,  hand  the  luds  is 
to  be  put  down,  hand  beefsteaks  is  to  be  a  penny  a  pound, 
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"What  good  will  that  do  to  she?" 

"Vy,  man,  ve  shall  take  turn  about,  and  sum  vun  helse 
will  sveep  the  crossings,  and  ve  shall  ride  in  sum  vun 
helse's  coach  and  four,  p'r'aps, — cos  vy?  ve  shall  hall  be 
hequals ! " 

"Hequals!  I  tells  you  vot,  if  you  keeps  jawing  there, 
atween  me  and  she,  I  shall  vop  you,  Joe,  — cos  vy?  I  be  's 
the  biggest ! "  was  the  answer  of  Beck  the  sweeper  to  Joe  the 
ragamuffin. 

The  jovial  Joe  laughed  aloud,  snapped  his  fingers,  threw 
up  his  ragged  cap  with  a  shout  for  King  Bill,  and  set  off 
scampering  and  whooping  to  join  those  festivities  which  Beck 
had  so  churlishly  disdained. 

Time  crept  on;  evening  began  to  close  in,  and  Beck  was 
still  at  his  crossing,  when  a  young  gentleman  on  horseback, 
who,  after  seeing  the  procession,  had  stolen  away  for  a  quiet 
ride  in  the  suburbs,  reined  in  close  by  the  crossing,  and  look- 
ing round,  as  for  some  one  to  hold  his  horse,  could  discover 
no  loiterer  worthy  that  honour  except  the  solitary  Beck.  So 
young  was  the  rider  that  he  seemed  still  a  boy.  On  his 
smooth  countenance  all  that  most  prepossesses  in  early  youth 
left  its  witching  stamp.  A  smile,  at  once  gay  and  sweet, 
played  on  his  lips.  There  was  a  charm,  even  in  a  certain 
impatient  petulance,  in  his  quick  eye  and  the  slight  contrac- 
tion of  his  delicate  brows.  Almaviva  might  well  have  been 
jealous  of  such  a  page.  He  was  the  beau-ideal  of  Cherubino. 
He  held  up  his  whip,  with  an  arch  sign,  to  the  sweeper. 
"  Follow,  my  man, "  he  said,  in  a  tone  the  very  command  of 
which  sounded  gentle,  so  blithe  was  the  movement  of  the 
lips,  and  so  silvery  the  easy  accent;  and  without  waiting,  he 
Bantered  carelessly  down  Pall  Mall. 

The  sweeper  cast  a  rueful  glance  at  his  melancholy  domain. 
But  he  had  gained  but  little  that  day,  and  the  offer  was  too 
tempting  to  be  rejected.  He  heaved  a  sigh,  shouldered  his 
broom,  and  murmuring  to  himself  that  he  would  give  her  a» 
last  brush  before  he  retired  for  the  night,  he  put  his  long 
limbs  into  that  swinging,  shambling  trot  which  characterizes 
the  motion  of  those  professional  jackals  who,  having  once 
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caught  sight  of  a  groomless  rider,  fairly  hunt  him  down,  and 
appear  when  he  least  expects  it,  the  instant  he  dismounts. 

The  young  rider  lightly  swung  himself  from  his  sleek, 
high-bred  gray  at  the  door  of  one  of  the  clubs  in  St.  James's 
Street,  patted  his  horse's  neck,  chucked  the  rein  to  the 
sweeper,  and  sauntered  into  the  house,  whistling  musically, 
—  if  not  from  want  of  thought,  certainly  from  want  of 
care. 

As  he  entered  the  club,  two  or  three  men,  young  indeed, 
but  much  older,  to  appearance  at  least,  than  himself,  who 
were  dining  together  at  the  same  table,  nodded  to  him  their 
friendly  greeting. 

"Ah,  Perce,"  said  one,  "we  have  only  just  sat  down;  here 
is  a  seat  for  you." 

The  boy  blushed  shyly  as  he  accepted  the  proposal,  and  the 
young  men  made  room  for  him  at  the  table,  with  a  smiling 
alacrity  which  showed  that  his  shyness  was  no  hindrance  to 
his  popularity. 

"Who,"  said  an  elderly  dandy,  dining  apart  with  one  of  his 
contemporaries,  —  "who  is  that  lad?  One  ought  not  to  admit 
such  mere  boys  into  the  club." 

"  He  is  the  only  surviving  son  of  an  old  friend  of  ours, " 
answered  the  other,  dropping  his  eyeglass,  — "young  Percival 
St.  John." 

"St.  John!     What!     Vernon  St.  John's  son?" 

"Yes." 

"He  has  not  his  father's  good  air.  These  young  fellows 
have  a  tone,  a  something,  — a  want  of  self-possession,  eh?" 

"Very  true.  The  fact  is,  that  Percival  was  meant  for  the 
navy,  and  even  served  as  a  mid  for  a  year  or  so.  He  was  a 
younger  son,  then,  —  third,  I  think.  The  two  elder  ones  died, 
and  Master  Percival  walked  into  the  inheritance.  I  don't 
think  he  is  quite  of  age  yet." 

"Of  age!  he  does  not  look  seventeen." 

"  Oh,  he  is  more  than  that ;  I  remember  him  in  his  jacket 
at  Laughton.  A  fine  property !  " 

"  Ay,  I  don't  wonder  those  fellows  are  so  civil  to  him. 
This  claret  is  corked!  Everything  is  so  bad  at  this  d — d  club, 
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—  no  wonder,  when  a  troop  of  boys  are  let  in!  Enough  to 
spoil  any  club;  don't  know  Larose  from  Lafitte!  Waiter!  " 

Meanwhile,  the  talk  round  the  table  at  which  sat  Percival 
St.  John  was  animated,  lively,  and  various, — the  talk  com- 
mon with  young  idlers;  of  horses,  and  steeplechases,  and 
opera-dancers,  and  reigning  beauties,  and  good-humoured 
jests  at  each  other.  In  all  this  babble  there  was  a  fresh- 
ness about  Percival  St.  John's  conversation  which  showed 
that,  as  yet,  for  him  life  had  the  zest  of  novelty.  He  was 
more  at  home  about  horses  and  steeplechases  than  about 
opera-dancers  and  beauties  and  the  small  scandals  of  town. 
Talk  on  these  latter  topics  did  not  seem  to  interest  him,  on 
the  contrary,  almost  to  pain.  Shy  and  modest  as  a  girl,  he 
coloured  or  looked  aside  when  his  more  hardened  friends 
boasted  of  assignations  and  love-affairs.  Spirited,  gay,  and 
manly  enough  in  all  really  manly  points,  the  virgin  bloom  of 
innocence  was  yet  visible  in  his  frank,  charming  manner;  and 
often,  out  of  respect  for  his  delicacy,  some  hearty  son  of 
pleasure  stopped  short  in  his  narrative,  or  lost  the  point 
of  his  anecdote.  And  yet  so  lovable  was  Percival  in  his 
good  humour,  his  naivett,  his  joyous  entrance  into  innocent 
joy,  that  his  companions  were  scarcely  conscious  of  the  gene 
and  restraint  he  imposed  on  them.  Those  merry,  dark  eyes 
and  that  flashing  smile  were  conviviality  of  themselves. 
They  brought  with  them  a  contagious  cheerfulness  which 
compensated  for  the  want  of  corruption. 

Night  had  set  in.  St.  John's  companions  had  departed  to 
their  several  haunts,  and  Percival  himself  stood  on  the  steps 
of  the  club,  resolving  that  he  would  join  the  crowds  that 
swept  through  the  streets  to  gaze  on  the  illuminations,  when 
he  perceived  Beck  (still  at  the  rein  of  his  dozing  horse),  whom 
he  had  quite  forgotten  till  that  moment.  Laughing  at  his 
own  want  of  memory,  Percival  put  some  silver  into  Beck's 
hand,  —  more  silver  than  Beck  had  ever  before  received  for 
similar  service,  —  and  said,  — 

"  Well,  my  man,  I  suppose  I  can  trust  you  to  take  my  horse 

to  his  stables, — No. ,  the  Mews,  behind  Curzon  Street. 

Poor  fellow,  he  wants  his  supper,  — and  you,  too,  I  suppose! " 
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Beck  smiled  a  pale,  hungry  smile,  and  pulled  his  forelock 
politely. 

"I  can  take  the  'oss  werry  safely,  your  Jonor." 

"Take  him,  then,  and  good  evening;  but  don't  get  on,  for 
your  life." 

"Oh,  no,  sir;  I  never  gets  on,  —  't  aint  in  my  vays." 

And  Beck  slowly  led  the  horse  through  the  crowd,  till  he 
vanished  from  Percival's  eyes. 

Just  then  a  man  passing  through  the  street  paused  as  he 
saw  the  young  gentleman  on  the  steps  of  the  club,  and  said 
gayly,  "Ah!  how  do  you  do?  Pretty  faces  in  plenty  out 
to-night.  Which  way  are  you  going?" 

"That  is  more  than  I  can  tell  you,  Mr.  Varney.  I  was 
just  thinking  which  turn  to  take,  — the  right  or  the  left." 

"  Then  let  me  be  your  guide ;  "  and  Varney  offered  his  arm. 

Percival  accepted  the  courtesy,  and  the  two  walked  on 
towards  Piccadilly.  Many  a  kind  glance  from  the  milliners 
and  maid-servants  whom  the  illuminations  drew  abroad, 
roved,  somewhat  impartially,  towards  St.  John  and  his  com- 
panion; but  they  dwelt  longer  on  the  last,  for  there  at  least 
they  were  sure  of  a  return.  Varney,  if  not  in  his  first  youth, 
was  still  in  the  prime  of  life,  and  Time  had  dealt  with  him 
so  leniently  that  he  retained  all  the  personal  advantages  of 
youth  itself.  His  complexion  still  was  clear;  and  as  only  his 
upper  lip,  decorated  with  a  slight  silken  and  well-trimmed 
mustache,  was  unshaven,  the  contour  of  the  face  added  to 
the  juvenility  of  his  appearance  by  the  rounded  symmetry  it 
betrayed.  His  hair  escaped  from  his  hat  in  fair  unchanged 
luxuriance.  And  the  nervous  figure,  agile  as  a  panther's, 
though  broad-shouldered  and  deep-chested,  denoted  all  the 
slightness  and  elasticity  of  twenty-five,  combined  with  the 
muscular  power  of  forty.  His  dress  was  rather  fantastic,  — 
too  showy  for  the  good  taste  which  is  habitual  to  the  English 
gentleman,  — and  there  was  a  peculiarity  in  his  gait,  almost 
approaching  to  a  strut,  which  bespoke  a  desire  of  effect,  a 
consciousness  of  personal  advantages,  equally  opposed  to  the 
mien  and  manner  of  Percival's  usual  companions;  yet  withal, 
even  the  most  fastidious  would  have  hesitated  to  apply  to 
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Gabriel  Varney  the  epithet  of  "vulgar."  Many  turned  to 
look  again,  but  it  was  not  to  remark  the  dress  or  the  slight 
swagger;  an  expression  of  reckless,  sinister  power  in  the 
countenance,  something  of  vigour  and  determination  even  in 
that  very  walk,  foppish  as  it  would  have  been  in  most,  made- 
you  sink  all  observation  of  the  mere  externals,  in  a  sentiment 
of  curiosity  towards  the  man  himself.  He  seemed  a  some- 
body^ —  not  a  somebody  of  conventional  rank,  but  a  somebody 
of  personal  individuality;  an  artist,  perhaps  a  poet,  or  a  sol- 
dier in  some  foreign  service,  but  certainly  a  man  whose  name 
you  would  expect  to  have  heard  of.  Amongst  the  common 
mob  of  passengers  he  stood  out  in  marked  and  distinct  relief. 

"I  feel  at  home  in  a  crowd,"  said  Varney.  "Do  you  under- 
stand me?" 

"I  think  so,"  answered  Percival.  "If  ever  I  could  become 
distinguished,  I,  too,  should  feel  at  home  in  a  crowd." 

"You  have  ambition,  then;  you  mean  to  become  distin- 
guished? "  asked  Varney,  with  a  sharp,  searching  look. 

There  was  a  deeper  and  steadier  flash  than  usual  from 
Percival's  dark  eyes,  and  a  manlier  glow  over  his  cheek,  at 
Varney 's  question.  But  he  was  slow  in  answering;  and 
when  he  did  so,  his  manner  had  all  its  wonted  mixture  of 
graceful  bashfulness  and  gay  candour. 

"Our  rise  does  not  always  depend  on  ourselves.  We  are 
not  all  born  great,  nor  do  we  all  have  '  greatness  thrust 
on  us.'" 

"One  can  be  what  one  likes,  with  your  fortune,"  said 
Varney;  and  there  was  a  growl  of  envy  in  his  voice. 

"What,  be  a  painter  like  you!     Ha,  ha!  " 

"Faith,"  said  Varney,  "at  least,  if  you  could  paint  at  all, 
you  would  have  what  I  have  not,  — praise  and  fame." 

Percival  pressed  kindly  on  Varney 's  arm.  "Courage!  you 
will  get  justice  some  day." 

Varney  shook  his  head.  "  Bah !  there  is  no  such  thing  as 
justice ;  all  are  underrated  or  overrated.  Can  you  name  one 
man  who  you  think  is  estimated  by  the  public  at  his  precise 
value?  As  for  present  popularity,  it  depends  on  two  quali- 
ties, each  singly,  or  both  united, — cowardice  and  charlatan- 
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ism ;  that  is,  servile  compliance  with  the  taste  and  opinion  of 
the  moment,  or  a  quack's  spasmodic  efforts  at  originality. 
But  why  bore  you  on  such  matters?  There  are  things  more 
attractive  round  us.  A  good  ankle  that,  eh?  Why,  pardon 
me,  it  is  strange,  but  you  don't  seem  to  care  much  for 
women?" 

"Oh,  yes,  I  do,"  said  Percival,  with  a  sly  demureness.  "I 
am  very  fond  of  —  my  mother!  " 

"Very  proper  and  filial,"  said  Varney,  laughing;  "and  does 
your  love  for  the  sex  stop  there?" 

"Well,  and  in  truth  I  fancy  so, — pretty  nearly.  You 
know  my  grandmother  is  not  alive  !  But  that  is  something 
really  worth  looking  at !  "  And  Percival  pointed,  almost  with 
a  child's  delight,  at  an  illumination  more  brilliant  than  the 
rest. 

"I  suppose,  when  you  come  of  age,  you  will  have  all  the 
cedars  at  Laughton  hung  with  coloured  lamps.  Ah,  you  must 
ask  me  there  some  day;  I  should  so  like  to  see  the  old  place 
again." 

"You  never  saw  it,  I  think  you  say,  in  my  poor  father's 
time?" 

"Never." 

"Yet  you  knew  him." 

"But  slightly." 

"  And  you  never  saw  my  mother?  " 

"  No ;  but  she  seems  to  have  such  influence  over  you  that  I 
am  sure  she  must  be  a  very  superior  person,  —  rather  proud, 
I  suppose." 

"Proud,  no, — that  is,  not  exactly  proud,  for  she  is  very 
meek  and  very  affable.  But  yet  —  " 

" '  But  yet  — '  You  hesitate :  she  would  not  like  you  to  be 
seen,  perhaps,  walking  in  Piccadilly  with  Gabriel  Varney, 
the  natural  son  of  old  Sir  Miles's  librarian,  —  Gabriel  Varney 
the  painter ;  Gabriel  Varney  the  adventurer !  " 

"As  long  as  Gabriel  Varney  is  a  man  without  stain  on  his 
character  and  honour,  my  mother  would  only  be  pleased  that 
I  should  know  an  able  and  accomplished  person,  whatever  his 
origin  or  parentage.  But  my  mother  would  be  sad  if  she 
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knew  me  intimate  with  a  Bourbon  or  a  Kaphael,  the  first  in 
rank  or  the  first  in  genius,  if  either  prince  or  artist  had  lost, 
or  even  sullied,  his  scutcheon  of  gentleman.  In  a  word,  she 
is  most  sensitive  as  to  honour  and  conscience;  all  else  she 
disregards." 

"  Hem !  "  Varney  stooped  down,  as  if  examining  the  polish 
of  his  boot,  while  he  continued  carelessly:  "Impossible  to 
walk  the  streets  and  keep  one's  boots  out  of  the  mire.  Well 
—  and  you  agree  with  your  mother?" 

"  It  would  be  strange  if  I  did  not.  When  I  was  scarcely 
four  years  old,  my  poor  father  used  to  lead  me  through  the 
long  picture-gallery  at  Laughton  and  say :  '  Walk  through  life 
as  if  those  brave  gentlemen  looked  down  on  you.'  And," 
added  St.  John,  with  his  ingenuous  smile,  "  my  mother  would 
put  in  her  word,  — '  And  those  unstained  women  too,  my 
Percival.'" 

There  was  something  noble  and  touching  in  the  boy's  low 
accents  as  he  said  this ;  it  gave  the  key  to  his  unusual  modesty 
and  his  frank,  healthful  innocence  of  character. 

The  devil  in  Varney's  lip  sneered  mockingly. 

"My  young  friend,  you  have  never  loved  yet.  Do  you 
think  you  ever  shall?  " 

"I  have  dreamed  that  I  could  love  one  day.  But  I  can 
wait." 

Varney  was  about  to  reply,  when  he  was  accosted  abruptly 
by  three  men  of  that  exaggerated  style  of  dress  and  manner 
which  is  implied  by  the  vulgar  appellation  of  "Tigrish." 
Each  of  the  three  men  had  a  cigar  in  his  mouth,  each  seemed 
flushed  with  wine.  Oue  wore  long  brass  spurs  and  immense 
mustaches;  another  was  distinguished  by  an  enormous  sur- 
face of  black  satin  cravat,  across  which  meandered  a  Pactolus 
of  gold  chain;  a  third  had  his  coat  laced  and  branded  a  la 
Polonaise,  and  pinched  and  padded  a  la  Russe,  with  trousers 
shaped  to  the  calf  of  a  sinewy  leg,  and  a  glass  screwed  into 
his  right  eye. 

"  Ah,  Gabriel !  ah,  Varney !  ah,  prince  of  good  fellows,  well 
met!  You  sup  with  us  to-night  at  little  Celeste's;  we  were 
just  going  in  search  of  you." 
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"Who  's  your  friend,  — one  of  us?"  whispered  a  second. 

And  the  third  screwed  his  arm  tight  and  lovingly  into 
Varney's. 

Gabriel,  despite  his  habitual  assurance,  looked  abashed  for 
a  moment,  and  would  have  extricated  himself  from  cordiali- 
ties not  at  that  moment  welcome ;  but  he  saw  that  his  friends 
were  too  far  gone  in  their  cups  to  be  easily  shaken  off,  and  he 
felt  relieved  when  Percival,  after  a  dissatisfied  glance  at  the 
three,  said  quietly:  "I  must  detain  you  no  longer;  I  shall 
soon  look  in  at  your  studio;"  and  without  waiting  for  an 
answer,  slid  off,  and  was  lost  among  the  crowd. 

Varney  walked  on  with  his  new-found  friends,  unheeding  for 
some  moments  their  loose  remarks  and  familiar  banter.  At 
length  he  shook  off  his  abstraction,  and  surrendering  himself 
to  the  coarse  humours  of  his  companions,  soon  eclipsed  them 
all  by  the  gusto  of  his  slang  and  the  mocking  profligacy  of  his 
sentiments ;  for  here  he  no  longer  played  a  part,  or  suppressed 
his  grosser  instincts.  That  uncurbed  dominion  of  the  senses, 
to  which  his  very  boyhood  had  abandoned  itself,  found  a  will- 
ing slave  in  the  man.  Even  the  talents  themselves  that  he 
displayed  came  from  the  cultivation  of  the  sensual.  His  eye, 
studying  externals,  made  him  a  painter,  — his  ear,  quick  and 
practised,  a  musician.  His  wild,  prodigal  fancy  rioted  on 
every  excitement,  and  brought  him  in  a  vast  harvest  of  expe- 
rience in  knowledge  of  the  frailties  and  the  vices  on  which  it 
indulged  its  vagrant  experiments.  Men  who  over-cultivate 
the  art  that  connects  itself  with  the  senses,  with  little  coun- 
terpoise from  the  reason  and  pure  intellect,  are  apt  to  be 
dissipated  and  irregular  in  their  lives.  This  is  frequently 
noticeable  in  the  biographies  of  musicians,  singers,  and  pain- 
ters; less  so  in  poets,  because  he  who  deals  with  words,  not 
signs  and  tones,  must  perpetually  compare  his  senses  with 
the  pure  images  of  which  the  senses  only  see  the  appearances, 
—  in  a  word,  he  must  employ  his  intellect,  and  his  self- 
education  must  be  large  and  comprehensive.  But  with  most 
real  genius,  however  fed  merely  by  the  senses,  —  most  really 
great  painters,  singers,  and  musicians,  however  easily  led 
astray  into  temptation,  — the  richness  of  the  soil  throws  up 
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abundant  good  qualities  to  countervail  or  redeem  the  evil; 
they  are  usually  compassionate,  generous,  sympathizing. 
That  Varney  had  not  such  beauties  of  soul  and  temperament 
it  is  unnecessary  to  add,  —  principally,  it  is  true,  because  of 
his  nurture,  education,  parental  example,  the  utter  corruption 
in  which  his  childhood  and  youth  had  passed;  partly  because 
he  had  no  real  genius, —  it  was  a  false  apparition  of  the  divine 
spirit,  reflected  from  the  exquisite  perfection  of  his  frame 
(which  rendered  all  his  senses  so  vigorous  and  acute)  and  his 
riotous  fancy  and  his  fitful  energy,  which  was  capable  at  times 
of  great  application,  but  not  of  definite  purpose  or  earnest 
study.  All  about  him  was  flashy  and  hollow.  He  had  not 
the  natural  subtlety  and  depth  of  mind  that  had  characterized 
his  terrible  father.  The  graft  of  the  opera-dancer  was  visible 
on  the  stock  of  the  scholar;  wholly  without  the  habits  of 
method  and  order,  without  the  patience,  without  the  mathe- 
matical calculating  brain  of  Dalibard,  he  played  wantonly 
with  the  horrible  and  loathsome  wickedness  of  which  Olivier 
had  made  dark  and  solemn  study.  Extravagant  and  lavish, 
he  spent  money  as  fast  as  he  gained  it;  he  threw  away  all 
chances  of  eminence  and  career.  In  the  midst  of  the  direst 
plots  of  his  villany  or  the  most  energetic  pursuit  of  his  art, 
the  poorest  excitement,  the  veriest  bauble  would  draw  him 
aside.  His  heart  was  with  Falri  in  the  sty,  his  fancy  with 
Aladdin  in  the  palace.  To  make  a  show  was  his  darling 
object;  he  loved  to  create  effect  by  his  person,  his  talk,  his 
dress,  as  well  as  by  his  talents.  Living  from  hand  to  mouth, 
crimes  through  which  it  is  not  our  intention  to  follow  him 
had  at  times  made  him  rich  to-day,  for  vices  to  make  him 
poor  again  to-morrow.  What  he  called  "luck,"  or  "his  star," 
had  favoured  him,  — he  was  not  hanyed !  —  he  lived;  and  as 
the  greater  part  of  his  unscrupulous  career  had  been  conducted 
in  foreign  lands  and  under  other  names,  in  his  own  name  and 
in  his  own  country,  though  something  scarcely  to  be  defined, 
but  equivocal  and  provocative  of  suspicion,  made  him  dis- 
pleasing to  the  prudent,  and  vaguely  alarmed  the  experience 
of  the  sober,  still,  no  positive  accusation  was  attached  to  the 
general  integrity  of  his  character,  and  the  mere  dissipation  of 
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his  habits  was  naturally  little  known  out  of  his  familiar  circle. 
Hence  he  had  the  most  presumptuous  confidence  in  himself, 
—  a  confidence  native  to  his  courage,  and  confirmed  by  his 
experience.  His  conscience  was  so  utterly  obtuse  that  he 
might  almost  be  said  to  present  the  phenomenon  of  a  man 
without  conscience  at  all.  Unlike  Conrad,  he  did  not  "  know 
himself  a  villain;  "  all  that  he  knew  of  himself  was  that  he  was 
a  remarkably  clever  fellow,  without  prejudice  or  superstition. 
That,  with  all  his  gifts,  he  had  not  succeeded  better  in  life, 
he  ascribed  carelessly  to  the  surpassing  wisdom  of  his  philoso- 
phy. He  could  have  done  better  if  he  had  enjoyed  himself  less ; 
but  was  not  enjoyment  the  be-all  and  end-all  of  this  little  life? 
More  often,  indeed,  in  the  moods  of  his  bitter  envy,  he  would 
lay  the  fault  upon  the  world.  How  great  he  could  have  been, 
if  he  had  been  rich  and  high-born!  Oh,  he  was  made  to 
spend,  not  to  save,  — to  command,  not  to  fawn!  He  was  not 
formed  to  plod  through  the  dull  mediocrities  of  fortune;  he 
must  toss  up  for  the  All  or  the  Nothing!  It  was  no  control 
over  himself  that  made  Varney  now  turn  his  thoughts  from 
certain  grave  designs  on  Percival  St.  John  to  the  brutal 
debauchery  of  his  three  companions,  —  rather,  he  then 
yielded  most  to  his  natural  self.  And  when  the  morning 
star  rose  over  the  night  he  passed  with  low  profligates  and 
venal  nymphs;  when  over  the  fragments  on  the  board  and 
emptied  bottles  and  drunken  riot  dawn  gleamed  and"  saw  him 
in  all  the  pride  of  his  magnificent  organization  and  the  cyni- 
cism of  his  measured  vice,  fair,  fresh,  and  blooming  amidst 
those  maudlin  eyes  and  flushed  cheeks  and  reeling  figures, 
laughing  hideously  over  the  spectacle  he  had  provoked,  and 
kicking  aside,  with  a  devil's  scorn,  the  prostrate  form  of  the 
favoured  partner  whose  head  had  rested  on  his  bosom,  r.s 
alone  with  a  steady  step,  he  passed  the  threshold  and  walked 
into  the  fresh,  healthful  air,  —  Gabriel  Varney  enjoyed  the  f el  1 
triumph  of  his  hell-born  vanity,  and  revelled  in  his  sentiment 
of  superiority  and  power. 

Meanwhile,  on  quitting  Varney  young  Percival  strolled  on 
as  the  whim  directed  him.  Turning  down  the  Haymarket,  he 
gained  the  colonnade  of  the  Opera  House.  The  crowd  there 
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was  so  dense  that  his  footsteps  were  arrested,  and  he  leaned 
against  one  of  the  columns  in  admiration  of  the  various 
galaxies  in  view.  In  front  blazed  the  rival  stars  of  the 
United  Service  Club  and  the  Athenseum;  to  the  left,  the 
quaint  and  peculiar  device  which  lighted  up  Northumberland 
House;  to  the  right,  the  anchors,  cannons,  and  bombs  which 
typified  ingeniously  the  martial  attributes  of  the  Ordnance 
Office. 

At  that  moment  there  were  three  persons  connected  with 
this  narrative  within  a  few  feet  of  each  other,  distinguished 
from  the  multitude  by  the  feelings  with  which  each  regarded 
the  scene,  and  felt  the  jostle  of  the  crowd.  Percival  St. 
John,  in  whom  the  harmless  sense  of  pleasure  was  yet  vivid 
and  unsatiated,  caught  from  the  assemblage  only  that  physi- 
cal hilarity  which  heightened  his  own  spirits.  If  in  a  char- 
acter as  yet  so  undeveloped,  to  which  the  large  passions  and 
stern  ends  of  life  were  as  yet  unknown,  stirred  some  deeper 
and  more  musing  thoughts  and  speculations,  giving  gravity  to 
the  habitual  smile  on  his  rosy  lip,  and  steadying  the  play  of 
his  sparkling  eyes,  he  would  have  been  at  a  loss  himself 
to  explain  the  dim  sentiment  and  the  vague  desire. 

Screened  by  another  column  from  the  pressure  of  the  mob, 
with  his  arms  folded  on  his  breast,  a  man  some  few  years 
older  in  point  of  time,  —  many  years  older  in  point  of  char- 
acter, —  gazed  (with  thoughts  how  turbulent,  —  with  ambition 
how  profound!)  upon  the  dense  and  dark  masses  that  covered 
space  and  street  far  as  the  eye  could  reach.  He,  indeed,  could 
not  have  said,  with  Varney,  that  he  was  "at  home  in  a  crowd." 
For  a  crowd  did  not  fill  him  with  the  sense  of  his  own  indi- 
vidual being  and  importance,  but  grappled  him  to  its  mighty 
breast  with  the  thousand  tissues  of  a  common  destiny.  Who 
shall  explain  and  disentangle  those  high  and  restless  and 
interwoven  emotions  with  which  intellectual  ambition,  hon- 
ourable and  ardent,  gazes  upon  that  solemn  thing  with  which, 
in  which,  for  which  it  lives  and  labours,  —  the  Human  Multi- 
tude? To  that  abstracted,  solitary  man,  the  illumination,  the 
festivity,  the  curiosity,  the  holiday,  were  nothing,  or  but  as 
fleeting  phantoms  and  vain  seemings.  In  his  heart's  eye  he 
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saw  before  him  but  the  PEOPLE,  the  shadow  of  an  everlasting 
audience,  —  audience  at  once  and  judge. 

And  literally  touching  him  as  he  stood,  the  ragged  sweeper, 
who  had  returned  in  vain  to  devote  a  last  care  to  his  beloved 
charge,  stood  arrested  with  the  rest,  gazing  joylessly  on  the 
blazing  lamps,  dead  as  the  stones  he  heeded,  to  the  young 
vivacity  of  the  one  man,  the  solemn  visions  of  the  other. 
So,  0  London,  amidst  the  universal  holiday  to  monarch  and 
to  mob,  in  those  three  souls  lived  the  three  elements  which, 
duly  mingled  and  administered,  make  thy  vice  and  thy  virtue, 
thy  glory  and  thy  shame,  thy  labour  and  thy  luxury  5  pervad- 
ing the  palace  and  the  street,  the  hospital  and  the  prison,  — 
enjoyment,  which  is  pleasure;  energy,  which  is  action;  tor- 
por, which  is  want! 


CHAPTER  II. 

LOVE   AT   FIRST   SIGHT. 

SUDDENLY  across  the  gaze  of  Percival  St.  John  there  flashed 
a  face  that  woke  him  from  his  abstraction,  as  a  light  awakes 
the  sleeper.  It  was  as  a  recognition  of  something  seen  dimly 
before,  — a  truth  coming  out  from  a  dream.  It  was  not  the 
mere  beauty  of  that  face  (and  beautiful  it  was)  that  arrested 
his  eye  and  made  his  heart  beat  more  quickly,  it  was  rather 
that  nameless  and  inexplicable  sympathy  which  constitutes 
love  at  first  sight,  —  a  sort  of  impulse  and  instinct  common  to 
the  dullest  as  the  quickest,  the  hardest  reason  as  the  liveliest 
fancy.  Plain  Cobbett,  seeing  before  the  cottage-door,  at  her 
homeliest  of  house-work,  the  girl  of  whom  he  said,  "  That  girl 
should  be  my  wife,"  and  Dante,  first  thrilled  by  the  vision  of 
Beatrice,  —  are  alike  true  types  of  a  common  experience. 
Whatever  of  love  sinks  the  deepest  is  felt  at  first  sight;  it 
streams  on  us  abrupt  from  the  cloud,  a  lightning  flash, — a 
destiny  revealed  to  us  face  to  face. 
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Now,  there  was  nothing  poetical  in  the  place  or  the  circum- 
stance, still  less  in  the  companionship  in  which  this  fair 
creature  startled  the  virgin  heart  of  that  careless  boy;  she 
was  leaning  on  the  arm  of  a  stout,  rosy-faced  matron  in  a 
puce-coloured  gown,  who  was  flanked  on  the  other  side  by 
a  very  small,  very  spare  man,  with  a  very  wee  face,  the 
lower  part  of  which  was  enveloped  in  an  immense  belcher. 
Besides  these  two  incumbrances,  the  stout  lady  contrived  to 
carry  in  her  hands  an  umbrella,  a  basket,  and  a  pair  of 
pattens. 

In  the  midst  of  the  strange,  unfamiliar  emotion  which  his 
eye  conveyed  to  his  heart,  Percival's  ear  was  displeasingly 
jarred  by  the  loud,  bluff,  hearty  voice  of  the  girl's  female 
companion  • — 

"  Gracious  me !  if  that  is  not  John  Ardworth.  Who  'd  have 
thought  it?  Why,  John, — I  say,  John!"  and  lifting  her 
umbrella  horizontally,  she  poked  aside  two  city  clerks  in 
front  of  her,  wheeled  round  the  little  man  on  her  left,  upon 
whom  the  clerks  simultaneously  bestowed  the  appellation  of 
"feller,"  and  driving  him,  as  being  the  sharpest  and  thinnest 
wedge  at  hand,  through  a  dense  knot  of  some  half-a-dozen 
gapers,  while,  following  his  involuntary  progress,  she  looked 
defiance  on  the  malcontents,  she  succeeded  in  clearing  her  way 
to  the  spot  where  stood  the  young  man  she  had  discovered. 
The  ambitious  dreamer,  for  it  was  he,  thus  detected  and  dis- 
turbed, looked  embarrassed  for  a  moment  as  the  stout  lady, 
touching  him  with  the  umbrella,  said,  — 

"Well,  I  declare  if  this  is  not  too  bad!  You  sent  word 
that  you  should  not  be  able  to  come  out  with  us  to  see  the 
'luminations,  and  here  you  are  as  large  as  life!  " 

"I  did  not  think,  at  the  moment  you  wrote  to  me,  that  —  " 

"Oh,  stuff!"  interrupted  the  stout  woman,  with  a  signifi- 
cant, good-humoured  shake  of  her  head ;  "  I  know  what 's 
what.  Tell  the  truth,  and  shame  the  gentleman  who  objects 
to  showing  his  feet.  You  are  a  wild  fellow,  John  Ardworth, 
you  are!  You  like  looking  after  the  pretty  faces,  you  do, 
you  do  —  ha,  ha,  ha!  very  natural!  So  did  you  once, — did 
not  you,  Mr.  Mivers,  did  not  you,  eh?  Men  must  be  men,  — 
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they  always  are  men,  and  it  's  my  belief  that  men  they  always 


With  this  sage  conjecture  into  the  future,  the  lady  turned 
to  Mr.  Mivers,  who,  thus  appealed  to,  extricated  with  some 
difficulty  his  chin  from  the  folds  of  his  belcher,  and  putting 
up  his  small  face,  said,  in  a  small  voice,  "Yes,  I  was  a  wild 
fellow  once;  but  you  have  tamed  me,  you  have,  Mrs.  M.  !  " 

And  therewith  the  chin  sank  again  into  the  belcher,  and 
the  small  voice  died  into  a  small  sigh. 

The  stout  lady  glanced  benignly  at  her  spouse,  and  then 
resuming  her  address,  to  which  Ardworth  listened  with  a 
half-frown  and  a  half-smile,  observed  encouragingly,  — 

"Yes,  there  's  nothing  like  a  lawful  wife  to  break  a  man  in, 
as  you  will  find  some  day.  Howsomever,  your  time  's  not 
come  for  the  altar,  so  suppose  you  give  Helen  your  arm,  and 
come  with  us." 

"Do,"  said  Helen,  in  a  sweet,  coaxing  voice. 

Ardworth  bent  down  his  rough,  earnest  face  to  Helen's, 
and  an  evident  pleasure  relaxed  its  thoughtful  lines.  "  I  can- 
not resist  you,"  he  began,  and  then  he  paused  and  frowned. 
"Pish!"  he  added,  "I  was  talking  folly;  but  what  head 
would  not  you  turn?  Resist  you  I  must,  for  I  am  on  my 
way  now  to  my  drudgery.  Ask  me  anything  some  years 
hence,  when  I  have  time  to  be  happy,  and  then  see  if  I  am 
the  bear  you  now  call  me." 

"Well,"  said  Mrs.  Mivers,  emphatically,  "are  you  coming, 
or  are  you  not?  Don't  stand  there  shilly-shally." 

"Mrs.  Mivers,"  returned  Ardworth,  with  a  kind  of  sly 
humour,  "  I  am  sure  you  would  be  very  angry  with  your 
husband's  excellent  shopmen  if  that  was  the  way  they  spoke 
to  your  customers.  If  some  unhappy  dropper-in,  —  some 
lady  who  came  to  buy  a  yard  or  so  of  Irish,  —  was  suddenly 
dazzled,  as  I  am,  by  a  luxury  wholly  unforeseen  and  eagerly 
coveted,  —  a  splendid  lace  veil,  or  a  ravishing  cashmere,  or 
whatever  else  you  ladies  desiderate,  —  and  while  she  was 
balancing  between  prudence  and  temptation,  your  foreman 
exclaimed:  'Don't  stand  shilly-shally'  —  come,  I  put  it  to 
you." 
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"Stuff!"  said  Mrs.  Mivers. 

"Alas!  unlike  your  imaginary  customer  (I  hope  so,  at  least, 
for  the  sake  of  your  till),  prudence  gets  the  better  of  me; 
unless,"  added  Ard worth,  irresolutely,  and  glancing  at  Helen, 
—  "  unless,  indeed,  you  are  not  sufficiently  protected,  and  —  " 

"Purtected!  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Mivers,  in  an  indignant  tone 
of  astonishment,  and  agitating  the  formidable  umbrella ;  "  as 
if  I  was  not  enough,  with  the  help  of  this  here  domestic  com- 
modity, to  purtect  a  dozen  such.  Purtected,  indeed !  " 

"John  is  right,  Mrs.  M.,  — business  is  business,"  said  Mr. 
Mivers.  "  Let  us  move  on ;  we  stop  the  way,  and  those  idle 
lads  are  listening  to  us,  and  sniggering." 

"Sniggering!"  exclaimed  the  gentle  helpmate.  "I  should 
like  to  see  those  who  presume  for  to  snigger ; "  and  as  she 
spoke,  she  threw  a  look  of  defiance  around  her.  Then,  hav- 
ing thus  satisfied  her  resentment,  she  prepared  to  obey,  as  no 
doubt  she  always  did,  her  lord  and  master.  Suddenly,  with  a 
practised  movement,  she  wheeled  round  Mr.  Mivers,  and  tak- 
ing care  to  protrude  before  him  the  sharp  point  of  the  um- 
brella, cut  her  way  through  the  crowd  like  the  scythed  car  of 
the  Ancient  Britons,  and  was  soon  lost  amidst  the  throng, 
although  her  way  might  be  guessed  by  a  slight  ripple  of 
peculiar  agitation  along  the  general  stream,  accompanied  by 
a  prolonged  murmur  of  reproach  or  expostulation  which  grad- 
ually died  in  the  distance. 

Ardworth  gazed  after  the  fair  form  of  Helen  with  a  look  of 
regret;  and  when  it  vanished,  with  a  slight  start  and  a  sup- 
pressed sigh  he  turned  away,  and  with  the  long,  steady  stride 
of  a  strong  man,  cleared  his  path  through  the  Strand  towards 
the  printing-office  of  a  journal  on  which  he  was  responsibly 
engaged. 

But  Percival,  who  had  caught  much  of  the  conversation 
that  took  place  so  near  him,  —  Percival,  happy  child  of  idle- 
ness and  whim,  —  had  no  motive  of  labour  and  occupation  to 
stay  the  free  impulse  of  his  heart,  and  his  heart  drew  him  on, 
with  magnetic  attraction,  in  the  track  of  the  first  being  that 
had  ever  touched  the  sweet  instincts  of  youth. 

Meanwhile,  Mrs.  Mivers  was  destined  to  learn  —  though 
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perhaps  the  lesson  little  availed  her  —  that  to  get  smoothly 
through  this  world  it  is  necessary  to  be  supple  as  well  as 
strong;  and  though,  up  to  a  certain  point,  man  or  woman 
may  force  the  way  by  poking  umbrellas  into  people's  ribs  and 
treading  mercilessly  upon  people's  toes,  yet  the  endurance  of 
ribs  and  toes  has  its  appointed  limits. 

Helen,  half  terrified,  also  half  amused  by  her  companion's 
robust  resolution  of  purpose,  had  in  Mrs.  Mivers's  general 
courage  and  success  that  confidence  which  the  weak  repose  in 
the  strong;  and  though  whenever  she  turned  her  eyes  from 
the  illuminations,  she  besought  Mrs.  Mivers  to  be  more  gen- 
tle, yet,  seeing  that  they  had  gone  safely  from  St.  Paul's  to 
St.  James's,  she  had  no  distinct  apprehension  of  any  practi- 
cally ill  results  from  the  energies  she  was  unable  to  mitigate. 
But  now,  having  just  gained  the  end  of  St.  James's  Street, 
Mrs.  Mivers  at  last  found  her  match.  The  crowd  here  halted, 
thick  and  serried,  to  gaze  in  peace  upon  the  brilliant  vista 
which  the  shops  and  clubs  of  that  street  presented.  Coaches 
and  carriages  had  paused  in  their  line,  and  immediately  be- 
fore Mrs.  Mivers  stood  three  very  thin,  small  women,  whose 
dress  bespoke  them  to  be  of  the  humblest  class. 

"Make  way,  there;  make  way,  my  good  women,  make 
way ! "  cried  Mrs.  Mivers,  equally  disdainful  of  the  size 
and  the  rank  of  the  obstructing  parties. 

"  Arrah,  and  what  shall  we  make  way  for  the  like  of  you, 
you  old  busybody?"  said  one  of  the  dames,  turning  round, 
and  presenting  a  very  formidable  squint  to  the  broad  optics 
of  Mrs.  Mivers. 

Without  deigning  a  reply,  Mrs.  Mivers  had  recourse  to  her 
usual  tactics.  Umbrella  and  husband  went  right  between  two 
of  the  feminine  obstructives ;  and  to  the  inconceivable  aston- 
ishment and  horror  of  the  assailant,  husband  and  umbrella 
instantly  vanished.  The  three  small  furies  had  pounced 
upon  both.  They  were  torn  from  their  natural  owner;  they 
were  hurried  away;  the  stream  behind,  long  fretted  at  the 
path  so  abruptly  made  amidst  it,  closed  in,  joyous,  with  a 
thousand  waves.  Mrs.  Mivers  and  Helen  were  borne  forward 
in  one  way,  the  umbrella  and  the  husband  in  the  other;  in 


232  LUCRETIA. 

the  distance  a  small  voice  was  heard:  "Don't  you!  don't! 
Be  quiet!  Mrs. —  Mrs.  M. !  Oh,  oh,  Mrs.  M. ! "  At  that 
last  repetition  of  the  beloved  and  familiar  initial,  uttered  in 
a  tone  of  almost  superhuman  anguish,  the  conjugal  heart  of 
Mrs.  Mivers  was  afflicted  beyond  control. 

"Wait  here  a  moment,  my  dear;  I'll  just  give  it  them, 
that 's  all!  "  And  in  another  moment  Mrs.  Mivers  was  heard 
bustling,  scolding,  till  all  trace  of  her  whereabout  was  gone 
from  the  eyes  of  Helen.  Thus  left  alone,  in  exceeding  shame 
and  dismay,  the  poor  girl  cast  a  glance  around.  The  glance 
was  caught  by  two  young  men,  whose  station,  in  these  days 
when  dress  is  an  equivocal  designator  of  rank,  could  not  be 
guessed  by  their  exterior.  They  might  be  dandies  from  the 
west,  —  they  might  be  clerks  from  the  east. 

"By  Jove,"  exclaimed  one,  "that's  a  sweet  pretty  girl!" 
and,  by  a  sudden  movement  of  the  crowd,  they  both  found 
themselves  close  to  Helen. 

"Are  you  alone,  my  dear?  "  said  a  voice  rudely  familiar. 

Helen  made  no  reply ;  the  tone  of  the  voice  frightened  her. 
A  gap  in  the  mob  showed  the  space  towards  Cleveland  Row, 
which,  leading  to  no  illuminations,  was  vacant  and  solitary. 
She  instantly  made  towards  this  spot;  the  two  men  followed 
her,  the  bolder  and  elder  one  occasionally  trying  to  catch  hold 
of  her  arm.  At  last,  as  she  passed  the  last  house  to  the  left, 
a  house  then  owned  by  one  who,  at  once  far-sighted  and  im- 
petuous, affable  and  haughty,  characterized  alike  by  solid 
virtues  and  brilliant  faults,  would,  but  for  hollow  friends, 
have  triumphed  over  countless  foes,  and  enjoyed  at  last  that 
brief  day  of  stormy  power  for  which  statesmen  resign  the 
health  of  manhood  and  the  hope  of  age,  —  as  she  passed  that 
memorable  mansion,  she  suddenly  perceived  that  the  space 
before  her  had  no  thoroughfare;  and,  while  she  paused  in  dis- 
may, her  pursuers  blockaded  her  escape. 

One  of  them  now  fairly  seized  her  hand.  "Nay,  pretty 
one,  why  so  cruel?  But  one  kiss,  — only  one!  "  He  endeav- 
oured to  pass  his  arm  round  her  waist  while  he  spoke.  Helen 
eluded  him,  and  darted  forward,  to  find  her  way  stopped  by 
her  persecutor's  companion,  when,  to  her  astonishment,  a 
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third  person  gently  pushed  aside  the  form  that  impeded  her 
path,  approached,  and  looking  mute  defiance  at  the  unchiv- 
alric  molesters,  offered  her  his  arm.  Helen  gave  but  one 
timid,  hurrying  glance  to  her  unexpected  protector;  some- 
thing in  his  face,  his  air,  his  youth,  appealed  at  once  to  her 
confidence.  Mechanically,  and  scarce  knowing  what  she  did, 
she  laid  her  trembling  hand  on  the  arm  held  out  to  her. 

The  two  Lotharios  looked  foolish.  One  pulled  up  his 
shirt-collar,  and  the  other  turned,  with  a  forced  laugh,  on 
his  heel.  Boy  as  Percival  seemed,  and  little  more  than  boy 
as  he  was,  there  was  a  dangerous  fire  in  his  eye,  and  an 
expression  of  spirit  and  ready  courage  in  his  whole  counte- 
nance, which,  if  it  did  not  awe  his  tall  rivals,  made  them  at 
least  unwilling  to  have  a  scene  and  provoke  the  interference 
of  a  policeman,  one  of  whom  was  now  seen  walking  slowly  up 
to  the  spot.  They  therefore  preserved  a  discomfited  silence; 
and  Percival  St.  John,  with  his  heart  going  ten  knots  a  beat, 
sailed  triumphantly  off  with  his  prize. 

Scarcely  knowing  whither  he  went,  certainly  forgetful  of 
Mr.  Mivers,  in  his  anxiety  to  escape  at  least  from  the  crowd, 
Percival  walked  on  till  he  found  himself  with  his  fair  charge 
under  the  trees  of  St.  James's  Park. 

Then  Helen,  recovering  herself,  paused,  and  said,  alarmed- 
"But  this  is  not  my  way;  I  must  go  back  to  the  street! " 

"How  foolish  I  am!  That  is  true,"  said  Percival,  looking 
confused.  "  I  —  I  felt  so  happy  to  be  with  you,  feel  your 
hand  on  my  arm,  and  think  that  we  were  all  by  ourselves, 
that  —  that  —  But  you  have  dropped  your  flowers !  " 

And  as  a  bouquet  Helen  wore,  dislodged  somehow  or  other, 
fell  to  the  ground,  both  stooped  to  pick  it  up,  and  their  hands 
met.  At  that  touch,  Percival  felt  a  strange  tremble,  which 
perhaps  communicated  itself  (for  such  things  are  contagious) 
to  his  fair  companion.  Percival  had  got  the  nosegay,  and 
seemed  willing  to  detain  it;  for  he  bent  his  face  lingeringly 
over  the  flowers.  At  length  he  turned  his  bright,  ingenuous 
eyes  to  Helen,  and  singling  one  rose  from  the  rest,  said  be- 
seechingly: "May  I  keep  this?  See,  it  is  not  so  fresh  as  the 
others." 
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"  I  am  sure,  sir, "  said  Helen,  colouring,  and  looking  down, 
"  I  owe  you  so  much  that  I  should  be  glad  if  a  poor  flower 
could  repay  it." 

"  A  poor  flower !    You  don't  know  what  a  prize  this  is  to  me !  " 

Percival  placed  the  rose  reverently  in  his  bosom,  and  the 
two  moved  back  slowly,  as  if  reluctant  both,  through  the  old 
palace-court  into  the  street. 

"Is  that  lady  related  to  you?"  asked  Percival,  looking 
another  way,  and  dreading  the  reply,  — "  not  your  mother, 
surely ! " 

"  Oh,  no !     I  have  no  mother !  " 

"Forgive  me!  "  said  Percival;  for  the  tone  of  Helen's  voice 
told  him  that  he  had  touched  the  spring  of  a  household  sor- 
row. "And,"  he  added,  with  a  jealousy  that  he  could  scarcely 
restrain  from  making  itself  evident  in  his  accent,  "that  gen- 
tleman who  spoke  to  you  under  the  Colonnade,  —  I  have  seen 
him  before,  but  where  I  cannot  remember.  In  fact,  you  have 
put  everything  but  yourself  out  of  my  head.  Is  he  related  to 
you?" 

"He  is  my  cousin." 

"Cousin!"  repeated  Percival,  pouting  a  little;  and  again 
there  was  silence. 

"I  don't  know  how  it  is,"  said  Percival  at  last,  and  very 
gravely,  as  if  much  perplexed  by  some  abstruse  thought,  "  but 
I  feel  as  if  I  had  known  you  all  my  life.  I  never  felt  this  for 
any  one  before." 

There  was  something  so  irresistibly  innocent  in  the  boy's 
serious,  wondering  tone  as  he  said  these  words  that  a  smile, 
in  spite  of  herself,  broke  out  amongst  the  thousand  dimples 
round  Helen's  charming  lips.  Perhaps  the  little  witch  felt  a 
touch  of  coquetry  for  the  first  time. 

Percival,  who  was  looking  sidelong  into  her  face,  saw  the 
smile,  and  said,  drawing  up  his  head,  and  shaking  back  his 
jetty  curls :  "  I  dare  say  you  are  laughing  at  me  as  a  mere 
boy;  but  I  am  older  than  I  look.  I  am  sure  I  am  much  older 
than  you  are.  Let  me  see,  you  are  seventeen,  I  suppose?" 

Helen,  getting  more  and  more  at  her  ease,  nodded  playful 
assent. 
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"And  I  am  not  far  from  twenty-one.  Ah,  you  may  well 
look  surprised,  but  so  it  is.  An  hour  ago  I  felt  a  mere  boy, 
now  I  shall  never  feel  a  boy  again ! " 

Once  more  there  was  a  long  pause,  and  before  it  was  broken, 
they  had  gained  the  very  spot  in  which  Helen  had  lost  her 
friend. 

"  Why,  bless  us  and  save  us ! "  exclaimed  a  voice  "  loud  as 
a  trumpet,"  but  not  "with  a  silver  sound,"  "there  you  are, 
after  all;"  and  Mrs.  Mivers  (husband  and  umbrella  both 
regained)  planted  herself  full  before  them. 

"  Oh,  a  pretty  fright  I  have  been  in !  And  now  to  see  you 
coming  along  as  cool  as  if  nothing  had  happened;  as  if  the 
humbrella  had  not  lost  its  hivory  'andle,  —  it 's  quite  purvok- 
ing.  Dear,  dear,  what  we  have  gone  through !  And  who  is 
this  young  gentleman,  pray?  " 

Helen  whispered  some  hesitating  explanation,  which  Mrs. 
Mivers  did  not  seem  to  receive  as  graciously  as  Percival,  poor 
fellow,  had  a  right  to  expect.  She  stared  him  full  in  the  face, 
and  shook  her  head  suspiciously  when  she  saw  him  a  little 
confused  by  the  survey.  Then,  tucking  Helen  tightly  under 
her  arm,  she  walked  back  towards  the  Haymarket,  merely 
saying  to  Percival,  — 

"  Much  obligated,  and  good-night.  I  have  a  long  journey 
to  take  to  set  down  this  here  young  lady ;  and  the  best  thing 
we  can  all  do  is  to  get  home  as  fast  as  we  can,  and  have  a 
refreshing  cup  of  tea  —  that 's  my  mind,  sir.  Excuse  me  !  " 

Thus  abruptly  dismissed,  poor  Percival  gazed  wistfully  on 
his  Helen  as  she  was  borne  along,  and  was  somewhat  com- 
forted at  seeing  her  look  back  with  (as  he  thought)  a  touch  of 
regret  in  her  parting  smile.  Then  suddenly  it  flashed  across 
him  how  sadly  he  had  wasted  his  time.  Novice  that  he  was, 
he  had  not  even  learned  the  name  and  address  of  his  new 
acquaintance.  At  that  thought  he  hurried  on  through  the 
crowd,  but  only  reached  the  object  of  his  pursuit  just  in  time 
to  see  her  placed  in  a  coach,  and  to  catch  a  full  view  of  the 
luxuriant  proportions  of  Mrs.  Mivers  as  she  followed  her  into 
the  vehicle. 

As  the  lumbering  conveyance  (the  only  coach  on  the  stand) 
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heaved  itself  into  motion,  Percival's  eye  fell  on  the  sweeper, 
who  was  still  leaning  on  his  broom,  and  who,  in  grateful 
recognition  of  the  unwonted  generosity  that  had  repaid  his 
service  torched  his  ragged  hat,  and  smiled  drowsily  on  his 
young  custofter-  Love  sharpens  the  wit  and  animates  the 
timid-  a  thought  worthy  of  the  most  experienced  inspired 
Percival  St.  John;  he  hurried  to  the  sweeper,  laid  his  hand 
on  his  patchwork  coat,  and  said  breathlessly,  — 

"  You  see  that  coach  tuning  into  the  square?  Follow  it,  — 
find  out  where  it  sets  down.  There's  a  sovereign  for  you; 
another  if  you  succeed.  Call  ano.  tell  me  your  success.  Num- 
ber   Curzon  Street!  Off,  like  a  ?hot! " 

The  sweeper  nodded  and  grinned;  it  was  possibly  not  hia 
first  commission  of  a  similar  kind.  He  darted  down  the 
street;  and  Percival,  following  him  with  eq'J3-!  speed,  had 
the  satisfaction  to  see  him,  as  the  coach  traversed  St.  James's 
Square,  comfortably  seated  on  the  footboard. 

Beck,  dull  clod,  knew  nothing,  cared  nothing,  felt  nothing 
as  to  the  motives  or  purpose  of  his  employer.  Hone?t  love 
or  selfish  vice,  it  was  the  same  to  him.  He  saw  only  the  one 
sovereign  which,  with  astounded  eyes,  he  still  gazed  at  on  his 
palm,  and  the  vision  of  the  sovereign  that  was  yet  to  come. 

"  Scandit  aeratas  vitiosa  naves 
Cura ;  nee  turmas  equitum  relinquit." 

It  was  the  Selfishness  of  London,  calm  and  stolid,  whethei 
on  the  track  of  innocence  or  at  the  command  of  guile. 

At  half -past  ten  o'clock  Percival  St.  John  was  seated  in  his 
room,  and  the  sweeper  stood  at  the  threshold.  Wealth  and 
penury  seemed  brought  into  visible  contact  in  the  persons  of 
the  visitor  and  the  host.  The  dwelling  is  held  by  some  to 
give  an  index  to  the  character  of  the  owner;  if  so,  Percival's 
apartments  differed  much  from  those  generally  favoured  by 
young  men  of  rank  and  fortune.  On  the  one  hand,  it  had 
none  of  that  affectation  of  superior  taste  evinced  in  marque- 
terie  and  gilding,  or  the  more  picturesque  discomfort  of  high- 
backed  chairs  and  mediaeval  curiosities  which  prevails  in  the 
daintier  abodes  of  fastidious  bachelors;  nor,  on  the  other 
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hand,  had  it  the  sporting  character  which  individualizes  the 
ruder  juveniles  qui  gaudent  equis,  betrayed  by  engravings  of 
racers  and  celebrated  fox-hunts,  relieved,  perhaps,  if  the 
Nimrod  condescend  to  a  cross  of  the  Lovelace,  with  portraits 
of  figurantes,  and  ideals  of  French  sentiment  entitled,  "Le 
Soir,"  or  "La  Keveill&e,"  "L'Espoir,"  or  "L' Abandon."  But 
the  rooms  had  a  physiognomy  of  their  own,  from  their  exqui- 
site neatness  and  cheerful  simplicity.  The  chintz  draperies 
were  lively  with  gay  flowers ;  books  filled  up  the  niches ;  here 
and  there  were  small  pictures,  chiefly  sea-pieces,  —  well 
chosen,  well  placed. 

There  might,  indeed,  have  been  something  almost  effemi- 
nate in  a  certain  inexpressible  purity  of  taste,  and  a  clean- 
liness of  detail  that  seemed  actually  brilliant,  had  not  the 
folding-doors  allowed  a  glimpse  of  a  plainer  apartment,  with 
fencing-foils  and  boxing-gloves  ranged  on  the  wall,  and  a 
cricket-bat  resting  carelessly  in  the  corner.  These  gave  a 
redeeming  air  of  manliness  to  the  rooms ;  but  it  was  the  man- 
liness of  a  boy,  —  half-girl,  if  you  please,  in  the  purity  of 
thought  that  pervaded  one  room,  all  boy  in  the  playful  pur- 
suits that  were  made  manifest  in  the  other.  Simple,  how- 
ever, as  this  abode  really  was,  poor  Beck  had  never  been 
admitted  to  the  sight  of  anything  half  so  fine.  He  stood  at 
the  door  for  a  moment,  and  stared  about  him,  bewildered  and 
dazzled.  But  his  natural  torpor  to  things  that  concerned  him 
not  soon  brought  to  him  the  same  stoicism  that  philosophy 
gives  the  strong;  and  after  the  first  surprise,  his  eye  quietly 
settled  on  his  employer.  St.  John  rose  eagerly  from  the  sofa, 
on  which  he  had  been  contemplating  the  starlit  treetops  of 
Chesterfield  Gardens,  — 

"Well,  well?"  said  Percival. 

"7/old  Brompton,"  said  Beck,  with  a  brevity  of  word  and 
clearness  of  perception  worthy  a  Spartan. 

"Old  Brompton?"  repeated  Percival,  thinking  the  reply 
the  most  natural  in  the  world. 

"In  a  big  'ous  by  hisself,"  continued  Beck,  "with  a  'igb 
vail  in  front." 

"You  would  know  it  again?" 


238  LUCRETIA. 

"In  course;  he's  so  wery  peculiar." 

"He, —who?" 

"Vy,  the  'ous.  The  young  lady  got  out,  and  the  hold 
folks  driv  back.  I  did  not  go  arter  them  !  "  and  Beck  looked 
sly. 

"So!  I  must  find  out  the  name." 

"I  axed  at  the  public,"  said  Beck,  proud  of  his  diplomacy. 
"  They  keeps  a  sarvant  vot  takes  half  a  pint  at  her  meals. 
The  young  lady's  ma  be  a  former." 

"  A  foreigner !     Then  she  lives  there  with  her  mother?" 

"So  they  s'pose  at  the  public." 

"And  the  name?" 

Beck  shook  his  head.  "'T  is  a  French  'un,  your  honour; 
but  the  sarvant's  is  Martha. " 

"You  must  meet  me  at  Brompton,  near  the  turnpike,  to- 
morrow, and  show  me  the  house." 

"  Vy,  I 's  in  bizness  all  day,  please  your  honour." 

"In  business?" 

"  I 's  the  place  of  the  crossing, "  said  Beck,  with  much 
dignity;  "but  arter  eight  I  goes  vere  I  likes." 

"To-morrow  evening,  then,  at  half-past  eight,  by  the 
turnpike." 

Beck  pulled  his  forelock  assentingly. 

"There's  the  sovereign  I  promised  you,  my  poor  fellow; 
much  good  may  it  do  you.  Perhaps  you  have  some  father  or 
mother  whose  heart  it  will  glad." 

"  I  never  had  no  such  thing,"  replied  Beck,  turning  the  coin 
in  his  hand. 

"Well,  don't  spend  it  in  drink." 

"I  never  drinks  nothing  but  svipes." 

"Then,"  said  Percival,  laughingly,  "what,  my  good  friend, 
will  you  ever  do  with  your  money?" 

Beck  put  his  finger  to  his  nose,  sunk  his  voice  into  a  whis- 
per, and  replied  solemnly:  "I  'as  a  mattris." 

"A  mistress,"  said  Percival.  "Oh,  a  sweetheart.  "Well, 
but  if  she  's  a  good  girl,  and  loves  you,  she  '11  not  let  you 
spend  your  money  on  her. " 

"I  haint  such  a  ninny  as  that,"  said  Beck,  with  majestic 


LUCRETIA.  239 

contempt.     ''I  'spises  the  flat  that   is   done   brown  by  the 
blowens.     I  'as  a  mattris." 

"  A  mattress !  a  mattress !  Well,  what  has  that  to  do  with 
the  money?" 

"Vy,  I  lines  it." 

Percival  looked  puzzled.  "  Oh, "  said  he,  after  a  thoughtful 
pause,  and  in  a  tone  of  considerable  compassion,  "I  under- 
stand :  you  sew  your  money  in  your  mattress.  My  poor,  poor 
lad,  you  can  do  better  than  that!  There  are  the  savings 
banks." 

Beck  looked  frightened.  "I  'opes  your  honour  von't  tell  no 
vun.  I  'opes  no  vun  von't  go  for  to  put  my  tin  vere  I  shall 
know  nothing  vatsomever  about  it.  Now,  I  knows  vere  it  is, 
and  I  lays  on  it." 

"Do  you  sleep  more  soundly  when  you  lie  on  your 
treasure?" 

"No.  It's  hodd,"  said  Beck,  musingly,  "but  the  more  I 
lines  it,  the  vorse  I  sleeps." 

Percival  laughed,  but  there  was  melancholy  in  his  laughter; 
something  in  the  forlorn,  benighted,  fatherless,  squalid  miser 
went  to  the  core  of  his  open,  generous  heart. 

"Do  you  ever  read  your  Bible,"  said  he,  after  a  pause,  "or 
even  the  newspaper?" 

"I  does  not  read  nothing;  cos  vy?  I  haint  been  made  a 
scholard,  like  swell  Tim,  as  was  lagged  for  a  forgery." 

"You  go  to  church  on  a  Sunday?" 

"Yes;  I  'as  a  weekly  hingagement  at  the  New  Road." 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"To  see  arter  the  gig  of  a  gemman  vot  comes  from 
'Igate." 

Percival  lifted  his  brilliant  eyes,  and  they  were  moistened 
with  a  heavenly  dew,  on  the  dull  face  of  his  fellow-creature. 
Beck  made  a  scrape,  looked  round,  shambled  back  to  the  door, 
and  ran  home,  through  the  lamp-lit  streets  of  the  great  mart 
of  the  Christian  universe,  to  sew  the  gold  in  his  mattress. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

EARLY    TRAINING    FOR   AN    UPRIGHT    GENTLEMAN. 

PERCIVAL  ST.  JOHN  had  been  brought  up  at  home  under 
the  eye  of  his  mother  and  the  care  of  an  excellent  man 
who  had  been  tutor  to  himself  and  his  brothers.  The  tutor 
was  not  much  of  a  classical  scholar,  for  in  great  measure  he 
had  educated  himself;  and  he  who  does  so,  usually  lacks  the 
polish  and  brilliancy  of  one  whose  footsteps  have  been  led 
early  to  the  Temple  of  the  Muses.  In  fact,  Captain  Greville 
was  a  gallant  soldier,  with  whom  Vernon  St.  John  had  been 
acquainted  in  his  own  brief  military  career,  and  whom  cir- 
cumstances had  so  reduced  in  life  as  to  compel  him  to  sell  his 
commission  and  live  as  he  could.  He  had  always  been  known 
in  his  regiment  as  a  reading  man,  and  his  authority  looked  up 
to  in  all  the  disputes  as  to  history  and  dates,  and  literary 
anecdotes,  which  might  occur  at  the  mess-table.  Vernon  con- 
sidered him  the  most  learried  man  of  his  acquaintance;  and 
when,  accidentally  meeting  him  in  London,  he  learned  his 
fallen  fortunes,  he  congratulated  himself  on  a  very  brilliant 
idea  when  he  suggested  that  Captain  Greville  should  assist 
him  in  the  education  of  his  boys  and  the  management  of  his 
estate.  At  first,  all  that  Greville  modestly  undertook,  with 
respect  to  the  former,  and,  indeed,  was  expected  to  do,  was 
to  prepare  the  young  gentlemen  for  Eton,  to  which  Vernon, 
with  the  natural  predilection  of  an  Eton  man,  destined  his 
sons.  But  the  sickly  constitutions  of  the  two  elder  justified 
Lady  Mary  in  her  opposition  to  a  public  school;  and  Percival 
conceived  early  so  strong  an  affection  for  a  sailor's  life  that 
the  father's  intentions  were  frustrated.  The  two  elder  con- 
tinued their  education  at  home,  and  Percival,  at  an  earlier  age 
than  usual,  went  to  sea.  The  last  was  fortunate  enough  to 
have  for  his  captain  one  of  that  new  race  of  naval  officers 
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who,  well  educated  and  accomplished,  form  a  notable  con- 
trast to  the  old  heroes  of  Smollett.  Percival,  however,  had 
not  been  long  in  the  service  before  the  deaths  of  his  two  elder 
brothers,  preceded  by  that  of  his  father,  made  him  the  head 
of  his  ancient  house,  and  the  sole  prop  of  his  mother's  earthly 
hopes.  He  conquered  with  a  generous  effort  the  passion  for 
his  noble  profession,  which  service  had  but  confirmed,  and 
returned  home  with  his  fresh,  childlike  nature  uncorrupted, 
his  constitution  strengthened,  his  lively  and  impressionable 
mind  braced  by  the  experience  of  danger  and  the  habits  of 
duty,  and  quietly  resumed  his  reading  under  Captain  Grreville, 
who  moved  from  the  Hall  to  a  small  house  in  the  village. 

Now,  the  education  he  had  received,  from  first  to  last,  was 
less  adapted  prematurely  to  quicken  his  intellect  and  excite 
his  imagination  than  to  warm  his  heart  and  elevate,  while  it 
chastened,  his  moral  qualities ;  for  in  Lady  Mary  there  was, 
amidst  singular  sweetness  of  temper,  a  high  cast  of  character 
and  thought.  She  was  not  what  is  commonly  called  clever, 
and  her  experience  of  the  world  was  limited,  compared  to  that 
of  most  women  of  similar  rank  who  pass  their  lives  in  the 
vast  theatre  of  London.  But  she  became  superior  by  a  cer- 
tain single-heartedness  which  made  truth  so  habitual  to  her 
that  the  light  in  which  she  lived  rendered  all  objects  around 
her  clear.  One  who  is  always  true  in  the  great  duties  of  life 
is  nearly  always  wise.  And  Vernon,  when  he  had  fairly 
buried  his  faults,  had  felt  a  noble  shame  for  the  excesses 
into  which  they  had  led  him.  Gradually  more  and  more 
wedded  to  his  home,  he  dropped  his  old  companions.  He 
set  grave  guard  on  his  talk  (his  habits  now  required  no  guard), 
lest  any  of  the  ancient  levity  should  taint  the  ears  of  his  chil- 
dren. Nothing  is  more  common  in  parents  than  their  desire 
that  their  children  should  escape  their  faults.  We  scarcely 
know  ourselves  till  we  have  children;  and  then,  if  we  love 
them  duly,  we  look  narrowly  into  failings  that  become  vices, 
when  they  serve  as  examples  to  the  young. 

The  inborn  gentleman,  with  the  native  courage  and  spirit 
and  horror  of  trick  and  falsehood  which  belong  to  that  chiv 
alrous  abstraction,  survived  almost  alone  in  Vernon  St.  Johnj 
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and  his  boys  sprang  up  in  the  atmosphere  of  generous  senti- 
ments and  transparent  truth.  The  tutor  was  in  harmony  with 
the  parents,  —  a  soldier  every  inch  of  him ;  not  a  mere  disci- 
plinarian, yet  with  a  profound  sense  of  duty,  and  a  knowledge 
thi*t  duty  is  to  be  found  in  attention  to  details.  In  inculcat- 
ing the  habit  of  subordination,  so  graceful  to  the  young,  he 
knew  how  to  make  himself  beloved,  and  what  is  harder  still, 
to  be  understood.  The  soul  of  this  poor  soldier  was  white 
and  unstained,  as  the  arms  of  a  maiden  knight ;  it  was  full  of 
suppressed  but  lofty  enthusiasm.  He  had  been  ill  used, 
whether  by  Fate  or  the  Horse  Guards;  his  career  had  been 
a  failure;  but  he  was  as  loyal  as  if  his  hand  held  the  field- 
marshal's  truncheon,  and  the  garter  bound  his  knee.  He  was 
above  all  querulous  discontent.  From  him,  no  less  than  from 
his  parents,  Percival  caught,  not  only  a  spirit  of  honour 
worthy  the  antiqua  fides  of  the  poets,  but  that  peculiar  clean- 
liness of  thought,  if  the  expression  may  be  used,  which 
belongs  to  the  ideal  of  youthful  chivalry.  In  mere  book- 
learning,  Percival,  as  may  be  supposed,  was  not  very  exten- 
sively read ;  but  his  mind,  if  not  largely  stored,  had  a  certain 
unity  of  culture,  which  gave  it  stability  and  individualized 
its  operations.  Travels,  voyages,  narratives  of  heroic  adven 
ture,  biographies  of  great  men,  had  made  the  favourite  pas- 
ture of  his  enthusiasm.  To  this  w,as  added  the  more  stirring, 
and,  perhaps,  the  more  genuine  order  of  poets  who  make  you 
feel  and  glow,  rather  than  doubt  and  ponder.  He  knew  at 
least  enough  of  Greek  to  enjoy  old  Homer;  and  if  he  could 
have  come  but  ill  through  a  college  examination  into  ^Eschy- 
lus  and  Sophocles,  he  had  dwelt  with  fresh  delight  on  the 
rushing  storm  of  spears  in  the  "  Seven  before  Thebes, "  and 
wept  over  the  heroic  calamities  of  Antigone.  In  science,  he 
was  no  adept;  but  his  clear  good  sense  and  quick  apprecia- 
tion of  positive  truths  had  led  him  easily  through  the  ele- 
mentary mathematics,  and  his  somewhat  martial  spirit  had 
made  him  delight  in  the  old  captain's  lectures  on  military 
tactics.  Had  he  remained  in  the  navy,  Percival  St.  John 
would  doubtless  have  been  distinguished.  His  talents  fitted 
him  for  straightforward,  manly  action;  and  he  had  a  gener- 
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ous  desire  of  distinction,  vague,  perhaps,  the  moment  he  was 
taken  from  his  profession,  and  curbed  by  his  diffidence  in 
himself  and  his  sense  of  deficiencies  in  the  ordinary  routine 
of  purely  classical  education.  Still,  he  had  in  him  all 
the  elements  of  a  true  man,  —  a  man  to  go  through  life 
with  a  firm  step  and  a  clear  conscience  and  a  gallant  hope. 
Such  a  man  may  not  win  fame,  —  that  is  an  accident ;  but 
he  must  occupy  no  despicable  place  in  the  movement  of  the 
world. 

It  was  at  first  intended  to  send  Percival  to  Oxford ;  but  for 
some  reason  or  other  that  design  was  abandoned.  Perhaps 
Lady  Mary,  over  cautious,  as  mothers  left  alone  sometimes 
are,  feared  the  contagion  to  which  a  young  man  of  brilliant 
expectations  and  no  studious  turn  is  necessarily  exposed  in 
all  places  of  miscellaneous  resort.  So  Percival  was  sent 
abroad  for  two  years,  under  the  guardianship  of  Captain 
Greville.  On  his  return,  at  the  age  of  nineteen,  the  great 
world  lay  before  him,  and  he  longed  ardently  to  enter.  For 
a  year  Lady  Mary's  fears  and  fond  anxieties  detained  him  at 
Laughton;  but  though  his  great  tenderness  for  his  mother 
withheld  Percival  from  opposing  her  wishes  by  his  own,  this 
interval  of  inaction  affected  visibly  his  health  and  spirits. 
Captain  Greville,  a  man  of  the  world,  saw  the  cause  sooner 
than  Lady  Mary,  and  one  morning,  earlier  than  usual,  he 
walked  up  to  the  Hall. 

The  captain,  with  all  his  deference  to  the  sex,  was  a  plain 
man  enough  when  business  was  to  be  done.  Like  his  great 
commander,  he  came  to  the  point  in  a  few  words. 

"  My  dear  Lady  Mary,  our  boy  must  go  to  London,  —  we  are 
killing  him  here." 

"  Mr.  Greville !  "  cried  Lady  Mary,  turning  pale  and  putting 
aside  her  embroidery,  — "killing  him?" 

"Killing  the  man  in  him.  I  don't  mean  to  alarm  you;  1 
dare  say  his  lungs  are  sound  enough,  and  that  his  heart  would 
bear  the  stethoscope  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  College  of 
Surgeons.  But,  my  dear  ma'am,  Percival  is  to  be  a  man ;  it 
is  the  man  you  are  killing  by  keeping  him  tied  to  your 
apron-string." 
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"  Oh,  Mr.  Greville,  I  am  sure  you  don't  wish  to  wound  me, 
but  —  " 

"I  beg  ten  thousand  pardons.  I  am  rough,  but  truth  is 
rough  sometimes." 

"It  is  not  for  my  sake,"  said  the  mother,  warmly,  and  with 
fcears  in  her  eyes,  "that  I  have  wished  him  to  be  here.  If  he 
is  dull,  can  we  not  fill  the  house  for  him?" 

"Fill  a  thimble,  my  dear  Lady  Mary.  Percival  should 
have  a  plunge  in  the  ocean." 

"  But  he  is  so  young  yet,  —  that  horrid  London ;  such  temp- 
tations, —  fatherless,  too !  " 

"I  have  no  fear  of  the  result  if  Percival  goes  now,  while 
his  principles  are  strong  and  his  imagination  is  not  inflamed; 
but  if  we  keep  him  here  much  longer  against  his  bent,  he  will 
learn  to  brood  and  to  muse,  write  bad  poetry  perhaps,  and 
think  the  world  withheld  from  him  a  thousand  times  more 
delightful  than  it  is.  This  very  dread  of  temptation  will 
provoke  his  curiosity,  irritate  his  fancy,  make  him  imagine 
the  temptation  must  be  a  very  delightful  thing.  For  the 
first  time  in  my  life,  ma'am,  I  have  caught  him  sighing  over 
fashionable  novels,  and  subscribing  to  the  Southampton  Cir- 
culating Library.  Take  my  word  for  it,  it  is  time  that  Per- 
cival should  begin  life,  and  swim  without  corks." 

Lady  Mary  had  a  profound  confidence  in  Greville's  judg- 
ment and  affection  for  Psrcival,  and,  like  a  sensible  woman, 
she  was  aware  of  her  own  weakness.  She  remained  silent  for 
a  few  moments,  and  then  said,  with  an  effort,  — 

"  You  know  how  hateful  London  is  to  me  now,  —  how  unfit 
I  am  to  return  to  the  hollow  forms  of  its  society;  still,  if  you 
think  it  right,  I  will  take  a  house  for  the  season,  and  Percival 
3an  still  be  under  our  eye." 

"  No,  ma'am,  —  pardon  me,  —  that  will  be  the  surest  way  to 
make  him  either  discontented  or  hypocritical.  A  young  man 
of  his  prospects  and  temper  can  hardly  be  expected  to  chime 
in  with  all  our  sober,  old-fashioned  habits.  You  will  im- 
pose on  him  —  if  he  is  to  conform  to  our  hours  and  notions 
and  quiet  set  —  a  thousand  irksome  restraints ;  and  what  will 
be  the  consequence?  In  a  year  he  will  be  of  age,  and  can 
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throw  us  off  altogether,  if  he  pleases.  I  know  the  boy;  don't 
seem  to  distrust  him,  —  he  may  be  trusted.  You  place  the 
true  restraint  on  temptation  when  you  say  to  him :  '  We  con- 
fide to  you  our  dearest  treasure,  —  your  honour,  your  morals, 
your  conscience,  yourself ! ' : 

"But  at  least  you  will  go  with  him,  if  it  must  be  so,"  said 
Lady  Mary,  after  a  few  timid  arguments,  from  which,  one  by 
one,  she  was  driven. 

"  I !  What  for?  To  be  a  jest  of  the  young  puppies  he  must 
know;  to  make  him  ashamed  of  himself  and  me,  — himself  as 
a  milksop,  and  me  as  a  dry  nurse?" 

"But  this  was  not  so  abroad." 

"Abroad,  ma'am,  I  gave  him  full  swing  I  promise  you;  and 
when  we  went  abroad  he  was  two  years  younger." 

"But  he  is  a  mere  child  still." 

"  Child,  Lady  Mary !  At  his  age  I  had  gone  through  two 
sieges.  There  are  younger  faces  than  his  at  a  mess-room. 
Come,  come !  I  know  what  you  fear,  —  he  may  commit  some 
follies;  very  likely.  He  may  be  taken  in,  and  lose  some 
money,  —  he  can  afford  it,  and  he  will  get  experience  in 
return.  Vices  he  has  none.  I  have  seen  him, — ay,  with 
the  vicious.  Send  him  out  against  the  world  like  a  saint  of 
old,  with  his  Bible  in  his  hand,  and  no  spot  on  his  robe.  Let 
him  see  fairly  what  is,  not  stay  here  to  dream  of  what  is  not. 
And  when  he  's  of  age,  ma'am,  we  must  get  him  an  object, 
a  pursuit;  start  him  for  the  county,  and  make  him  serve  the 
State.  He  will  understand  that  business  pretty  well.  Tush! 
tush!  what  is  there  to  cry  at? " 

The  captain  prevailed.  We  don't  say  that  his  advice 
would  have  been  equally  judicious  for  all  youths  of  Per- 
cival's  age;  but  he  knew  well  the  nature  to  which  he  con- 
fided ;  he  knew  well  how  strong  was  that  young  heart  in  its 
healthful  simplicity  and  instinctive  rectitude ;  and  he  appre- 
ciated his  manliness  not  too  highly  when  he  felt  that  all  evi- 
dent props  and  aids  would  be  but  irritating  tokens  of  distrust. 

And  thus,  armed  only  with  letters  of  introduction,  his 
mother's  tearful  admonitions,  and  Greville's  experienced 
warnings,  Percival  St.  John  was  launched  into  London  life. 
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After  the  first  month  or  so,  Greville  came  up  to  visit  him,  do 
him  sundry  kind,  invisible  offices  amongst  his  old  friends, 
help  him  to  equip  his  apartments,  and  mount  his  stud;  and 
wholly  satisfied  with  the  result  of  his  experiment,  returned  in 
high  spirits,  with  flattering  reports,  to  the  anxious  mother. 

But,  indeed,  the  tone  of  Percival's  letters  would  have  been 
sufficient  to  allay  even  maternal  anxiety.  He  did  not  write, 
as  sons  are  apt  to  do,  short  excuses  for  not  writing  more  at 
length,  unsatisfactory  compressions  of  details  (exciting  worlds 
of  conjecture)  into  a  hurried  sentence.  Frank  and  overflow- 
ing, those  delightful  epistles  gave  accounts  fresh  from  the 
first  impressions  of  all  he  saw  and  did.  There  was  a  racy, 
wholesome  gusto  in  his  enjoyment  of  novelty  and  independ- 
ence. His  balls  and  his  dinners  and  his  cricket  at  Lord's,  his 
partners  and  his  companions,  his  general  gayety,  his  occasional 
ennui,  furnished  ample  materials  to  one  who  felt  he  was  cor- 
responding with  another  heart,  and  had  nothing  to  fear  or  to 
conceal. 

But  about  two  months  before  this  portion  of  our  narrative 
opens  with  the  coronation,  Lady  Mary's  favourite  sister,  who 
had  never  married,  and  who,  by  the  death  of  her  parents,  was 
left  alone  in  the  worse  than  widowhood  of  an  old  maid,  had 
been  ordered  to  Pisa  for  a  complaint  that  betrayed  pulmonary 
symptoms ;  and  Lady  Mary,  with  her  usual  unselfishness,  con- 
quered both  her  aversion  to  movement  and  her  wish  to  be  in 
reach  of  her  son,  to  accompany  abroad  this  beloved  and  soli- 
tary relative.  Captain  Greville  was  pressed  into  service  as 
their  joint  cavalier.  And  thus  Percival's  habitual  intercourse 
with  his  two  principal  correspondents  received  a  temporary 
check. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

JOHN    ARDWORTH. 

AT  noon  the  next  day  Beck,  restored  to  his  grandeur,  was 
at  the  helm  of  his  state;  Percival  was  vainly  trying  to  be 
amused  by  the  talk  of  two  or  three  loungers  who  did  him  the 
honour  to  smoke  a  cigar  in  his  rooms;  and  John  Ardworth 
sat  in  his  dingy  cell  in  Gray's  Inn,  with  a  pile  of  law  books 
on  the  table,  and  the  daily  newspapers  carpeting  a  footstool 
of  Hansard's  Debates  upon  the  floor,  — no  unusual  combina- 
tion of  studies  amongst  the  poorer  and  more  ardent  students 
of  the  law,  who  often  owe  their  earliest,  nor  perhaps  their 
least  neble,  earnings  to  employment  in  the  empire  of  the 
Press.  By  the  power  of  a  mind  habituated  to  labour,  and 
backed  by  a  frame  of  remarkable  strength  and  endurance, 
Ardworth  grappled  with  his  arid  studies  not  the  less  man- 
fully for  a  night  mainly  spent  in  a  printer's  office,  and  stinted 
to  less  than  four  hours'  actual  sleep.  But  that  sleep  was  pro- 
found and  refreshing  as  a  peasant's.  The  nights  thus  devoted 
to  the  Press  (he  was  employed  in  the  sab-editing  of  a  daily 
journal),  the  mornings  to  the  law,  he  kept  distinct  the  two 
separate  callings  with  a  stern  subdivision  of  labour  which  in 
itself  proved  the  vigour  of  his  energy  and  the  resolution  of 
his  will.  Early  compelled  to  shift  for  himself  and  carve  out 
his  own  way,  he  had  obtained  a  small  fellowship  at  the  small 
college  in  which  he  had  passed  his  academic  career.  Previ- 
ous to  his  arrival  in  London,  by  contributions  to  political 
periodicals  and  a  high  reputation  at  that  noble  debating  soci- 
ety in  Cambridge  which  has  trained  some  of  the  most  eminent 
of  living  public  men,1  he  had  established  a  name  which  was 

1  Amongst  those  whom  the  "  Union  "  almost  contemporaneously  pre- 
pared for  public  life,  and  whose  distinction  has  kept  the  promise  of  their 
youth,  we  may  mention  the  eminent  barristers,  Messrs.  Austin  and  Cock- 
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immediately  useful  to  him  in  obtaining  employment  on  the 
Press.  Like  most  young  men  of  practical  ability,  he  was  an 
eager  politician.  The  popular  passion  of  the  day  kindled  his 
enthusiasm  and  stirred  the  depths  of  his  soul  with  magnifi- 
cent, though  exaggerated,  hopes  in  the  destiny  of  his  race. 
He  identified  himself  with  the  people;  his  stout  heart  beat 
loud  in  their  stormy  cause.  His  compositions,  if  they  wanted 
that  knowledge  of  men,  that  subtle  comprehension  of  the  true 
state  of  parties,  that  happy  temperance  in  which  the  crowning 
wisdom  of  statesmen  must  consist,  —  qualities  which  experi- 
ence alone  can  give,  —  excited  considerable  attention  by  their 
bold  eloquence  and  hardy  logic.  They  were  suited  to  the 
time.  But  John  Ardworth  had  that  solidity  of  understanding 
which  betokens  more  than  talent,  and  which  is  the  usual  sub- 
stratum of  genius.  He  would  not  depend  alone  on  the  pre- 
carious and  often  unhonoured  toils  of  polemical  literature  for 
that  distinction  on  which  he  had  fixed  his  steadfast  heart. 
Patiently  he  plodded  on  through  the  formal  drudgeries  of  his 
new  profession,  lighting  up  dulness  by  his  own  acute  compre- 
hension, weaving  complexities  into  simple  system  by  the  grasp 
of  an  intellect  inured  to  generalize,  and  learning  to  love  even 
what  was  most  distasteful,  by  the  sense  of  difficulty  over- 
come, and  the  clearer  vision  which  every  step  through  the 
mists  and  up  the  hill  gave  of  the  land  beyond.  Of  what  the 
superficial  are  apt  to  consider  genius,  John  Ardworth  had 
but  little.  He  had  some  imagination  (for  a  true  thinker  is 
never  without  that),  but  he  had  a  very  slight  share  of  fancy. 
He  did  not  flirt  with  the  Muses ;  on  the  granite  of  his  mind 
few  flowers  could  spring.  His  style,  rushing  and  earnest, 
admitted  at  times  of  a  humour  not  without  delicacy,  —  though 
less  delicate  than  forcible  and  deep,  —  but  it  was  little  adorned 
with  wit,  and  still  less  with  poetry.  Yet  Ardworth  had 
genius,  and  genius  ample  and  magnificent.  There  was  genius 
in  that  industrious  energy  so  patient  in  the  conquest  of  detail, 

burn ;  and  amongst  statesmen,  Lord  Grey,  Mr.  C.  Buller,  Mr.  Charles 
Villiers,  and  Mr.  Macaulay.  Nor  ought  we  to  forget  those  brilliant  competi- 
tors for  the  prizes  of  the  University,  Dr.  Kennedy  (now  head-master  of 
Shrewsbury  School)  and  the  late  Winthrop  M.  Praed. 


LUCRETIA.  249 

so  triumphant  in  the  perception  of  results.  There  was  genius 
in  that  kindly  sympathy  with  mankind;  genius  in  that  stub- 
born determination  to  succeed;  genius  in  that  vivid  compre- 
hension of  affairs,  and  the  large  interests  of  the  world ;  genius 
fed  in  the  labours  of  the  closet,  and  evinced  the  instant  he 
was  brought  into  contact  with  men,  —  evinced  in  readiness  of 
thought,  grasp  of  memory,  even  in  a  rough,  imperious 
nature,  which  showed  him  born  to  speak  strong  truths,  and 
in  their  name  to  struggle  and  command. 

Rough  was  this  man  often  in  his  exterior,  though  really 
gentle  and  kind-hearted.  John  Ardworth  had  sacrificed  to 
no  Graces;  he  would  have  thrown  Lord  Chesterfield  into  a 
fever.  Not  that  he  was  ever  vulgar,  for  vulgarity  implies 
affectation  of  refinement;  but  he  talked  loud  and  laughed 
loud  if  the  whim  seized  him,  and  rubbed  his  great  hands 
with  a  boyish  heartiness  of  glee  if  he  discomfited  an  adver- 
sary in  argument.  Or,  sometimes,  he  would  sit  abstracted 
and  moody,  and  answer  briefly  and  boorishly  those  who  inter- 
rupted him.  Young  men  were  mostly  afraid  of  him,  though 
he  wanted  but  fame  to  have  a  set  of  admiring  disciples.  Old 
men  censured  his  presumption  and  recoiled  from  the  novelty 
of  his  ideas.  Women  alone  liked  and  appreciated  him,  as, 
with  their  finer  insight  into  character,  they  generally  do 
what  is  honest  and  sterling.  Some  strange  failings,  too,  had 
John  Ardworth,  —  some  of  the  usual  vagaries  and  contradic- 
tions of  clever  men.  As  a  system,  he  was  rigidly  abstemious. 
For  days  together  he  would  drink  nothing  but  water,  eat 
nothing  but  bread,  or  hard  biscuit,  or  a  couple  of  eggs ;  then, 
having  wound  up  some  allotted  portion  of  work,  Ardworth 
would  indulge  what  he  called  a  self-saturnalia,  — -  would  stride 
off  with  old  college  friends  to  an  inn  in  one  of  the  suburbs, 
and  spend,  as  he  said  triumphantly,  "a  day  of  blessed  de- 
bauch ! "  Innocent  enough,  for  the  most  part,  the  debauch 
was,  consisting  in  cracking  jests,  stringing  puns,  a  fish  din- 
ner, perhaps,  and  an  extra  bottle  or  two  of  fiery  port.  Some- 
times this  jollity,  which  was  always  loud  and  uproarious, 
found  its  scene  in  one  of  the  cider-cellars  or  midnight  tav- 
erns; but  Ardworth's  labours  on  the  Press  made  that  latter 
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dissipation  extremely  rare.  These  relaxations  were  always 
succeeded  by  a  mien  more  than  usually  grave,  a  manner  more 
than  usually  curt  and  ungracious,  an  application  more  than 
ever  rigorous  and  intense.  John  Ardworth  was  not  a  good- 
tempered  man,  but  he  was  the  best-natured  man  that  ever 
breathed.  He  was,  like  all  ambitious  persons,  very  much 
occupied  with  self;  and  yet  it  would  have  been  a  ludicrous 
misapplication  of  words  to  call  him  selfish.  Even  the  de- 
sire of  fame  which  absorbed  him  was  but  a  part  of  benevo- 
lence, —  a  desire  to  promote  justice  and  to  serve  his  kind. 

John  Ardworth's  shaggy  brows  were  bent  over  his  open 
volumes  when  his  clerk  entered  noiselessly  and  placed  on  his 
table  a  letter  which  the  twopenny-postman  had  just  deliv- 
ered. With  an  impatient  shrug  of  the  shoulders,  Ardworth 
glanced  towards  the  superscription;  but  his  eye  became  earn- 
est and  his  interest  aroused  as  he  recognized  the  hand. 
"Again!"  he  muttered.  "What  mystery  is  this?  Who  can 
feel  such  interest  in  my  fate?  "  He  broke  the  seal  and  read 
as  follows :  — 

Do  you  neglect  my  advice,  or  have  you  begun  to  act  upon  it?  Are 
you  contented  only  with  the  slow  process  of  mechanical  application,  or 
will  you  make  a  triumphant  effort  to  abridge  your  apprenticeship  and 
emerge  at  once  into  fame  and  power  ?  I  repeat  that  you  fritter  away 
your  talents  and  your  opportunities  upon  this  miserable  task-work  on  a 
journal.  I  am  impatient  for  you.  Come  forward  yourself,  put  your 
force  and  your  knowledge  into  some  work  of  which  the  world  may  know 
the  author.  Day  after  day  I  am  examining  into  your  destiny,  and  day 
after  day  I  believe  more  and  more  that  you  are  not  fated  for  the  tedious 
drudgery  to  which  you  doom  your  youth.  I  would  have  you  great,  but 
in  the  senate,  not  a  wretched  casuist  at  the  Bar.  Appear  in  public  as 
an  individual  authority,  not  one  of  that  nameless  troop  of  shadows  con- 
temned while  dreaded  as  the  Press.  Write  for  renown.  Go  into  the 
world,  and  make  friends.  Soften  your  rugged  bearing.  Lift  yourself 
above  that  herd  whom  you  call  "  the  people."  What  if  you  are  born  of 
the  noble  class !  What  if  your  career  is  as  gentleman,  not  plebeian  ! 
Want  not  for  money.  Use  what  I  send  you  as  the  young  and  the  well- 
born should  use  it ;  or  let  it  at  least  gain  you  a  respite  from  toils  for 
bread,  and  support  you  in  your  struggle  to  emancipate  yourself  from 
obscurity  into  fame. 

YOUK  UNKNOWN  FRIEND 
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A  bank-note  for  £100  dropped  from  the  envelope  as  Ard- 
worth  silently  replaced  the  letter  on  the  table. 

Thrice  before  had  he  received  communications  in  the  same 
handwriting,  and  much  to  the  same  effect.  Certainly,  to  a 
mind  of  less  strength  there  would  have  been  something  very 
unsettling  in  those  vague  hints  of  a  station  higher  than  he 
owned,  of  a  future  at  variance  with  the  toilsome  lot  he  had 
drawn  from  the  urn;  but  after  a  single  glance  over  his  Jone 
position  in  all  its  bearings  and  probable  expectations,  Ard- 
worth's  steady  sense  shook  off  the  slight  disturbance  such 
misty  vaticinations  had  effected.  His  mother's  family  was 
indeed  unknown  to  him,  he  was  even  ignorant  of  her  maiden 
name.  But  that  very  obscurity  seemed  unfavourable  to  much 
hope  from  such  a  quarter.  The  connections  with  the  rich  and 
well-born  are  seldom  left  obscure.  From  his  father's  family 
he  had  not  one  expectation.  More  had  he  been  moved  by 
exhortation  now  generally  repeated,  but  in  a  previous  letter 
more  precisely  detailed;  namely,  to  appeal  to  the  reading 
public  in  his  acknowledged  person,  and  by  some  striking  and 
original  work.  This  idea  he  had  often  contemplated  and 
revolved;  but  partly  the  necessity  of  keeping  pace  with  the 
many  exigencies  of  the  hour  had  deterred  him,  and  partly 
also  the  conviction  of  his  sober  judgment  that  a  man  does 
himself  no  good  at  the  Bar  even  by  the  most  brilliant  distinc- 
tion gained  in  discursive  fields.  He  had  the  natural  yearning 
of  the  Restless  Genius ;  and  the  Patient  Genius  (higher  power 
of  the  two)  had  suppressed  the  longing.  Still,  so  far,  the 
whispers  of  his  correspondent  tempted  and  aroused.  But 
hitherto  he  had  sought  to  persuade  himself  that  the  commu- 
nications thus  strangely  forced  on  him  arose  perhaps  from 
idle  motives,  —  a  jest,  it  might  be,  of  one  of  his  old  college 
friends,  or  at  best  the  vain  enthusiasm  of  some  more  credu- 
lous admirer.  But  the  enclosure  now  sent  to  him  forbade 
either  of  these  suppositions.  Who  that  he  knew  could  afford 
so  costly  a  jest  or  so  extravagant  a  tribute?  He  was  per- 
plexed, and  with  his  perplexity  was  mixed  a  kind  of  fear. 
Plain,  earnest,  unromantic  in  the  common  acceptation  of  the 
word,  the  mystery  of  this  intermeddling  with  his  fate,  this 
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arrogation  of  the  license  to  spy,  the  right  to  counsel,  and  the 
privilege  to  bestow,  gave  him  the  uneasiness  the  bravest  men 
may  feel  at  noises  in  the  dark.  That  day  he  could  apply  no 
more,  he  could  not  settle  back  to  his  Law  Keports.  He  took 
two  or  three  unquiet  turns  up  and  down  his  smoke-dried  cell, 
then  locked  up  the  letter  and  enclosure,  seized  his  hat,  and 
strode,  with  his  usual  lusty,  swinging  strides,  into  the  open 
air. 

But  still  the  letter  haunted  him.  "And  if,"  he  said  almost 
audibly,  —  "if  I  were  the  heir  to  some  higher  station,  why 
then  I  might  have  a  heart  like  idle  men ;  and  Helen,  beloved 
Helen  —  "  He  paused,  sighed,  shook  his  rough  head,  shaggy 
with  neglected  curls,  and  added:  "As  if  even  then  I  could 
steal  myself  into  a  girl's  good  graces!  Man's  esteem  I  may 
command,  though  poor;  woman's  love  could  I  win,  though 
rich?  Pooh!  pooh!  every  wood  does  not  make  a  Mercury; 
and  faith,  the  wood  I  am  made  of  will  scarcely  cut  up  into  a 
lover. " 

Nevertheless,  though  thus  soliloquizing;  Ardworth  mechan- 
ically bent  his  way  towards  Brompton,  and  halted,  half- 
ashamed  of  himself,  .at  the  house  where  Helen  lodged  with 
her  aunt.  It  was  a  building  that  stood  apart  from  all  the  cot- 
tages and  villas  of  that  charming  suburb,  half-way  down  a 
narrow  lane,  and  enclosed  by  high,  melancholy  walls,  deep 
Bet  in  which  a  small  door,  with  the  paint  blistered  and 
weather-stained,  gave  unfrequented  entrance  to  the  demesne. 
A  woman  servant  of  middle  age  and  starched,  puritanical 
appearance  answered  the  loud  ring  of  the  bell,  and  Ardworth 
seemed  a  privileged  visitor,  for  she  asked  him  no  question  as, 
with  a  slight  nod  and  a  smileless,  stupid  expression  in  a  face 
otherwise  comely,  she  led  the  way  across  a  paved  path,  much 
weed-grown,  to  the  house.  That  house  itself  had  somewhat 
of  a  stern  and  sad  exterior.  It  was  not  ancient,  yet  it  looked 
old  from  shabbiness  and  neglect.  The  vine,  loosened  from 
the  rusty  nails,  trailed  rankly  against  the  wall,  and  fell  in 
crawling  branches  over  the  ground.  The  house  had  once  been 
whitewashed ;  but  the  colour,  worn  off  in  great  patches,  dis- 
tained  with  damp,  struggled  here  and  there  with  the  dingy, 


LUCRETIA.  253 

chipped  bricks  beneath.  There  was  no  peculiar  want  of  what 
is  called  "  tenantable  repair ; "  the  windows  were  whole,  and 
doubtless  the  roof  sheltered  from  the  rain.  But  the  wood- 
work that  encased  the  panes  was  decayed,  and  houseleek 
covered  the  tiles.  Altogether,  there  was  that  forlorn  and 
cheerless  aspect  about  the  place  which  chills  the  visitor,  he 
defines  not  why.  And  Ardworth  steadied  his  usual  careless 
step,  and  crept,  as  if  timidly,  up  the  creaking  stairs. 

On  entering  the  drawing-room,  it  seemed  at  first  deserted; 
but  the  eye,  searching  round,  perceived  something  stir  in  the 
recess  of  a  huge  chair  set  by  the  fireless  hearth.  And  from 
amidst  a  mass  of  coverings  a  pale  face  emerged,  and  a  thin 
hand  waved  its  welcome  to  the  visitor. 

Ardworth  approached,  pressed  the  hand,  and  drew  a  seat 
near  to  the  sufferer's. 

"You  are  better,  I  hope?"  he  said  cordially,  and  yet  in  a 
tone  of  more  respect  than  was  often  perceptible  in  his  deep, 
blunt  voice. 

"I  am  always  the  same,"  was  the  quiet  answer;  "come 
nearer  still.  Your  visits  cheer  me." 

And  as  these  last  words  were  said,  Madame  Dalibard  raised 
herself  from  her  recumbent  posture  and  gazed  long  upon 
Ardworth's  face  of  power  and  front  of  thought.  "You  over- 
fatigue  yourself,  my  poor  kinsman,"  she  said,  with  a  cer- 
tain tenderness;  "you  look  already  too  old  for  your  young 
years." 

"That 's  no  disadvantage  at  the  Bar." 

"Is  the  Bar  your  means,  or  your  end?" 

"My  dear  Madame  Dalibard,  it  is  my  profession." 

"No,  your  profession  is  to  rise.  John  Ardworth,"  and  the 
low  voice  swelled  in  its  volume,  "you  are  bold,  able,  and 
aspiring;  for  this,  I  love  you, — love  you  almost  —  almost 
as  a  mother.  Your  fate,"  she  continued  hurriedly,  "interests 
me;  your  energies  inspire  me  with  admiration.  Often  I  sit 
here  for  hours,  musing  over  your  destiny  to  be,  so  that  at 
times  I  may  almost  say  that  in  your  life  I  live." 

Ardworth  looked  embarrassed,  and  with  an  awkward  at- 
tempt at  compliment  he  began,  hesitatingly:  "I  should 
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think  too  highly  of  myself  if  I  could  really  believe  that 
you  —  " 

"Tell  me,"  interrupted  Madame  Dalibard,  — "we  have  had 
many  conversations  upon  grave  and  subtle  matters;  we  have 
disputed  on  the  secret  mysteries  of  the  human  mind ;  we  have 
compared  our  several  experiences  of  outward  life  and  the 
mechanism  of  the  social  world,  —  tell  me,  then,  and  frankly, 
what  do  you  think  of  me?  Do  you  regard  me  merely  as  your 
sex  is  apt  to  regard  the  woman  who  aspires  to  equal  men,  —  a 
thing  of  borrowed  phrases  and  unsound  ideas,  feeble  to  guide, 
and  unskilled  to  teach;  or  do  you  recognize  in  this  miserable 
body  a  mind  of  force  not  unworthy  yours,  ruled  by  an  experi- 
ence larger  than  your  own?" 

"I  think  of  you,"  answered  Ardworth,  frankly,  "as  the 
most  remarkable  woman  I  have  ever  met.  Yet  —  do  not  be 
angry  —  I  do  not  like  to  yield  to  the  influence  which  you  gain 
over  me  when  we  meet.  It  disturbs  my  convictions,  it  dis- 
quiets my  reason;  I  do  not  settle  back  to  my  life  so  easily 
after  your  breath  has  passed  over  it." 

"And  yet,"  said  Lucretia,  with  a  solemn  sadness  in  her 
voice,  "that  influence  is  but  the  natural  power  which  cold 
maturity  exercises  on  ardent  youth.  It  is  my  mournful  ad- 
vantage over  you  that  disquiets  your  happy  calm.  It  is  my 
experience  that  unsettles  the  fallacies  which  you  name  '  con- 
victions.' Let  this  pass.  I  asked  your  opinion  of  me,  be- 
cause I  wished  to  place  at  your  service  all  that  knowledge  of 
life  which  I  possess.  In  proportion  as  you  esteem  me  you 
will  accept  or  reject  my  counsels." 

"  I  have  benefited  by  them  already.  It  is  the  tone  that  you 
advised  me  to  assume  that  gave  me  an  importance  I  had  not 
before  with  that  old  formalist  whose  paper  I  serve,  and  whose 
prejudices  I  shock;  it  is  to  your  criticisms  that  I  owe  the 
more  practical  turn  of  my  writings,  and  the  greater  hold  they 
have  taken  on  the  public." 

"Trifles  indeed,  these,"  said  Madame  Dalibard,  with  a  half 
smile.  "Let  them  at  least  induce  you  to  listen  to  me  if  I 
propose  to  make  your  path  more  pleasant,  yet  your  ascent 
more  rapid." 
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Ardworth  knit  his  brows,  and  his  countenance  assumed  an 
expression  of  doubt  and  curiosity.  However,  he  only  replied, 
with  a  blunt  laugh,  — 

"  You  must  be  wise  indeed  if  you  have  discovered  a  royal 
road  to  distinction. 

" '  Ah,  who  can  tell  how  hard  it  is  to  climb 

The  steep  where  Fame's  proud  temple  shines  afar  ! ' 

A  more  sensible  exclamation  than  poets  usually  preface  with 
their  whining  '  Ahs '  and  '  Ohs! '  " 

"What  we  are  is  nothing,"  pursued  Madame  Dalibard; 
"what  we  seem  is  much." 

Ardworth  thrust  his  hands  into  his  pockets  and  shook  his 
head.  The  wise  woman  continued,  unheeding  his  dissent 
from  her  premises,  — 

"Everything  you  are  taught  to  value  has  a  likeness,  and  it 
is  that  likeness  which  the  world  values.  Take  a  man  out  of 
the  streets,  poor  and  ragged,  what  will  the  world  do  with 
him?  Send  him  to  the  workhouse,  if  not  to  the  jail.  Ask  a 
great  painter  to  take  that  man's  portrait,  — rags,  squalor,  and 
all,  —  and  kings  will  bid  for  the  picture.  You  would  thrust 
the  man  from  your  doors,  you  would  place  the  portrait  in  your 
palaces.  It  is  the  same  with  qualities ;  the  portrait  is  worth 
more  than  the  truth.  What  is  virtue  without  character?  But 
a  man  without  virtue  may  thrive  on  a  character!  What  is 
genius  without  success?  But  how  often  you  bow  to  success 
without  genius!  John  Ardworth,  possess  yourself  of  the  por- 
traits, —  win  the  character;  seize  the  success." 

"Madame,"  exclaimed  Ardworth,  rudely,  "this  is  horrible!  " 

"Horrible  it  may  be,"  said  Madame  Dalibard,  gently,  and 
feeling,  perhaps,  that  she  had  gone  too  far ;  "  but  it  is  the 
world's  judgment.  Seem,  then,  as  well  as  be.  You  have  vir- 
tue, as  I  believe.  Well,  wrap  yourself  in  it  —  in  your  closet. 
Go  into  the  world,  and  earn  character.  If  you  have  genius, 
let  it  comfort  you.  Rush  into  the  crowd,  and  get  success." 

"  Stop !  "  cried  Ardworth ;  "  I  recognize  you.  How  could  I 
be  so  blind?  It  is  you  who  have  written  to  me,  and  in  the 
same  strain;  you  have  robbed  yourself,  —  you,  poor  sufferer, 
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—  to  throw  extravagance  into  these  strong  hands.  And  why? 
What  am  I  to  you?  "  An  expression  of  actual  fondness  soft- 
ened Lucretia's  face  as  she  looked  up  at  him  and  replied :  "  I 
will  tell  you  hereafter  what  you  are  to  me.  First,  I  confess 
that  it  is  I  whose  letters  have  perplexed,  perhaps  offended 
you.  The  sum  that  I  sent  I  do  not  miss.  I  have  more,  — 
will  ever  have  more  at  your  command;  never  fear.  Yes,  I 
wish  you  to  go  into  the  world,  not  as  a  dependant,  but  as  an 
equal  to  the  world's  favourites.  I  wish  you  to  know  more  of 
men  than  mere  law-books  teach  you.  I  wish  you  to  be  in 
men's  mouths,  create  a  circle  that  shall  talk  of  young  Ard- 
worth ;  that  talk  would  travel  to  those  who  can  advance  your 
career.  The  very  possession  of  money  in  certain  stages  of  life 
gives  assurance  to  the  manner,  gives  attraction  to  the  address." 

"But,"  said  Ardworth,  "all  this  is  very  well  for  some 
favourite  of  birth  and  fortune;  but  for  me —  Yet  speak, 
and  plainly.  You  throw  out  hints  that  I  am  what  I  know 
not,  but  something  less  dependent  on  his  nerves  and  his  brain 
than  is  plain  John  Ardworth.  What  is  it  you  mean?  " 

Madame  Dalibard  bent  her  face  over  her  breast,  and  rocking 
herself  in  her  chair,  seemed  to  muse  for  some  moments  before 
she  answered. 

"  When  I  first  came  to  England,  some  months  ago,  I  desired 
naturally  to  learn  all  the  particulars  of  my  family  and  kin- 
dred, from  which  my  long  residence  abroad  had  estranged  me. 
John  Walter  Ardworth  was  related  to  my  half-sister;  to  me 
he  was  but  a  mere  connection.  However,  I  knew  something 
of  his  history,  yet  I  did  not  know  that  he  had  a  son.  Shortly 
before  I  came  to  England,  I  learned  that  one  who  passed  for 
his  son  had  been  brought  up  by  Mr.  Fielden,  and  from  Mr. 
Fielden  I  have  since  learned  all  the  grounds  for  that  belief 
from  which  you  take  the  name  of  Ardworth." 

Lucretia  paused  a  moment ;  and  after  a  glance  at  the  impa- 
tient, wondering,  and  eager  countenance  that  bent  intent  upon 
her,  she  resumed :  — 

"Your  reputed  father  was,  you  are  doubtless  aware,  of 
reckless  and  extravagant  habits.  He  had  been  put  into  the 
army  by  my  uncle,  and  he  entered  the  profession  with  the 
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careless  buoyancy  of  his  sanguine  nature.  I  remember  those 
days, — that  day!  Well,  to  return  —  where  was  I? — Walter 
Ardworth  had  the  folly  to  entertain  strong  notions  of  politics. 
He  dreamed  of  being  a  soldier,  and  yet  persuaded  himself  to 
be  a  republican.  His  notions,  so  hateful  in  his  profession, 
got  wind;  he  disguised  nothing,  he  neglected  the  portraits  of 
things,  —  appearances.  He  excited  the  rancour  of  his  com- 
manding officer;  for  politics  then,  more  even  than  now,  were 
implacable  ministrants  to  hate.  Occasion  presented  itself. 
During  the  short  Peace  of  Amiens  he  had  been  recalled.  He 
had  to  head  a  detachment  of  soldiers  against  some  mob,  —  in 
Ireland,  I  believe;  he  did  not  fire  on  the  mob,  according  to 
orders,  —  so,  at  least,  it  was  said.  John  Walter  Ardworth 
was  tried  by  a  court-martial,  and  broke!  But  you  know  all 
this,  perhaps?" 

"  My  poor  father !  Only  in  part ;  I  knew  that  he  had  been 
dismissed  the  army,  —  I  believed  unjustly.  He  was  a  soldier, 
and  yet  he  dared  to  think  for  himself  and  be  humane ! " 

"But  my  uncle  had  left  him  a  legacy;  it  brought  no  bless- 
ing, —  none  of  that  old  man's  gold  did.  Where  are  they  all 
now,  —  Dalibard,  Susan,  and  her  fair-faced  husband, —  where? 
Vernon  is  in  his  grave,  —  but  one  son  of  many  left !  Gabriel 
Varney  lives,  it  is  true,  and  I !  But  that  gold,  —  yea,  in  our 
hands  there  was  a  curse  on  it!  Walter  Ardworth  had  his 
legacy.  His  nature  was  gay ;  if  disgraced  in  his  profession, 
he  found  men  to  pity  and  praise  him, — Fools  of  Party  like 
himself.  He  lived  joyously,  drank  or  gamed,  or  lent  or  bor- 
rowed,—  what  matters  the  wherefore?  He  was  in  debt;  he 
lived  at  last  a  wretched,  shifting,  fugitive  life,  snatching  bread 
where  he  could,  with  the  bailiffs  at  his  heels.  Then,  for  a 
short  time,  we  met  again." 

Lucretia's  brow  grew  black  as  night  as  her  voice  dropped 
at  that  last  sentence,  and  it  was  with  a  start  that  she 
continued,  — 

"  In  the  midst  of  this  hunted  existence,  Walter  Ardworth 
appeared,  late  one  night,  at  Mr.  Fielden's  with  an  infant. 
He  seemed  —  so  says  Mr.  Fielden  —  ill,  worn,  and  haggard. 
He  entered  into  no  explanations  with  respect  to  the  child  that 
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accompanied  him,  and  retired  at  once  to  rest.  What  follows, 
Mr.  Fielden,  at  my  request,  has  noted  down.  Read,  and  see 
what  claim  you  have  to  the  honourable  parentage  so  vaguely 
ascribed  to  you." 

As  she  spoke,  Madame  Dalibard  opened  a  box  on  her  table, 
drew  forth  a  paper  in  Fielden's  writing,  and  placed  it  in 
Ardworth's  hand.  After  some  preliminary  statement  of  the 
writer's  intimacy  with  the  elder  Ardworth,  and  the  appear- 
ance of  the  latter  at  his  house,  as  related  by  Madame  Dali- 
bard, etc.,  the  document  went  on  thus :  — 

The  next  day,  when  my  poor  guest  was  still  in  bed,  my  servant 
Hannah  came  to  advise  me  that  two  persons  were  without,  waiting  to 
eee  me.  As  is  my  wont,  I  bade  them  be  shown  in.  On  their  entrance 
(two  rough,  farmer-looking  men  they  were,  who  I  thought  might  be 
coming  to  hire  my  little  pasture  field),  I  prayed  them  to  speak  low,  as  a 
sick  gentleman  was  just  overhead.  Whereupon,  and  without  saying  a 
word  further,  the  two  strangers  made  a  rush  from  the  room,  leaving  me 
dumb  with  amazement  ;  in  a  few  moments  I  heard  voices  and  a  scuffle 
above.  I  recovered  myself,  and  thinking  robbers  had  entered  my  peace- 
ful house,  I  called  out  lustily,  when  Hannah  came  in,  and  we  both,  tak- 
ing courage,  went  upstairs,  and  found  that  poor  Walter  was  in  the  hands 
of  these  supposed  robbers,  who  in  truth  were  but  bailiffs.  They  would 
not  trust  him  out  of  their  sight  for  a  moment.  However,  he  took  it  more 
pleasantly  than  I  could  have  supposed  possible  ;  prayed  me  in  a  whisper 
to  take  care  of  the  child,  and  I  should  soon  hear  from  him  again.  In 
less  than  an  hour  he  was  gone.  Two  days  afterwards  I  received  from 
him  a  hurried  letter,  without  address,  of  which  this  is  a  copy :  — 

DEAR  FRIEND,  —  I  slipped  from  the  bailiffs,  and  here  I  am  in  a  safe 
little  tavern  in  sight  of  the  sea  !  Mother  Country  is  a  very  bad  parent 
to  me !  Mother  Brownrigg  herself  could  scarcely  be  worse.  I  shall 
work  out  my  passage  to  some  foreign  land,  and  if  I  can  recover  my 
health  (sea-air  is  bracing),  I  don't  despair  of  getting  my  bread  honestly, 
somehow.  If  ever  I  can  pay  my  debts,  I  may  return.  But,  meanwhile, 
my  good  old  tutor,  what  will  you  think  of  me  ?  You  to  whom  my  sole 
return  for  so  much  pains,  taken  in  vain,  is  another  mouth  to  feed !  And 
no  money  to  pay  for  the  board  !  Yet  you  '11  not  grudge  the  child  a  place 
at  your  table,  will  you  ?  No,  nor  kind,  saving  Mrs.  Fielden  either,  — 
God  bless  her  tender,  economical  soul !  You  know  quite  enough  of  me 
to  be  sure  that  I  shall  very  soon  either  free  you  of  the  boy,  or  send  you 
something  to  prevent  its  being  an  encumbrance.  I  would  say,  love  and 
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pity  the  child  for  my  sake.      But  I  own  I  feel  —      By  Jove,  I  must  be 
off  ;  I  hear  the  first  signal  from  the  vessel  that  — 

Yours  in  haste,  J.  W.  A. 

Young  Ardworth  stopped  from  the  lecture,  and  sighed 
heavily.  There  seemed  to  him  in  this  letter  worse  than  a 
mock  gayety,  —  a  certain  levity  and  recklessness  which  jarred 
on  his  own  high  principles.  And  the  want  of  affection  for 
the  child  thus  abandoned  was  evident,  —  not  one  fond  word. 
He  resumed  the  statement  with  a  gloomy  and  disheartened 
attention. 

This  was  all  I  heard  from  my  poor,  erring  Walter  for  more  than 
three  years  ;  but  I  knew,  in  spite  of  his  follies,  that  his  heart  was  sound 
at  bottom  [the  son's  eyes  brightened  here,  and  he  kissed  the  paper], 
and  the  child  was  no  burden  to  us ;  we  loved  it,  not  only  for  Ardworth'a 
sake,  but  for  its  own,  and  for  charity's  and  Christ's.  Ardworth's  second 
letter  was  as  follows  :  — 

En  iterum  Crispinus  !  I  am  still  alive,  and  getting  on  in  the  world,  — 
ay,  and  honestly  too  ;  I  am  no  longer  spending  heedlessly  ;  I  am  saving 
for  my  debts,  and  I  shall  live,  I  trust,  to  pay  off  every  farthing.  First, 
for  my  debt  to  you  I  send  an  order,  not  signed  in  my  name,  but  equally 
valid,  on  Messrs.  Drummond,  for  £250.  Repay  yourself  what  the  boy 
has  cost.  Let  him  be  educated  to  get  his  own  living,  —  if  clever,  as  a 
scholar  or  a  lawyer ;  if  dull,  as  a  tradesman.  Whatever  I  may  gain, 
he  will  have  his  own  way  to  make.  I  ought  to  tell  you  the  story  con- 
nected with  his  birth  ;  but  it  is  one  of  pain  and  shame,  and,  on  reflec- 
tion, I  feel  that  I  have  no  right  to  injure  him  by  affixing  to  his  early 
birth  an  opprobrium  of  which  he  himself  is  guiltless.  If  ever  I  return 
to  England,  you  shall  know  all,  and  by  your  counsels  I  will  abide.  Love 
to  all  your  happy  family. 

Your  grateful 

FRIEND  AND  PUPIL. 

From  this  letter  I  began  to  suspect  that  the  poor  boy  was  probably 
not  born  in  wedlock,  and  that  Ardworth's  silence  arose  from  his  com- 
punction. I  conceived  it  best  never  to  mention  this  suspicion  to  John 
himself  as  he  grew  up.  Why  should  I  afflict  him  by  a  doubt  from  which 
his  own  father  shrank,  and  which  might  only  exist  in  my  own  inexperi- 
enced and  uncharitable  interpretation  of  some  vague  words?  When 
John  was  fourteen,  I  received  from  Messrs.  Drummond  a  further  sum  of 
£500,  but  without  anv  line  from  Ardworth,  and  only  to  the  effect  that 
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Messrs.  Drummond  were  directed  by  a  correspondent  in  Calcutta  to  p»jr 
me  the  said  sum  on  behalf  of  expenses  incurred  for  the  maintenance  of 
the  child  left  to  my  charge  by  John  Walter  Ardworth.  My  young  pupil 
had  been  two  years  at  the  University  when  I  received  the  letter  of  which 
this  is  a  copy :  — 

"  How  are  you  ?  Still  well,  still  happy  ?  Let  me  hope  so !  I  have 
not  written  to  you,  dear  old  friend,  but  I  have  not  been  forgetful  of 
you;  1  have  inquired  of  you  through  my  correspondents,  and  have 
learned,  from  time  to  time,  such  accounts  as  satisfied  my  grateful  affec- 
tion for  you.  I  find  that  you  have  given  the  boy  my  name.  Well, 
let  him  bear  it,  —  it  is  nothing  to  boast  of  such  as  it  became  in  my 
person  ;  but,  mind,  I  do  not,  therefore,  acknowledge  him  as  my  son. 
I  wish  him  to  think  himself  without  parents,  without  other  aid  in  the 
career  of  life  than  his  own  industry  and  talent  —  if  talent  he  has. 
Let  him  go  through  the  healthful  probation  of  toil ;  let  him  search  for 
and  find  independence.  Till  he  is  of  age,  £150  per  annum  will  be  paid 
quarterly  to  your  account  for  him  at  Messrs.  Drummond's.  If  then, 
to  set  him  up  in  any  business  or  profession,  a  sum  of  money  be  neces- 
sary, name  the  amount  by  a  line,  signed  A.  B.,  Calcutta,  to  the  care  of 
Messrs.  Drummond,  and  it  will  reach  and  find  me  .disposed  to  follow 
your  instructions.  But  after  that  time  all  further  supply  from  me  will 
cease.  Do  not  suppose,  because  I  send  this  from  India,  that  I  am 
laden  with  rupees  ;  all  I  can  hope  to  attain  is  a  competence.  That  boy 
is  not  the  only  one  who  has  claims  to  share  it.  Even,  therefore,  if  I 
had  the  wish  to  rear  him  to  the  extravagant  habits  that  ruined  myself, 
I  have  not  the  power.  Yes,  let  him  lean  on  his  own  strength.  In  the 
letter  you  send  me,  write  fully  of  your  family,  your  sons,  and  write  as  to 
a  man  who  can  perhaps  help  them  in  the  world,  and  will  be  too  happy 
thus  in  some  slight  degree  to  repay  all  he  owes  you.  You  would  smile 
approvingly  if  you  saw  me  now,  —  a  steady,  money-getting  man,  but 
still  yours  as  ever. 

"  P.  S.  —  Do  not  let  the  boy  write  to  me,  nor  give  him  this  clew  to 
my  address." 

On  the  receipt  of  this  letter,  I  wrote  fully  to  Ardworth  about  the  excel- 
lent promise  and  conduct  of  his  poor  neglected  son.  I  told  him  truly  he 
was  a  son  any  father  might  be  proud  of,  and  rebuked,  even  to  harshness, 
Walter's  unseemly  tone  respecting  him.  One's  child  is  one's  child,  however 
the  father  may  have  wronged  the  mother.  To  this  letter  I  never  received 
any  answer.  When  John  was  of  age,  and  had  made  himself  independent 
of  want  by  obtaining  a  college  fellowship,  I  spoke  to  him  about  his  pros- 
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pects.  I  told  him  that  his  father,  though  residing  abroad  and  for  some 
reason  keeping  himself  concealed,  had  munificently  paid  hitherto  for  his 
maintenance,  and  would  lay  down  what  might  be  necessary  to  start  him 
in  business,  or  perhaps  place  him  in  the  army,  but  that  his  father  might 
be  better  pleased  if  he  could  show  a  love  of  independence,  and  hence- 
forth maintain  himself.  I  knew  the  boy  I  spoke  to  1  John  thought  as  I 
did,  and  I  never  applied  for  another  donation  to  the  elder  Ardworth. 
The  allowance  ceased ;  John  since  then  has  maintained  himself.  I  have 
heard  no  more  from  his  father,  though  I  have  written  often  to  the  address 
he  gave  me.  I  begin  to  fear  that  he  is  dead.  I  once  went  up  to  town  and 
saw  one  of  the  heads  of  Messrs.  Drummond's  firm,  a  very  polite  gentle- 
man, but  he  could  give  me  no  information,  except  that  he  obeyed  in- 
structions from  a  correspondent  at  Calcutta,  —  one  Mr.  Macfarren. 
Whereon  I  wrote  to  Mr.  Macfarren,  and  asked  him,  as  I  thought  very 
pressingly,  to  tell  me  all  he  knew  of  poor  Ardworth  the  elder.  He 
answered  shortly  that  he  knew  of  no  such  person  at  all,  and  that  A.  B. 
was  a  French  merchant,  settled  in  Calcutta,  who  had  been  dead  for 
above  two  years.  I  now  gave  up  all  hopes  of  any  further  intelligence, 
and  was  more  convinced  than  ever  that  I  had  acted  rightly  in  withhold- 
ing from  poor  John  my  correspondence  with  his  father.  The  lad  had 
been  curious  and  inquisitive  naturally ;  but  when  I  told  him  that  I 
thought  it  my  duty  to  his  father  to  be  so  reserved,  he  forebore  to  press 
me.  I  have  only  to  add,  first,  that  by  all  the  inquiries  I  could  make  of  the 
surviving  members  of  Walter  Ardworth's  family,  it  seemed  their  full  belief 
that  he  had  never  been  married,  and  therefore  I  fear  we  must  conclude 
that  he  had  no  legitimate  children,  —  which  may  account  for,  though  it  can- 
not excuse,  his  neglect ;  and  secondly,  with  respect  to  the  sums  received 
on  dear  John's  account,  I  put  them  all  by,  capital  and  interest,  deducting 
only  the  expense  of  his  first  year  at  Cambridge  (the  which  I  could  not 
defray  without  injuring  my  own  children),  and  it  all  stands  in  his  name 
at  Messrs.  Drummond's,  vested  in  the  Three  per  Cents.  That  I  have  not 
told  him  of  this  was  by  my  poor  dear  wife's  advice ;  for  she  said,  very 
sensibly,  —  and  she  was  a  shrewd  woman  on  money  matters,  —  "  If  he 
knows  he  has  such  a  large  sum  all  in  the  lump,  who  knows  but  he  may 
grow  idle  and  extravagant,  and  spend  it  at  once,  like  his  father  before 
him?  Whereas,  some  time  or  other  he  will  want  to  marry,  or  need  money 
for  some  particular  purpose,  —  then  what  a  blessing  it  will  be  I  " 

However,  my  dear  madam,  as  you  know  the  world  better  than  I  do, 
you  can  now  do  as  you  please,  both  as  to  communicating  to  John  all  the 
information  herein  contained  as  to  his  parentage,  and  as  to  apprising 
him  of  the  large  sum  of  which  he  is  lawfully  possessed. 

MATTHEW  FIELDEN. 
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P.S.  —  In  justice  to  poor  John  Ardworth,  and  to  show  that  whatever 
whim  he  may  have  conceived  about  his  own  child,  he  had  still  a  heart 
kind  enough  to  remember  mine,  though  Heaven  knows  I  said  nothing 
about  them  in  my  letters,  my  eldest  boy  received  an  offer  of  an  excel- 
lent place  in  a  West  India  merchant's  house,  and  has  got  on  to  be  chief 
clerk;  and  my  second  son  was  presented  to  a  living  of  £117  a  year  by 
a  gentleman  he  never  heard  of.  Though  I  never  traced  these  good  acts 
to  Ardworth,  from  whom  else  could  they  come? 

Ardworth  put  down  the  paper  without  a  word ;  and  Lucre- 
tia,  who  had  watched  him  while  he  read,  was  struck  with  the 
self-control  he  evinced  when  he  came  to  the  end  of  the  disclo- 
sure. She  laid  her  hand  on  his  and  said,  — 

"  Courage !  you  have  lost  nothing !  " 

"Nothing!"  said  Ardworth,  with  a  bitter  smile.  "A 
father's  love  and  a  father's  name,  — nothing!  " 

"But,"  exclaimed  Lucretia,  "is  this  man  your  father? 
Does  a  father's  heart  beat  in  one  line  of  those  hard  sentences? 
No,  no ;  it  seems  to  me  probable,  —  it  seems  to  me  almost  cer- 
tain, that  you  are  — "  She  stopped,  and  continued,  with  a 
calmer  accent,  "  near  to  my  own  blood.  I  am  now  in  England, 
in  London,  to  prosecute  the  inquiry  built  upon  that  hope.  If 
so,  if  so,  you  shall  —  "  Madame  Dalibard  again  stopped  ab- 
ruptly, and  there  was  something  terrible  in  the  very  exul- 
tation of  her  countenance.  She  drew  a  long  breath,  and 
resumed,  with  an  evident  effort  at  self-command,  "If  so,  I 
have  a  right  to  the  interest  I  feel  for  you.  Suffer  me  yet  to 
be  silent  as  to  the  grounds  of  my  belief,  and  —  and  —  love  me 
a  little  in  the  mean  while!  " 

Her  voice  trembled,  as  if  with  rushing  tears,  at  these  last 
words,  and  there  was  almost  an  agony  in  the  tone  in  which 
they  were  said,  and  in  the  gesture  of  the  clasped  hands  she 
held  out  to  him. 

Much  moved  (amidst  all  his  mingled  emotions  at  the  tale 
thus  made  known  to  him)  by  the  manner  and  voice  of  the  nar- 
rator, Ardworth  bent  down  and  kissed  the  extended  hands. 
Then  he  rose  abruptly,  walked  to  and  fro  the  room,  muttering 
to  himself,  paused  opposite  the  window,  threw  it  open,  as  for 
air,  and,  indeed,  fairly  gasped  for  breath.  When  he  turned 


LUCRETIA.  263 

round,  however,  his  face  was  composed,  and  folding  his  arms 
on  his  large  breast  with  a  sudden  action,  he  said  aloud,  and 
yet  rather  to  himself  than  to  his  listener,  — 

"What  matter,  after  all,  by  what  name  men  call  our 
fathers?  We  ourselves  make  our  own  fate!  Bastard  or 
noble,  not  a  jot  care  I.  Give  me  ancestors,  I  will  not  dis- 
grace them ;  raze  from  my  lot  even  the  very  name  of  father, 
and  my  sons  shall  have  an  ancestor  in  me! " 

As  he  thus  spoke,  there  was  a  rough  grandeur  in  his  hard 
face  and  the  strong  ease  of  his  powerful  form.  And  while 
thus  standing  and  thus  looking,  the  door  opened,  and  Varney 
walked  in  abruptly. 

These  two  men  had  met  occasionally  at  Madame  Dalibard's, 
but  no  intimacy  had  been  established  between  them.  Varney 
was  formal  and  distant  to  Ardworth,  and  Ardworth  felt  a 
repugnance  to  Varney.  With  the  instinct  of  sound,  sterling, 
weighty  natures,  he  detected  at  once,  and  disliked  heartily, 
that  something  of  gaudy,  false,  exaggerated,  and  hollow 
which  pervaded  Gabriel  Varney's  talk  and  manner,  —  even 
the  trick  of  his  walk  and  the  cut  of  his  dress.  And  Ardworth 
wanted  that  boyish  and  beautiful  luxuriance  of  character 
which  belonged  to  Percival  St.  John,  easy  to  please  and  to 
be  pleased,  and  expanding  into  the  warmth  of  admiration  for 
all  talent  and  all  distinction.  For  art,  if  not  the  highest, 
Ardworth  cared  not  a  straw;  it  was  nothing  to  him  that 
Varney  painted  and  composed,  and  ran  showily  through  the 
jargon  of  literary  babble,  or  toyed  with  the  puzzles  of  unsat- 
isfying metaphysics.  He  saw  but  a  charlatan,  and  he  had 
not  yet  learned  from  experience  what  strength  and  what  dan- 
ger lie  hid  in  the  boa  parading  its  colours  in  the  sun,  and 
shifting,  in  the  sensual  sportiveness  of  its  being,  from  bough 
to  bough. 

Varney  halted  in  the  middle  of  the  room  as  his  eye  rested 
first  on  Ardworth,  and  then  glanced  towards  Madame  Dali- 
bard.  But  Ardworth,  jarred  from  his  revery  or  resolves  by 
the  sound  of  a  voice  discordant  to  his  ear  at  all  times,  espe- 
cially in  the  mood  which  then  possessed  him,  scarcely  returned 
Varney's  salutation,  buttoned  his  coat  over  his  chest,  seized 
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his  hat,  and  upsetting  two  chairs,  and  very  considerably  dis- 
turbing the  gravity  of  a  round  table,  forced  his  way  to  Madame 
Dalibard,  pressed  her  hand,  and  said  in  a  whisper,  "  I  shall 
see  you  again  soon,"  and  vanished. 

Varney,  smoothing  his  hair  with  fingers  that  shone  with 
rings,  slid  into  the  seat  next  Madame  Dalibard,  which  Ard- 
worth  had  lately  occupied,  and  said :  "  If  I  were  a  Clytemnes- 
tra,  I  should  dread  an  Orestes  in  such  a  son !  " 

Madame  Dalibard  shot  towards  the  speaker  one  of  the 
sidelong,  suspicious  glances  which  of  old  had  characterized 
Lucretia,  and  said,  — 

"  Clytemnestra  was  happy !  The  Furies  slept  to  her  crime, 
and  haunted  but  the  avenger." 

"Hist!"  said  Varney. 

The  door  opened,  and  Ardworth  reappeared. 

"  I  quite  forgot  what  I  half  came  to  know.  How  is  Helen? 
Did  she  return  home  safe?" 

"Safe  — yes!" 

"  Dear  girl,  I  am  glad  to  hear  it!  Where  is  she?  Not  gone 
to  those  Miverses  again?  I  am  no  aristocrat,  but  why  should 
one  couple  together  refinement  and  vulgarity?" 

"Mr.  Ardworth,"  said  Madame  Dalibard,  with  haughty 
coldness,  "my  niece  is  under  my  care,  and  you  will  permit 
me  to  judge  for  myself  how  to  discharge  the  trust.  Mr. 
Mivers  is  her  own  relation,  — a  nearer  one  than  you  are." 

Not  at  all  abashed  by  the  rebuke,  Ardworth  said  carelessly : 
"  Well,  I  shall  talk  to  you  again  on  that  subject.  Meanwhile, 
pray  give  my  love  to  her,  — Helen,  I  mean." 

Madame  Dalibard  half  rose  in  her  chair,  then  sank  back 
again,  motioning  with  her  hand  to  Ardworth  to  approach. 
Varney  rose  and  walked  to  the  window,  as  if  sensible  that 
something  was  about  to  be  said  not  meant  for  his  ear. 

When  Ardworth  was  close  to  her  chair,  Madame  Dalibard 
grasped  his  hand  with  a  vigour  that  surprised  him,  and  draw 
ing  him  nearer  still,  whispered  as  he  bent  down,  — 

"  I  will  give  Helen  your  love,  if  it  is  a  cousin's,  or,  if  yot 
will,  a  brother's  love.  Do  you  intend  —  do  you  feel  —  an- 
other, a  warmer  love?  Speak,  sir!"  and  drawing  suddenly 
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back,  she  gazed  on  his  face  with  a  stern  and  menacing  ex- 
pression, her  teeth  set,  and  the  lips  firmly  pressed  together. 

Ardworth,  though  a  little  startled,  and  half  angry,  answered 
with  the  low,  ironical  laugh  not  uncommon  to  him,  "Pish! 
you  ladies  are  apt  to  think  us  men  much  greater  fools  than  we 
are.  A  briefless  lawyer  is  not  very  inflammable  tinder.  Yes, 
a  cousin's  love,  —  quite  enough.  Poor  little  Helen !  time 
enough  to  put  other  notions  into  her  head}  and  then  —  she 
will  have  a  sweetheart,  gay  and  handsome  like  herself!  " 

"Ay,"  said  Madame  Dalibard,  with  a  slight  smile,  "ay,  I 
am  satisfied.  Come  soon." 

Ardworth  nodded,  and  hurried  down  the  stairs.  As  he 
gained  the  door,  he  caught  sight  of  Helen  at  a  distance, 
bending  over  a  flower-bed  in  the  neglected  garden.  He 
paused,  irresolute,  a  moment.  "Xo,"  he  muttered  to  him- 
self, "no;  I  am  fit  company  only  for  myself!  A  long  walk 
into  the  fields,  and  then  away  with  these  mists  round  the  Past 
and  Future ;  the  Present  at  least  is  mine !  " 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE  WEAVERS  AND  THE  WOOF. 

"AND  what,"  said  Varney,  —  "what,  while  we  are  pursuing 
a  fancied  clew,  and  seeking  to  provide  first  a  name,  and  then 
a  fortune  for  this  young  lawyer,  —  what  steps  have  you  really 
taken  to  meet  the  danger  that  menaces  me,  —  to  secure,  if  our 
inquiries  fail,  an  independence  for  yourself?  Months  have 
elapsed,  and  you  have  still  shrunk  from  advancing  the  great 
scheme  upon  which  we  built,  when  the  daughter  of  Susan 
Mainwaring  was  admitted  to  your  hearth." 

"Why  recall  me,  in  these  rare  moments  when  I  feel  myself 
human  still,  —  why  recall  me  back  to  the  nethermost  abyss  of 
revenge  and  crime?  Oh,  let  me  be  sure  that  I  have  still  a 
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son !  Even  if  John  Ardworth,  with  his  gifts  and  energies,  be 
denied  to  me,  a  son,  though  in  rags,  I  will  give  him  wealth! 
—  a  son,  though  ignorant  as  the  merest  boor,  I  will  pour  into 
his  brain  my  dark  wisdom!  A  son!  a  son!  my  heart  swells 
at  the  word.  Ah,  you  sneer !  Yes,  my  heart  swells,  but  not 
with  the  mawkish  fondness  of  a  feeble  mother.  In  a  son,  I 
shall  live  again,  —  transmigrate  from  this  tortured  and  horri- 
ble life  of  mine ;  drink  back  my  youth.  In  him  I  shall  rise 
from  my  fall,  —  strong  in  his  power,  great  in  his  grandeur. 
It  is  because  I  was  born  a  woman,  — had  woman's  poor  pas- 
sions and  infirm  weakness,  —  that  I  am  what  I  am.  I  would 
transfer  myself  into  the  soul  of  man,  —  man,  who  has  the 
strength  to  act,  and  the  privilege  to  rise.  Into  the  bronze  of 
man's  nature  I  would  pour  the  experience  which  has  broken, 
with  its  fierce  elements,  the  puny  vessel  of  clay.  Yes, 
Gabriel,  in  return  for  all  I  have  done  and  sacrificed  for  you, 
I  ask  but  co-operation  in  that  one  hope  of  my  shattered  and 
storm-beat  being.  Bear,  forbear,  await;  risk  not  that  hope 
by  some  wretched,  peddling  crime  which  will  bring  on  us 
both  detection,  —  some  wanton  revelry  in  guilt,  which  is  not 
worth  the  terror  that  treads  upon  its  heels." 

"  You  forget, "  answered  Varney,  with  a  kind  of  submissive 
sullenness,  —  for  whatever  had  passed  between  these  two 
persons  in  their  secret  and  fearful  intimacy,  there  was  still 
a  power  in  Lucretia,  surviving  her  fall  amidst  the  fiends,  that 
impressed  Varney  with  the  only  respect  he  felt  for  man  or 
woman,  —  "  you  forget  strangely  the  nature  of  our  elaborate 
and  master  project  when  you  speak  of  'peddling  crime,'  or 
'  wanton  revelry '  in  guilt !  You  forget,  too,  how  every  hour 
that  we  waste  deepens  the  peril  that  surrounds  me,  and  may 
sweep  from  your  side  the  sole  companion  that  can  aid  you  in 
your  objects,  —  nay,  without  whom  they  must  wholly  fail. 
Let  me  speak  first  of  that  most  urgent  danger,  for  your 
memory  seems  short  and  troubled,  since  you  have  learned 
only  to  hope  the  recovery  of  your  son.  If  this  man  Stubmore, 
in  whom  the  trust  created  by  my  uncle's  will  is  now  vested, 
once  comes  to  town,  once  begins  to  bustle  about  his  accursed 
projects  of  transferring  the  money  from  the  Bank  of  England, 
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I  tell  you  again  and  again  that  my  forgery  on  the  bank  will 
be  detected,  and  that  transportation  will  be  the  smallest 
penalty  inflicted.  Part  of  the  forgery,  as  you  know,  was 
committed  on  your  behalf,  to  find  the  moneys  necessary  for 
the  research  for  your  son,  —  committed  on  the  clear  under- 
standing that  our  project  on  Helen  should  repay  me,  should 
enable  me,  perhaps  undetected,  to  restore  the  sums  illegally 
abstracted,  or,  at  the  worst,  to  confess  to  Stubmore  —  whose 
character  I  well  know  —  that,  oppressed  by  difficulties,  I  had 
yielded  to  temptation,  that  I  had  forged  his  name  (as  I  had 
forged  his  father's)  as  an  authority  to  sell  the  capital  from 
the  bank,  and  that  now,  in  replacing  the  money,  I  repaid  my 
error  and  threw  myself  on  his  indulgence,  on  his  silence.  I 
say  that  I  know  enough  of  the  man  to  know  that  I  should  be 
thus  cheaply  saved,  or  at  the  worst,  I  should  have  but  to 
strengthen  his  compassion  by  a  bribe  to  his  avarice;  but  if  I 
cannot  replace  the  money,  I  am  lost." 

"Well,  well,"  said  Lucretia;  "the  money  you  shall  have, 
let  me  but  find  my  son,  and  —  " 

"  Grant  me  patience !  "  cried  Varney,  impetuously.  "  But 
what  can  your  son  do,  if  found,  unless  you  endow  him  with 
the  heritage  of  Laughton?  To  do  that,  Helen,  who  comes 
next  to  Percival  St.  John  in  the  course  of  the  entail,  must 
cease  to  live !  Have  I  not  aided,  am  I  not  aiding  you  hourly, 
in  your  grand  objects?  This  evening  I  shall  see  a  man  whom 
I  have  long  lost  sight  of,  but  who  has  acquired  in  a  lawyer's 
life  the  true  scent  after  evidence:  if  that  evidence  exist,  it 
shall  be  found.  I  have  just  learned  his  address.  By  to- 
morrow he  shall  be  on  the  track.  I  have  stinted  myself  to 
save  from  the  results  of  the  last  forgery  the  gold  to  whet  his 
zeal.  For  the  rest,  as  I  have  said,  your  design  involves  the 
removal  of  two  lives.  Already  over  the  one  more  difficult  to 
slay  the  shadow  creeps  and  the  pall  hangs.  I  have  won,  as 
you  wished,  and  as  was  necessary,  young  St.  John's  familiar 
acquaintance;  when  the  hour  comes,  he  is  in  my  hands." 

Lucretia  smiled  sternly.  "  So ! "  she  said,  between  her 
ground  teeth,  "  the  father  forbade  me  the  house  that  was  my 
heritage!  I  have  but  to  lift  a  finger  and  breathe  a  word,  and, 
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desolate  as  I  am,  I  thrust  from  that  home  the  son!  The 
spoiler  left  me  the  world,  —  I  leave  his  son  the  grave ! " 

"  But, "  said  Varney,  doggedly  pursuing  his  dreadful  object, 
"why  force  me  to  repeat  that  his  is  not  the  only  life  between 
you  and  your  son's  inheritance?  St.  John  gone,  Helen  still 
remains.  And  what,  if  your  researches  fail,  are  we  to  lose 
the  rich  harvest  which  Helen  will  yield  us,  —  a  harvest  you 
reap  with  the  same  sickle  which  gathers  in  your  revenge? 
Do  you  no  longer  see  in  Helen's  face  the  features  of  her 
mother?  Is  the  perfidy  of  William  Mainwaring  forgotten  or 
forgiven?" 

"Gabriel  Varney,"  said  Lucretia,  in  a  hollow  and  tremulous 
voice,  "  when  in  that  hour  in  which  my  whole  being  was  re- 
vulsed,  and  I  heard  the  cord  snap  from  the  anchor,  and  saw 
the  demons  of  the  storm  gather  round  my  bark;  when  in 
that  hour  I  stooped  calmly  down  and  kissed  my  rival's  brow, 
—  I  murmured  an  oath  which  seemed  not  inspired  by  my  own 
soul,  but  by  an  influence  henceforth  given  to  my  fate :  I  vowed 
that  the  perfidy  dealt  to  me  should  be  repaid;  I  vowed  that 
the  ruin  of  my  own  existence  should  fall  on  the  brow  which 
I  kissed.  I  vowed  that  if  shame  and  disgrace  were  to  supply 
the  inheritance  I  had  forfeited,  I  would  not  stand  alone 
amidst  the  scorn  of  the  pitiless  world.  In  the  vision  of  my 
agony,  I  saw,  afar,  the  altar  dressed  and  the  bride-chamber 
prepared;  and  I  breathed  my  curse,  strong  as  prophecy,  on 
the  marriage-hearth  and  the  marriage-bed.  Why  dream,  then, 
that  I  would  rescue  the  loathed  child  of  that  loathed  union 
from  your  grasp?  But  is  the  time  come?  Yours  may  be 
come:  is  mine?" 

Something  so  awful  there  was  in  the  look  of  his  accomplice, 
so  intense  in  the  hate  of  her  low  voice,  that  Varney,  wretch 
as  he  was,  and  contemplating  at  that  very  hour  the  foulest 
and  most  hideous  guilt,  drew  back,  appalled. 

Madame  Dalibard  resumed,  and  in  a  somewhat  softer  tone, 
but  softened  only  by  the  anguish  of  despair. 

"Oh,  had  it  been  otherwise,  what  might  I  have  been! 
Given  over  from  that  hour  to  the  very  incarnation  of  plotting 
crime,  none  to  resist  the  evil  impulse  of  my  own  maddening 
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heart,  the  partner,  forced  on  ine  by  fate,  leading  me  deeper 
and  deeper  into  the  inextricable  hell,  —  from  that  hour  fraud 
upon  fraud,  guilt  upon  guilt,  infamy  heaped  on  infamy,  till  I 
stand  a  marvel  to  myself  that  the  thunderbolt  falls  not,  that 
Nature  thrusts  not  from  her  breast  a  living  outrage  on  all 
her  laws!  Was  I  not  justified  in  the  desire  of  retribution? 
Every  step  that  I  fell,  every  glance  that  I  gave  to  the  gulf 
below,  increased  but  in  me  the  desire  for  revenge.  All  my 
acts  had  flowed  from  one  fount :  should  the  stream  roll  pollu- 
tion, and  the  fount  spring  pure?" 

"You  have  had  your  revenge  on  your  rival  and  her 
husband." 

"I  had  it,  and  I  passed  on!"  said  Lucretia,  with  nostrils 
dilated  as  with  haughty  triumph;  "they  were  crushed,  and 
I  suffered  them  to  live!  Nay,  when,  by  chance,  I  heard  of 
William  Mainwaring's  death,  I  bowed  down  my  head,  and  I 
almost  think  I  wept.  The  old  days  came  back  upon  me. 
Yes,  I  wept!  But  I  had  not  destroyed  their  love.  No,  no; 
there  I  had  miserably  failed.  A  pledge  of  that  love  lived.  I 
had  left  their  hearth  barren ;  Fate  sent  them  a  comfort  which 
I  had  not  foreseen.  And  suddenly  my  hate  returned,  my 
wrongs  rose  again,  my  vengeance  was  not  sated.  The  love 
that  had  destroyed  more  than  my  life,  —  my  soul,  —  rose 
again  and  cursed  me  in  the  face  of  Helen.  The  oath  which 
I  took  when  I  kissed  my  rival's  brow,  demanded  another  prey 
when  I  kissed  the  child  of  those  nupbials." 

"You  are  prepared  at  last,  then,  to  act?"  cried  Varney,  in 
a  tone  of  savage  joy. 

At  that  moment,  close  under  the  window,  rose,  sudden  and 
sweet,  the  voice  of  one  singing,  —  the  young  voice  of  Helen. 
The  words  were  so  distinct  that  they  came  to  the  ears  of  the 
dark-plotting  and  guilty  pair.  In  the  song  itself  there  was 
little  to  remark  or  peculiarly  apposite  to  the  consciences  of 
those  who  heard;  yet  in  the  extreme  and  touching  purity 
of  the  voice,  and  in  the  innocence  of  the  general  spirit  of 
the  words,  trite  as  might  be  the  image  they  conveyed,  there 
was  something  that  contrasted  so  fearfully  their  own  thoughts 
and  minds  that  they  sat  silent,  looking  vacantly  into  each 
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other's  faces,  and  shrinking  perhaps  to  turn  their  eyes  within 
themselves. 

HELEN'S  HYMN. 

Ye  fade,  yet  still  how  sweet,  ye  Flowers ! 

Your  scent  outlives  the  bloom  ! 
So,  Father,  may  iny  mortal  hours 

Grow  sweeter  towards  the  tomb  ! 

In  withered  leaves  a  healing  cure 

The  simple  gleaners  find  ; 
So  may  our  withered  hopes  endure 

In  virtues  left  behind ! 

Oh,  not  to  me  be  vainly  given 

The  lesson  ye  bestow, 
Of  thoughts  that  rise  in  sweets  to  Heaven, 

And  turn  to  use  below. 

The  song  died,  but  still  the  listeners  remained  silent,  till 
at  length,  shaking  off  the  effect,  with  his  laugh  of  discordant 
irony,  Varney  said,  — 

"  Sweet  innocence,  fresh  from  the  nursery !  Would  it  not 
be  sin  to  suffer  the  world  to  mar  it?  You  hear  the  prayer: 
why  not  grant  it,  and  let  the  flower  '  turn  to  use  below  '  ?  " 

11  Ah,  but  could  it  wither  first ! "  muttered  Lucretia,  with 
an  accent  of  suppressed  rage.  "Do  you  think  that  her  —  that 
his  —  daughter  is  to  me  but  a  vulgar  life  to  be  sacrificed 
merely  for  gold?  Imagine  away  your  sex,  man!  Women 
only  know  what  I  —  such  as  I,  woman  still  —  feel  in  the  pres- 
ence of  the  pure !  Do  you  fancy  that  I  should  not  have  held 
death  a  blessing  if  death  could  have  found  me  in  youth  such 
as  Helen  is?  Ah,  could  she  but  live  to  suffer!  Die!  Well, 
since  it  must  be,  since  my  son  requires  the  sacrifice,  do  as 
you  will  with  the  victim  that  death  mercifully  snatches  from 
my  grasp.  I  could  have  wished  to  prolong  her  life,  to  load  it 
with  some  fragment  of  the  curse  her  parents  heaped  upon  me, 
—  baffled  love,  and  ruin,  and  despair!  I  could  have  hoped,  in 
this  division  of  the  spoil,  that  mine  had  been  the  vengeance, 
if  yours  the  gold.  You  want  the  life,  I  the  heart,  —  the 
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heart  to  torture  first;  and  then  —  why  then  more  willingly 
than  I  do  now,  could  I  have  thrown  the  carcass  to  the 
jackal ! " 

"Listen!  "  began  Varney ;  when  the  door  opened  and  Helen 
herself  stood  unconsciously  smiling  at  the  threshold. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THE   LAWYER   AND    THE   BODY-SNATCHER. 

THAT  same  evening  Beck,  according  to  appointment,  met 
Percival  and  showed  him  the  dreary-looking  house  which 
held  the  fair  stranger  who  had  so  attracted  his  youthful 
fancy.  And  Percival  looked  at  the  high  walls  with  the 
sailor's  bold  desire  for  adventure,  while  confused  visions 
reflected  from  plays,  operas,  and  novels,  in  which  scaling 
walls  with  rope-ladders  and  dark-lanterns  was  represented 
as  the  natural  vocation  of  a  lover,  flitted  across  his  brain; 
and  certainly  he  gave  a  deep  sigh  as  his  common-sense 
plucked  him  back  from  such  romance.  However,  having 
now  ascertained  the  house,  it  would  be  easy  to  learn  the 
name  of  its  inmates,  and  to  watch  or  make  his  opportunity. 
As  slowly  and  reluctantly  he  walked  back  to  the  spot  where 
he  had  left  his  cabriolet,  he  entered  into  some  desultory  con- 
versation with  his  strange  guide;  and  the  pity  he  had  before 
conceived  for  Beck  increased  upon  him  as  he  talked  and  lis» 
tened.  This  benighted  mind,  only  illumined  by  a  kind  of 
miserable  astuteness  and  that  "  cunning  of  the  belly  "  which 
is  born  of  want  to  engender  avarice;  this  joyless  tempera- 
ment; this  age  in  youth;  this  living  reproach,  rising  up  from 
the  stones  of  London  against  our  social  indifference  to  the 
souls  which  wither  and  rot  under  the  hard  eyes  of  science 
and  the  deaf  ears  of  wealth,  —  had  a  pathos  for  his  lively 
sympathies  and  his  fresh  heart. 

"If  ever  you  want  a  friend,  come  to  me,"  said  St.  John, 
abruptly. 
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The  sweeper  stared,  and  a  gleam  of  diviner  nature,  a  ray 
of  gratitude  and  unselfish  devotion,  darted  through  the  fog 
and  darkness  of  his  mind.  He  stood,  with  his  hat  off,  watch- 
ing the  wheels  of  the  cabriolet  as  it  bore  away  the  happy  child 
of  fortune,  and  then,  shaking  his  head,  as  at  some  puzzle  that 
perplexed  and  defied  his  comprehension,  strode  back  to  the 
town  and  bent  his  way  homeward. 

Between  two  and  three  hours  after  Percival  thus  parted 
from  the  sweeper,  a  man  whose  dress  was  little  in  accordance 
with  the  scene  in  which  we  present  him,  threaded  his  way 
through  a  foul  labyrinth  of  alleys  in  the  worst  part  of  St. 
Giles's,  —  a  neighbourhood,  indeed,  carefully  shunned  at  dusk 
by  wealthy  passengers ;  for  here  dwelt  not  only  Penury  in  its 
grimmest  shape,  but  the  desperate  and  dangerous  guilt  which 
is  not  to  be  lightly  encountered  in  its  haunts  and  domiciles. 
Here  children  imbibe  vice  with  their  mother's  milk.  Here 
Prostitution,  commencing  with  childhood,  grows  fierce  and 
sanguinary  in  the  teens,  and  leagues  with  theft  and  murder. 
Here  slinks  the  pickpocket,  here  emerges  'the  burglar,  here 
skulks  the  felon.  Yet  all  about  and  all  around,  here,  too, 
may  be  found  virtue  in  its  rarest  and  noblest  form,  —  virtue 
outshining  circumstance  and  defying  temptation;  the  virtue 
of  utter  poverty,  which  groans,  and  yet  sins  not.  So  inter- 
woven are  these  webs  of  penury  and  fraud  that  in  one  court 
your  life  is  not  safe;  but  turn  to  the  right  hand,  and  in  the 
other,  you  might  sleep  safely  in  that  worse  than  Irish  sheal- 
ing,  though  your  pockets  were  full  of  gold.  Through  these 
haunts  the  ragged  and  penniless  may  walk  unf earing,  for  they 
have  nothing  to  dread  from  the  lawless,  —  more,  perhaps, 
from  the  law;  but  the  wealthy,  the  respectable,  the  spruce, 
the  dainty,  let  them  beware  the  spot,  unless  the  policeman  is 
in  sight  or  day  is  in  the  skies ! 

As  this  passenger,  whose  appearance,  as  we  have  implied, 
was  certainly  not  that  of  a  denizen,  turned  into  one  of  the 
alleys,  a  rough  hand  seized  him  by  the  arm,  and  suddenly  a 
group  of  girls  and  tatterdemalions  issued  from  a  house,  IE 
which  the  lower  shutters  unclosed  showed  a  light  burning, 
and  surrounded  him  with  a  hoarse  whoop. 
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The  passenger  whispered  a  word  in  the  ear  of  the  grim 
blackguard  who  had  seized  him,  and  his  arm  was  instantly 
released. 

"  Hist !  a  pal,  —  he  has  the  catch, "  said  the  blackguard, 
surlily.  The  group  gave  way,  and  by  the  light  of  the  clear 
starlit  skies,  and  a  single  lamp  hung  at  the  entrance  of  the 
alley,  gazed  upon  the  stranger.  But  they  made  no  effort  to 
.detain  him;  and  as  he  disappeared  in  the  distant  shadows, 
hastened  back  into  the  wretched  hostlery  where  they  had 
been  merry-making.  Meanwhile,  the  stranger  gained  a 
narrow  court,  and  stopped  before  a  house  in  one  of  its 
angles,  —  a  house  taller  than  the  rest,  so  much  taller  than 
the  rest  that  it  had  the  effect  of  a  tower;  you  would  have 
supposed  it  (perhaps  rightly)  to  be  the  last  remains  of  some 
ancient  building  of  importance,  around  which,  as  population 
thickened  and  fashion  changed,  the  huts  below  it  had  inso- 
lently sprung  up.  Quaint  and  massive  pilasters,  black  with 
the  mire  and  soot  of  centuries,  flanked  the  deep-set  door; 
the  windows  were  heavy  with  mullions  and  transoms,  and 
strongly  barred  in  the  lower  floor;  but  few  of  the  panes  were 
whole,  and  only  here  and  there  had  any  attempt  been  made  to 
keep  out  the  wind  and  rain  by  rags,  paper,  old  shoes,  old  hats, 
and  other  ingenious  contrivances.  Beside  the  door  was  con- 
veniently placed  a  row  of  some  ten  or  twelve  bell-pulls, 
appertaining  no  doubt  to  the  various  lodgments  into  which 
the  building  was  subdivided.  The  stranger  did  not  seem 
very  familiar  with  the  appurtenances  of  the  place.  He  stood 
in  some  suspense  as  to  the  proper  bell  to  select ;  but  at  last, 
guided  by  a  brass  plate  annexed  to  one  of  the  pulls,  which, 
though  it  was  too  dark  to  decipher  the  inscription,  denoted  a 
claim  to  superior  gentility  to  the  rest  of  that  nameless  class, 
he  hazarded  a  tug,  which  brought  forth  a  'larum  loud  enough 
to  startle  the  whole  court  from  its  stillness. 

In  a  minute  or  less,  the  casement  in  one  of  the  upper 
stories  opened,  a  head  peered  forth,  and  one  of  those  voice? 
peculiar  to  low  debauch  —  raw,  cracked,  and  hoarse  —  callec 
out:  "Who  waits?" 

"Is  it  you,  Grabman?"  asked  the  stranger,  dubiously. 

18 
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"  Yes,  —  Nicholas  Grabman,  attorney-at-law,  sir,  at  your 
service j  and  your  name?" 

"Jason,"  answered  the  stranger. 

"  Ho,  there !  ho,  Beck ! "  cried  the  cracked  voice  to  some 
one  within;  "go  down  and  open  the  door." 

In  a  few  moments  the  heavy  portal  swung  and  creaked  and 
yawned  sullenly,  and  a  gaunt  form,  half-undressed,  with  an 
inch  of  a  farthing  rushlight  glimmering  through  a  battered 
lantern  in  its  hand,  presented  itself  to  Jason.  The  last  eyed 
the  ragged  porter  sharply. 

"Do  you  live  here?" 

"Yes,"  answered  Beck,  with  the  cringe  habitual  to  him. 
"H-up  the  ladder,  vith  the  rats,  drat  'em." 

"Well,  lead  on;  hold  up  the  lantern.  A  devil  of  a  dark 
place  this !  "  grumbled  Jason,  as  he  nearly  stumbled  over  sun- 
dry broken  chattels,  and  gained  a  flight  of  rude,  black,  broken 
stairs,  that  creaked  under  his  tread. 

"'St!  'st!"  said  Beck  between  his  teeth,  as  the  stranger, 
halting  at  the  second  floor,  demanded,  in  no  gentle  tones, 
whether  Mr.  Grabman  lived  in  the  chimney-pots. 

"'St!  'st!  Don't  make  such  a  rumpus,  or  No.  7  will  be  at 
you." 

"What  do  I  care  for  No.  7?     And  who  the  devil  is  No.  7? " 

"A  body-snatcher!"  whispered  Beck,  with  a  shudder. 
"  He  's  a  dillicut  sleeper,  —  can't  abide  having  his  night's 
rest  sp'ilt.  And  he  's  the  houtrageoustest  great  cretur  when 
he  's  h-up  in  his  tantrums ;  it  makes  your  'air  stand  on  ind  to 
'ear  him ! " 

"I  should  like  very  much  to  hear  him,  then,"  said  the 
stranger,  curiously.  And  while  he  spoke,  the  door  of  No.  7 
opened  abruptly.  A  huge  head,  covered  with  matted  hair, 
was  thrust  for  a  moment  through  the  aperture,  and  two  dull 
eyes,  that  seemed  covered  with  a  film  like  that  of  the  birds 
which  feed  on  the  dead,  met  the  stranger's  bold,  sparkling 
orbs. 

"  Hell  and  fury !  "  bawled  out  the  voice  of  this  ogre,  like  a  clap 
of  near  thunder,  "  if  you  two  keep  tramp,  tramp,  there  close  at 
my  door,  I  '11  make  you  meat  for  the  surgeons,  b you ! " 
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"Stop  a  moment,  my  civil  friend,  '  said  the  stranger, 
advancing;  "just  stand  where  you  are:  I  should  like  to 
make  a  sketch  of  your  head." 

That  head  protruded  farther  from  the  door,  and  with  it  an 
enormous  bulk  of  chest  and  shoulder.  But  the  adventurous 
visitor  was  not  to  be  daunted.  He  took  out,  very  coolly,  a 
pencil  and  the  back  of  a  letter,  and  began  his  sketch. 

The  body-snatcher  stared  at  him  an  instant  in  mute  aston- 
ishment ;  but  that  operation  and  the  composure  of  the  artist 
were  so  new  to  him  that  they  actually  inspired  him  with  ter- 
ror. He  slunk  back,  banged  to  the  door;  and  the  stranger, 
putting  up  his  implements,  said,  with  a  disdainful  laugh,  to 
Beck,  who  had  slunk  away  into  a  corner,  — 

"No.  7  knows  well  how  to  take  care  of  No.  1.  Lead  on, 
and  be  quick,  then !  " 

As  they  continued  to  mount,  they  heard  the  body-snatcher 
growling  and  blaspheming  in  his  den,  and  the  sound  made 
Beck  clamber  the  quicker,  till  at  the  next  landing-place  he 
took  breath,  threw  open  a  door,  and  Jason,  pushing  him 
aside,  entered  first. 

The  interior  of  the  room  bespoke  better  circumstances  than 
might  have  been  supposed  from  the  approach ;  the  floor  was 
covered  with  sundry  scraps  of  carpet,  formerly  of  different 
hues  and  patterns,  but  mellowed  by  time  into  one  threadbare 
mass  of  grease  and  canvas.  There  was  a  good  fire  on  the 
hearth,  though  the  night  was  warm ;  there  were  sundry  vol- 
umes piled  round  the  walls,  in  the  binding  peculiar  to  law 
books ;  in  a  corner  stood  a  tall  desk,  of  the  fashion  used  by 
clerks,  perched  on  tall,  slim  legs,  and  companioned  by  a  tall, 
slim  stool.  On  a  table  before  the  fire  were  scattered  the 
remains  of  the  nightly  meal,  —  broiled  bones,  the  skeleton  of 
a  herring;  and  the  steam  rose  from  a  tumbler  containing  a 
liquid  colourless  as  water,  but  poisonous  as  gin. 

The  room  was  squalid  and  dirty,  and  bespoke  mean  and 
slovenly  habits ;  but  it  did  not  bespeak  penury  and  want,  it 
had  even  an  air  of  filthy  comfort  of  its  own,  —  the  comfort  of 
the  swine  in  its  warm  sty.  The  occupant  of  the  chamber  was 
in  keeping  with  the  localities.  Figure  to  yourself  a  man  of 


276  LUCRETIA. 

middle  height,  not  thin,  but  void  of  all  muscular  flesh,  — 
bloated,  puffed,  unwholesome.  He  was  dressed  in  a  gray- 
flannel  gown  and  short  breeches,  the  stockings  wrinkled  and 
distained,  the  feet  in  slippers.  The  stomach  was  that  of  a 
portly  man,  the  legs  were  those  of  a  skeleton ;  the  cheeks  full 
and  swollen,  like  a  ploughboy's,  but  livid,  bespeckled,  of  a 
dull  lead-colour,  like  a  patient  in  the  dropsy.  The  head, 
covered  in  patches  with  thin,  yellowish  hair,  gave  some 
promise  of  intellect,  for  the  forehead  was  high,  and  appeared 
still  more  so  from  partial  baldness;  the  eyes,  embedded  in  fat 
and  wrinkled  skin,  were  small  and  lustreless,  but  they  still 
had  that  acute  look  which  education  and  ability  communicate 
to  the  human  orb ;  the  mouth  most  showed  the  animal,  —  full- 
lipped,  coarse,  and  sensual;  while  behind  one  of  two  great 
ears  stuck  a  pen. 

You  see  before  you,  then,  this  slatternly  figure,  —  slipshod, 
half-clothed,  with  a  sort  of  shabby  demi-gentility  about  it, 
half  ragamuffin,  half  clerk ;  while  in  strong  contrast  appeared 
the  new-comer,  scrupulously  neat,  new,  with  bright  black- 
satin  stock,  coat  cut  jauntily  to  the  waist,  varnished  boots, 
kid  gloves,  and  trim  mustache. 

Behind  this  sleek  and  comely  personage,  on  knock-knees, 
in  torn  shirt  open  at  the  throat,  with  apathetic,  listless, 
unlighted  face,  stood  the  lean  and  gawky  Beck. 

"Set  a  chair  for  the  gentleman,"  said  the  inmate  of  the 
chamber  to  Beck,  with  a  dignified  wave  of  the  hand. 

"  How  do  you  do,  Mr. —  Mr. —  humph  —  Jason?  How  do  you 
do?  Always  smart  and  blooming;  the  world  thrives  with  you." 

"The  world  is  a  farm  that  thrives  with  all  who  till  it  prop- 
erly, Grabman,"  answered  Jason,  dryly;  and  with  his  hand- 
kerchief he  carefully  dusted  the  chair,  pn  which  he  then 
daintily  deposited  his  person. 

"  But  who  is  your  Ganymede,  your  valet,  your  gentleman- 
usher?" 

"  Oh,  a  lad  about  town  who  lodges  above  and  does  odd  jobs 
for  me,  —  brushes  my  coat,  cleans  my  shoes,  and  after  his 
day's  work  goes  an  errand  now  and  then.  Make  yourself 
scarce,  Beck!  Anatomy,  vanish!" 
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Beck  grinned,  nodded,  pulled  hard  at  a  flake  of  his  hair, 
and  closed  the  door. 

"One  of  your  brotherhood,  that?"  asked  Jason,  carelessly. 

"He,  oaf?  No,"  said  Grabman,  with  profound  contempt 
in  his  sickly  visage.  "He  works  for  his  bread, — instinct! 
Turnspits  and  truffle-dogs  and  some  silly  men  have  it!  What 
an  age  since  we  met!  Shall  I  mix  you  a  tumbler?" 

"You  know  I  never  drink  your  vile  spirits;  though  in 
Champagne  and  Bordeaux  I  am  any  man's  match." 

"  And  how  the  devil  do  you  keep  old  black  thoughts  out  of 
your  mind  by  those  washy  potations?" 

"  Old  black  thoughts  —  of  what?  " 

"  Of  black  actions,  Jason.  We  have  not  met  since  you  paid 
me  for  recommending  the  nurse  who  attended  your  uncle  in 
his  last  illness." 

"Well,  poor  coward?" 

Grabman  knit  his  thin  eyebrows  and  gnawed  his  blubber 
lips. 

"I  am  no  coward,  as  you  know." 

"  Not  when  a  thing  is  to  be  done,  but  after  it  is  done.  You 
brave  the  substance,  and  tremble  at  the  shadow.  I  dare  say 
you  see  ugly  goblins  in  the  dark,  Grabman?" 

"  Ay,  ay ;  but  it  is  no  use  talking  to  you.  You  call  your- 
self Jason  because  of  your  yellow  hair,  or  your  love  for  the 
golden  fleece ;  but  your  old  comrades  call  you  (  Rattlesnake, ' 
and  you  have  its  blood,  as  its  venom." 

"And  its  charm,  man,"  added  Jason,  with  a  strange  smile, 
that,  though  hypocritical  and  constrained,  had  yet  a  certain 
softness,  and  added  greatly  to  the  comeliness  of  features  which 
many  might  call  beautiful,  and  all  would  allow  to  be  regular 
and  symmetrical.  "I  shall  find  at  least  ten  love-letters  on 
my  table  when  I  go  home.  But  enough  of  these  fopperies,  I 
am  here  on  business." 

"Law,  of  course;  I  am  your  man.  Who's  the  victim?" 
and  a  hideous  grin  on  Grabman's  face  contrasted  the  sleek 
smile  that  yet  lingered  upon  his  visitor's. 

"No;  something  less  hazardous,  but  not  less  lucrative  than 
our  old  practices.  This  is  a  business  that  may  bring  you 
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hundreds,  thousands;  that  may  take  you  from  this  hovel  to 
speculate  at  the  West  End;  that  may  change  your  gin  into 
Lafitte,  and  your  herring  into  venison;  that  may  lift  the 
broken  attorney  again  upon  the  wheel,  —  again  to  roll  down, 
it  may  be;  but  that  is  your  affair." 

"'Fore  Gad,  open  the  case,"  cried  Grabman,  eagerly,  and 
shoving  aside  the  ignoble  relics  of  his  supper,  he  leaned  his 
elbows  on  the  table  and  his  chin  on  his  damp  palms,  while 
eyes  that  positively  brightened  into  an  expression  of  greedy 
and  relentless  intelligence  were  fixed  upon  his  visitor. 

"The  case  runs  thus,"  said  Jason.  "Once  upon  a  time 
there  lived,  at  an  old  house  in  Hampshire  called  Laughton,  a 
wealthy  baronet  named  St.  John.  He  was  a  bachelor,  his 
estates  at  his  own  disposal.  He  had  two  nieces  and  a  more 
distant  kinsman.  His  eldest  niece  lived  with  him,  — she  was 
supposed  to  be  destined  for  his  heiress ;  circumstances  need- 
less to  relate  brought  upon  this  girl  her  uncle's  displeasure, 
—  she  was  dismissed  his  house.  Shortly  afterwards  he  died, 
leaving  to  his  kinsman  —  a  Mr.  Vernon  —  his  estates,  with 
remainder  to  Vernon' s  issue,  and  in  default  thereof,  first  to 
the  issue  of  the  younger  niece,  next  to  that  of  the  elder  and 
disinherited  one.  The  elder  married,  and  was  left  a  widow 
without  children.  She  married  again,  and  had  a  son.  Her 
second  husband,  for  some  reason  or  other,  conceived  ill  opin- 
ions of  his  wife.  In  his  last  illness  (he  did  not  live  long)  he 
resolved  to  punish  the  wife  by  robbing  the  mother.  He  sent 
away  the  son,  nor  have  we  been  able  to  discover  him  since. 
It  is  that  son  whom  you  are  to  find." 

"I  see,  I  see;  go  on,"  said  Grabman.  "This  son  is  now 
the  remainderman.  How  lost?  When?  What  year?  What 
trace?" 

"Patience.  You  will  find  in  this  paper  the  date  of  the 
loss  and  the  age  of  the  child,  then  a  mere  infant.  Now  for 
the  trace.  This  husband  —  did  I  tell  you  his  name?  No? 
Alfred  Braddell  —  had  one  friend  more  intimate  than  the 
rest,  —  John  Walter  Ardworth,  a  cashiered  officer,  a  ruined 
man,  pursued  by  bill-brokers,  Jews,  and  bailiffs.  To  this 
man  we  have  lately  had  reason  to  believe  that  the  child  was 
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given.  Ardworth,  however,  was  shortly  afterwards  obliged  to 
fly  his  creditors.  We  know  that  he  went  to  India;  but  if 
residing  there,  it  must  have  been  under  some  new  name,  and 
we  fear  he  is  now  dead.  All  our  inquiries,  at  least  after  this 
man,  have  been  fruitless.  Before  he  went  abroad,  he  left 
with  his  old  tutor  a  child  corresponding  in  age  to  that  of  Mrs. 
Braddell's.  In  this  child  she  thinks  she  recognizes  her  son. 
All  that  you  have  to  do  is  to  trace  his  identity  by  good  legal 
evidence.  Don't  smile  in  that  foolish  way,  —  I  mean  sound, 
bonafide  evidence  that  will  stand  the  fire  of  cross-examina- 
tion ;  you  know  what  that  is !  You  will  therefore  find  out,  — 
first,  whether  Braddell  did  consign  his  child  to  Ardworth, 
and,  if  so,  you  must  then  follow  Ardworth,  with  that  child 
in  his  keeping,  to  Matthew  Fielden's  house,  whose  address 
you  find  noted  in  the  paper  I  gave  you,  together  with  many 
other  memoranda  as  to  Ardworth's  creditors  and  those  whom 
he  is  likely  to  have  come  across." 

"  John  Ardworth,  I  see !  " 

"  John  Walter  Ardworth,  —  commonly  called  Walter ;  he, 
like  me,  perferred  to  be  known  only  by  his  second  baptismal 
name.  He,  because  of  a  favourite  Radical  godfather;  I, 
because  Honore"  is  an  inconvenient  Gallicism.  And  perhaps 
when  Honore"  Mirabeau  (my  godfather)  went  out  of  fashion 
with  the  sans-culottes,  my  father  thought  Gabriel  a  safer 
designation.  Now  I  have  told  you  all." 

"What  is  the  mother's  maiden  name?" 

"Her  maiden  name  was  Clavering;  she  was  married  under 
that  of  Dalibard,  her  first  husband." 

"And,"  said  Grabman,  looking  over  the  notes  in  the  paper 
given  to  him,  "  it  is  at  Liverpool  that  the  husband  died,  and 
whence  the  child  was  sent  away?" 

"It  is  so;  to  Liverpool  you  will  go  first.  I  tell  you  fairly, 
the  task  is  difficult,  for  hitherto  it  has  foiled  me.  I  knew  but 
one  man  who,  without  flattery,  could  succeed,  and  therefore  I 
spared  no  pains  to  find  out  Nicholas  Grabman.  You  have  the 
true  ferret's  faculty;  you,  too,  are  a  lawyer,  and  snuff  evi- 
dence in  every  breath.  Find  us  a  son,  —  a  legal  son,  —  a  son 
to  be  shown  in  a  court  of  law,  and  the  moment  he  steps  into 
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the  lands  and  the  Hall  of  Laughton,  you  have  five  thousand 
pounds." 

"  Can  I  have  a  bond  to  that  effect?  " 

"My  bond,  I  fear,  is  worth  no  more  than  my  word.  Trust 
to  the  last;  if  I  break  it,  you  know  enough  of  my  secrets  to 
hang  me ! " 

"Don't  talk  of  hanging;  I  hate  that  subject.  But  stop. 
If  found,  does  this  son  succeed?  Did  this  Mr.  Vernon  leave 
no  heir;  this  other  sister  continue  single,  or  prove  barren?" 

"Oh,  true!  He,  Mr.  Vernon,  who  by  will  took  the  name  of 
St.  John,  he  left  issue;  but  only  one  son  still  survives,  a 
minor  and  unmarried.  The  sister,  too,  left  a  daughter;  both 
are  poor,  sickly  creatures,  —  their  lives  not  worth  a  straw. 
Never  mind  them.  You  find  Vincent  Braddell,  and  he  will 
not  be  long  out  of  his  property,  nor  you  out  of  your  £5,000! 
You  see,  under  these  circumstances  a  bond  might  become 
dangerous  evidence ! " 

Grabman  emitted  a  fearful  and  tremulous  chuckle,  —  a 
laugh  like  the  laugh  of  a  superstitious  man  when  you  talk  to 
him  of  ghosts  and  churchyards.  He  chuckled,  and  his  hair 
bristled.  But  after  a  pause,  in  which  he  seemed  to  wrestle 
•with  his  own  conscience,  he  said:  "Well,  well,  you  are  a 
strange  man,  Jason;  you  love  your  joke.  I  have  nothing  to 
do  except  to  find  out  this  ultimate  remainderman;  mind 
that!" 

"Perfectly;  nothing  like  subdivision  of  labour." 

"The  search  will  be  expensive." 

"There  is  oil  for  your  wheels,"  answered  Jason,  putting  a 
note-book  into  his  confidant's  hands.  "But  mind  you  waste 
it  not.  No  tricks,  no  false  play,  with  me;  you  know  Jason, 
or,  if  you  like  the  name  better,  you  know  the  Rattlesnake!  " 

"I  will  account  for  every  penny,"  said  Grabman,  eagerly, 
and  clasping  his  hands,  while  his  pale  face  grew  livid. 

"I  do  not  doubt  it,  my  quill-driver.  Look  sharp,  start 
to-morrow.  Get  thyself  decent  clothes,  be  sober,  cleanly, 
and  respectable.  Act  as  a  man  who  sees  before  him  £5,000. 
And  now,  light  me  downstairs." 

With  the  candle  in  his  hand,   Grabman  stole  down  the 
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rugged  steps  even  more  timorously  than  Beck  had  ascended 
them,  and  put  his  finger  to  his  mouth  as  they  came  in  the 
dread  vicinity  of  No.  7.  But  Jason,  or  rather  Gabriel 
Varney,  with  that  fearless,  reckless  bravado  of  temper 
which,  while  causing  half  his  guilt,  threw  at  times  a  false 
glitter  over  its  baseness,  piqued  by  the  cowardice  of  his  com- 
rade, gave  a  lusty  kick  at  the  closed  door,  and  shouted  out: 
"  Old  grave-stealer,  come  out,  and  let  me  finish  your  picture. 
Out,  out !  I  say,  out ! "  Grabman  left  the  candle  on  the 
steps,  and  made  but  three  bounds  to  his  own  room. 

At  the  third  shout  of  his  disturber  the  resurrection-man 
threw  open  his  door  violently  and  appeared  at  the  gap,  the 
upward  flare  of  the  candle  showing  the  deep  lines  ploughed 
in  his  hideous  face,  and  the  immense  strength  of  his  gigantic 
trunk  and  limbs.  Slight,  fair,  and  delicate  as  he  was,  Varney 
eyed  him  deliberately,  and  trembled  not. 

"What  do  you  want  with  me?"  said  the  terrbile  voice, 
tremulous  with  rage. 

"  Only  to  finish  your  portrait  as  Pluto.  He  was  the  god  of 
Hell,  you  know." 

The  next  moment  the  vast  hand  of  the  ogre  hung  like  a 
great  cloud  over  Gabriel  Varney.  This  last,  ever  on  his 
guard,  sprang  aside,  and  the  light  gleamed  on  the  steel  of  a 
pistol.  "Hands  off!  or  —  " 

The  click  of  the  pistol-cock  finished  the  sentence.     The 
ruffian  halted.     A  glare  of  disappointed  fury  gave  a  momen 
tary  lustre  to  his  dull  eyes.     "P'r'aps  I  shall  meet  you  again 
one  o'  these  days,  or  nights,  and  I  shall  know  ye  in  ten 
thousand." 

"Nothing  like  a  bird  in  the  hand,  Master  Grave-stealer. 
Where  can  we  ever  meet  again?  " 

"P'r'aps  in  the  fields,  p'r'aps  on  the  road,  pVaps  at  the  Old 
Bailey,  p'r'aps  at  the  gallows,  p'r'aps  in  the  convict-ship.  I 
knows  what  that  is !  I  was  chained  night  and  day  once  to  a 
chap  jist  like  you.  Didn't  I  break  his  spurit;  didn't  I  spile 
his  sleep!  Ho,  ho!  you  looks  a  bit  less  varmently  howda- 
cious  now,  my  flash  cove !  " 

Varney  hitherto   had  not  known  one   pang  of  fear,   one 
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quicker  beat  of  the  heart  before.  But  the  image  presented 
to  his  irritable  fancy  (always  prone  to  brood  over  terrors),  — 
the  image  of  that  companion  chained  to  him  night  and  day, 
—  suddenly  quelled  his  courage;  the  image  stood  before  him 
palpably  like  the  Oulos  Oneiros, — the  Evil  Dream  of  the 
Greeks. 

He  breathed  loud.  The  body-stealer's  stupid  sense  saw 
that  he  had  produced  the  usual  effect  of  terror,  which  gratified 
his  brutal  self-esteem;  he  retreated  slowly,  inch  by  inch,  to 
the  door,  followed  by  Varney's  appalled  and  staring  eye,  and 
closed  it  with  such  violence  that  the  candle  was  extinguished. 

Varney,  not  daring,  —  yes,  literally  not  daring,  —  to  call 
aloud  to  Grabman  for  another  light,  crept  down  the  dark 
stairs  with  hurried,  ghostlike  steps ;  and  after  groping  at  the 
door-handle  with  one  hand,  while  the  other  grasped  his  pistol 
with  a  strain  of  horror,  he  succeeded  at  last  in  winning  access 
to  the  street,  and  stood  a  moment  to  collect  himself  in  the 
open  air,  — the  damps  upon  his  forehead,  and  his  limbs  trem- 
bling like  one  who  has  escaped  by  a  hairbreadth  the  crash  of 
a  falling  house. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE    RAPE    OF    THE    MATTRESS. 

THAT  Mr.  Grabman  slept  calmly  that  night  is  probable 
enough,  for  his  gin-bottle  was  empty  the  next  morning;  and 
it  was  with  eyes  more  than  usually  heavy  that  he  dozily  fol- 
lowed the  movements  of  Beck,  who,  according  to  custom, 
opened  the  shutters  of  the  little  den  adjoining  his  sitting- 
room,  brushed  his  clothes,  made  his  fire,  set  on  the  kettle  to 
boil,  and  laid  his  breakfast  things,  preparatory  to  his  own 
departure  to  the  duties  of  the  day.  Stretching  himself,  how- 
ever, and  shaking  off  slumber,  as  the  remembrance  of  the 
enterprise  he  had  undertaken  glanced  pleasantly  across  him, 
Grabman  sat  up  in  his  bed  and  said,  in  a  voice  that,  if  not 
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maudlin,  was  affectionate,  and  if  not  affectionate,  was 
maudlin,  — 

"Beck,  you  are  a  good  fellow.  You  have  faults,  you  are 
human,  —  humanum  est  errare  ;  which  means  that  you  some- 
times scorch  my  muffins.  But,  take  you  all  in  all,  you  are  a 
kind  creature.  Beck,  I  am  going  into  the  country  for  some 
days.  I  shall  leave  my  key  in  the  hole  in  the  wall, — you 
know;  take  care  of  it  when  you  come  in.  You  were  out  late 
last  night,  my  poor  fellow.  Very  wrong!  Look  well  to  your- 
self, or  who  knows?  You  may  be  clutched  by  that  blackguard 
resurrection-man,  No.  7.  Well,  well,  to  think  of  that  Jason's 
foolhardiness !  But  he  's  the  worse  devil  of  the  two.  Eh ! 
what  was  I  saying?  And  always  give  a  look  into  my  room 
every  night  before  you  go  to  roost.  The  place  swarms  with 
cracksmen,  and  one  can't  be  too  cautious.  Lucky  dog,  you, 
to  have  nothing  to  be  robbed  of!  " 

Beck  winced  at  that  last  remark.  Grabman  did  not  seem 
to  notice  his  confusion,  and  proceeded,  as  he  put  on  his  stock- 
ings :  "  And,  Beck,  you  are  a  good  fellow,  and  have  served  me 
faithfully;  when  I  come  back,  I  will  bring  you  something 
handsome, — a  backey-box  or  —  who  knows? — a  beautiful 
silver  watch.  Meanwhile,  I  think  —  let  me  see  —  yes,  lean 
give  you  this  elegant  pair  of  small-clothes.  Put  out  my  best, 
—  the  black  ones.  And  now,  Beck,  I'll  not  keep  you  any 
longer." 

The  poor  sweep,  with  many  pulls  at  his  forelock,  acknowl- 
edged .the  munificent  donation;  and  having  finished  all  his 
preparations,  hastened  first  to  his  room,  to  examine  at  leis- 
ure, and  with  great  admiration,  the  drab  small-clothes. 
"  Eoom, "  indeed,  we  can  scarcely  style  the  wretched  enclos- 
ure which  Beck  called  his  own.  It  was  at  the  top  of  the 
house,  under  the  roof,  and  hot  —  oh,  so  hot  —  in  the  summer ! 
It  had  one  small  begrimed  window,  through  which  the  light 
of  heaven  never  came,  for  the  parapet,  beneath  which  ran  the 
choked  gutter,  prevented  that;  but  the  rain  and  the  wind 
came  in.  So  sometimes,  through  four  glassless  frames,  came 
a  fugitive  tom-cat.  As  for  the  rats,  they  held  the  place  as 
their  own.  Accustomed  to  Beck,  they  cared  nothing  for  him. 


284  .  LUCRETIA. 

They  were  the  Mayors  of  that  Palace ;  •  he  only  le  roi  faineanl , 
They  ran  over  his  bed  at  night ;  he  often  felt  them  on  his  face, 
and  was'  convinced  they  would  have  eaten  him,  if  there  had 
been  anything  worth  eating  upon  his  bones ;  still,  perhaps  out 
of  precaution  rather  than  charity,  he  generally  left  them  a 
potato  or  two,  or  a  crust  of  bread,  to  take  off  the  edge  of 
their  appetites.  But  Beck  was  far  better  off  than  most  who 
occupied  the  various  settlements  in  that  Alsatia,  —  he  had  his 
room  to  himself.  That  was  necessary  to  his  sole  luxury,  — 
the  inspection  of  his  treasury,  the  safety  of  his  mattress ;  for 
it  he  paid,  without  grumbling,  what  he  thought  was  a  very 
high  rent.  To  this  hole  in  the  roof  there  was  no  lock,  —  for 
a  very  good  reason,  there  was  no  door  to  it.  You  went  up  a 
ladder,  as  you  would  go  into  a  loft.  Now,  it  had  often  been 
matter  of  much  intense  cogitation  to  Beck  whether  or  not  he 
should  have  a  door  to  his  chamber ;  and  the  result  of  the  cogi- 
tation was  invariably  the  same,  —  he  dared  not !  What  should 
he  want  with  a  door,  —  a  door  with  a  lock  to  it?  For  one  fol- 
lowed as  a  consequence  to  the  other.  Such  a  novel  piece  of 
grandeur  would  be  an  ostentatious  advertisement  that  he  had 
something  to  guard.  He  could  have  no  pretence  for  it  on  the 
ground  that  he  was  intruded  on  by  neighbours ;  no  step  but 
his  own  was  ever  caught  by  him  ascending  that  ladder;  it  led 
to  no  other  room.  All  the  offices  required  for  the  lodgment 
he  performed  himself.  His  supposed  poverty  was  a  better 
safeguard  than  doors  of  iron.  Besides  this,  a  door,  if  dan- 
gerous, would  be  superfluous;  the  moment  it  was  suspected 
that  Beck  had  something  worth  guarding,  that  moment  all 
the  picklocks  and  skeleton  keys  in  the  neighbourhood  would 
be  in  a  jingle.  And  a  cracksman  of  high  repute  lodged 
already  on  the  ground-floor.  So  Beck's  treasure,  like  the 
bird's  nest,  was  deposited  as  much  out  of  sight  as  his  instinct 
could  contrive;  and  the  locks  and  bolts  of  civilized  men  were 
equally  dispensed  with  by  bird  and  Beck. 

On  a  rusty  nail  the  sweep  suspended  the  drab  small-clothes, 
stroked  them  down  lovingly,  and  murmured,  "  They  be  's  too 
good  for  I;  I  should  like  to  pop  'em!  But  vouldn't  that  be 
a  shame?  Beck,  be  n't  you  be  a  hun grateful  beast  to  go  for  tr 
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think  of  uothin*  but  the  tin,  ven  your  'art  ought  to  varm  with 
hemotion?  I  vill  vear  'em  ven  I  vaits  on  him.  Ven  he  sees 
his  own  smalls  bringing  in  the  muffins,  he  will  say,  '  Beck, 
you  becomes  'em! ' : 

Fraught  with  this  noble  resolution,  the  sweep  caught  up  his 
broom,  crept  down  the  ladder,  and  with  a  furtive  glance  at  the 
door  of  the  room  in  which  the  cracksman  lived,  let  himself  out 
and  shambled  his  way  to  his  crossing.  Grabman,  in  the  mean 
while,  dressed  himself  with  more  care  than  usual,  shaved  his 
beard  from  a  four  days'  crop,  and  while  seated  at  his  break- 
fast, read  attentively  over  the  notes  which  Varney  had  left  to 
him,  pausing  at  times  to  make  his  own  pencil  memoranda. 
He  then  packed  up  such  few  articles  as  so  moderate  a  wor- 
shipper of  the  Graces  might  require,  deposited  them  in  an  old 
blue  brief-bag,  and  this  done,  he  opened  his  door,  and  creep- 
ing to  the  threshold,  listened  carefully.  Below,  a  few  sounds 
might  be  heard,  —  here,  the  wail  of  a  child ;  there,  the  shrill 
scold  of  a  woman  in  that  accent  above  all  others  adapted  to 
scold, — the  Irish.  Farther  down  still,  the  deep  bass  oath  of  the 
choleric  resurrection-man ;  but  above,  all  was  silent.  Only  one 
floor  intervened  between  Grabman's  apartment  and  the  ladder 
that  led  to  Beck's  loft.  And  the  inmates  of  that  room  gave 
no  sound  of  life.  Grabman  took  courage,  and  shuffling  off  his 
shoes,  ascended  the  stairs;  he  passed  the  closed  door  of  the 
room  above;  he  seized  the  ladder  with  a  shaking  hand;  he 
mounted,  step  after  step;  he  stood  in  Beck's  room. 

Now,  0  Nicholas  Grabman!  some  moralists  may  be  harsh 
enough  to  condemn  thee  for  what  thou  art  doing,  —  kneeling 
yonder  in  the  dim  light,  by  that  curtainless  pallet,  with 
greedy  fingers  feeling  here  and  there,  and  a  placid,  self- 
hugging  smile  upon  thy  pale  lips.  That  poor  vagabond 
whom  thou  art  about  to  despoil  has  served  thee  well  and 
faithfully,  has  borne  with  thine  ill-humours,  thy  sarcasms, 
thy  swearings,  thy  kicks,  and  buffets;  often,  when  in  the 
bestial  sleep  of  drunkenness  he  has  found  thee  stretched 
helpless  on  thy  floor,  with  a  kindly  hand  he  has  moved  away 
the  sharp  fender,  too  near  that  knavish  head,  now  bent  on  his 
ruin,  or  closed  the  open  window,  lest  the  keen  air,  that  thy 
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breath  tainted,  should  visit  thee  with  rheum  and  fever. 
Small  has  been  his  guerdon  for  uncomplaining  sacrifice  of 
the  few  hours  spared  to  this  weary  drudge  from  his  daily  toil, 
—  small,  but  gratefully  received.  And  if  Beck  had  been 
taught  to  pray,  he  would  have  prayed  for  thee  as  for  a  good 
man,  0  miserable  sinner !  And  thou  art  going  now,  Nicholas 
Grabman,  upon  an  enterprise  which  promises  thee  large  gains, 
and  thy  purse  is  filled;  and  thou  wantest  nothing  for  thy 
wants  or  thy  swinish  luxuries.  Why  should  those  shaking 
fingers  itch  for  the  poor  beggar-man's  hoards? 

But  hadst  thou  been  bound  on  an  errand  that  would  have 
given  thee  a  million,  thou  wouldst  not  have  left  unrifled  that 
secret  store  which  thy  prying  eye  had  discovered,  and  thy 
hungry  heart  had  coveted.  No ;  since  one  night,  —  fatal, 
alas!  to  the  owner  of  loft  and  treasure,  when,  needing  Beck 
for  some  service,  and  fearing  to 'call  aloud  (for  the  resurrec- 
tion-man in  the  floor  below  thee,  whose  oaths  even  now  ascend 
to  thine  ear,  sleeps  ill,  and  has  threatened  to  make  thee  mute 
forever  if  thou  disturbest  him  in  the  few  nights  in  which  his 
dismal  calling  suffers  him  to  sleep  at  all),  thou  didst  creep  up 
the  ladder,  and  didst  see  the  unconscious  miser  at  his  nightly 
work,  and  after  the  sight  didst  steal  down  again,  smiling,  — 
no;  since  that  night,  no  schoolboy  ever  more  rootedly  and 
ruthlessly  set  his  mind  upon  nest  of  Irnnet  than  thine  was  set 
upon  the  stores  in  Beck's  mattress. 

And  yet  why,  0  lawyer,  should  rigid  moralists  blame  thee 
more  than  such  of  thy  tribe  as  live,  honoured  and  respectable, 
upon  the  frail  and  the  poor?  Who  among  them  ever  left  loft 
or  mattress  while  a  rap  could  be  wrung  from  either?  Matters 
it  to  Astraea  whether  the  spoliation  be  made  thus  nakedly  and 
briefly,  or  by  all  the  acknowledged  forms  in  which,  item  on 
item,  six-and-eightpence  on  six-and-eightpence,  the  inexora- 
ble hand  closes  at  length  on  the  last  farthing  of  duped  despair? 
Not  —  Heaven  forbid!  —  that  we  make  thee,  foul  Nicholas 
Grabman,  a  type  for  all  the  class  called  attorneys-at-law ! 
Noble  hearts,  liberal  minds,  are  there  amongst  that  brother- 
hood, we  know  and  have  experienced;  but  a  type  art  thou  of 
those  whom  want  and  error  and  need  have  proved  —  alas !  too 
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ivell  —  the  lawyers  of  the  poor.  And  even  while  we  write, 
and  even  while  ye  read,  many  a  Grabman  steals  from  helpless 
toil  the  savings  of  a  life. 

Ye  poor  hoards,  —  darling  delights  of  your  otherwise  joy- 
less owner,  —  how  easily  has  his  very  fondness  made  ye  the 
prey  of  the  spoiler!  How  gleefully,  when  the  pence  swelled 
into  a  shilling,  have  they  been  exchanged  into  the  new  bright 
piece  of  silver,  the  newest  and  brightest  that  could  be  got; 
then  the  shillings  into  crowns,  then  the  crowns  into  gold, — 
got  slyly  and  at  a  distance,  and  contemplated  with  what  rap- 
ture ;  so  that  at  last  the  total  lay  manageable  and  light  in  its 
radiant  compass.  And  what  a  total!  what  a  surprise  to 
Grabinan!  Had  it  been  but  a  sixpence,  he  would  have  taken 
it;  but  to  grasp  sovereigns  by  the  handful,  it  was  too  much 
for  him ;  and  as  he  rose,  he  positively  laughed,  from  a  sense 
of  fun. 

But  amongst  his  booty  there  was  found  one  thing  that 
specially  moved  his  mirth:  it  was  a  child's  coral,  with  its 
little  bells.  Who  could  have  given  Beck  such  a  bauble,  or 
how  Beck  could  have  refrained  from  turning  it  into  money, 
would  have  been  a  fit  matter  for  speculation.  But  it  was  not 
that  at  which  Grabman  chuckled;  he  laughed,  first  because  it 
was  an  emblem  of  the  utter  childishness  and  folly  of  the  crea- 
ture he  was  leaving  penniless,  and  secondly,  because  it  fur- 
nished his  ready  wit  with  a  capital  contrivance  to  shift  Beck's 
indignation  from  his  own  shoulders  to  a  party  more  liable  to 
suspicion.  He  left  the  coral  on  the  floor  near  the  bed,  stole 
down  the  ladder,  reached  his  own  room,  took  up  his  brief- 
bag,  locked  his  door,  slipped  the  key  in  the  rat-hole,  where 
the  trusty,  plundered  Beck  alone  could  find  it,  and  went 
boldly  downstairs;  passing  successively  the  doors  within 
which  still  stormed  the  resurrection-man,  still  wailed  the 
child,  still  shrieked  the  Irish  shrew,  he  paused  at  the  ground- 
floor  occupied  by  Bill  the  cracksman  and  his  long-fingered, 
slender,  quick-eyed  imps,  trained  already  to  pass  through 
broken  window-panes,  on  their  precocious  progress  to  the 
hulks. 

The  door  was  open,  and  gave  a  pleasant  sight  of  the  worthy 
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family  within.  Bill  himself,  a  stout-looking  fellow  with  a 
florid,  jolly  countenance,  and  a  pipe  in  his  mouth,  was  sitting 
at  his  window,  with  his  brawny  legs  lolling  on  a  table  cov- 
ered with  the  remains  of  a  very  tolerable  breakfast.  Four 
small  Bills  were  employed  in  certain  sports  which,  no  doubt, 
according  to  the  fashionable  mode  of  education,  instilled  use- 
ful lessons  under  the  artful  guise  of  playful  amusement. 
Against  the  wall,  at  one  corner  of  the  room,  was  affixed  a 
row  of  bells,  from  which  were  suspended  exceedingly  tempt- 
ing apples  by  slender  wires.  Two  of  the  boys  were  engaged 
in  the  innocent  entertainment  of  extricating  the  apples  with- 
out occasioning  any  alarm  from  the  bells ;  a  third  was  amus- 
ing himself  at  a  table,  covered  with  mock  rings  and  trinkets, 
in  a  way  that  seemed  really  surprising;  with  the  end  of  a  fin- 
ger, dipped  probably  in  some  glutinous  matter,  he  just  touched 
one  of  the  gewgaws,  and  lo,  it  vanished!  —  vanished  so  mag- 
ically that  the  quickest  eye  could  scarcely  trace  whither; 
sometimes  up  a  cuff,  sometimes  into  a  shoe,  —  here,  there, 
anywhere,  except  back  again  upon  the  table.  The  fourth,  an 
urchin  apparently  about  five  years  old,  —  he  might  be  much 
younger,  judging  from  his  stunted  size;  somewhat  older, 
judging  from  the  vicious  acuteness  of  his  face,  — on  the  floor 
under  his  father's  chair,  was  diving  his  little  hand  into  the 
paternal  pockets  in  search  for  a  marble  sportively  hidden  in 
those  capacious  recesses.  On  the  rising  geniuses  around  him 
Bill  the  cracksman  looked,  and  his  father's  heart  was  proud. 

Pausing  at  the  threshold,  Grabman  looked  in  and  said 
cheerfully,  "Good-day  to  you;  good-day  to  you  all,  my  little 
dears." 

"Ah,  Grabman,"  said  Bill,  rising,  and  making  a  bow,  — for 
Bill  valued  himself  much  on  his  politeness, —  "come  to  blow  a 
cloud,  eh?  Bob,"  this  to  the  eldest  born,  "manners,  sir;  wipe 
your  nose,  and  set  a  chair  for  the  gent." 

"Many  thanks  to  you,  Bill,  but  I  can't  stay  now;  I  have  a 
long  journey  to  take.  But,  bless  my  soul,  how  stupid  I  am! 
I  have  forgotten  my  clothes-brush.  I  knew  there  was  some- 
thing on  my  mind  all  the  way  I  was  coming  downstairs.  I 
was  saying,  '  Grabman,  there  is  something  forgotten! '  " 
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"I  know  what  that  'ere  feelin'  is,''  said  Bill,  thoughtfully; 
"I  had  it  myself  the  night  afore  last;  and  sure  enough,  when 
I  got  to  the  —  But  that 's  neither  here  nor  there.  Bob,  run 
upstairs  and  fetch  down  Mr.  Grabman's  clothes-brush.  'T  is 
the  least  you  can  do  for  a  gent  who  saved  your  father 
from  the  fate  of  them  'ere  innocent  apples.  Your  fist, 
Grabman.  I  have  a  heart  in  my  buzzom ;  cut  me  open,  and 
you  will  find  there  'If alibi,  and  Grabman!'  Give  Bob  your 
key." 

"The  brush  is  not  in  my  room,"  answered  Grabman;  "it 
is  at  the  top  of  the  house,  up  the  ladder,  in  Beck's  loft,  — 
Beck,  the  sweeper.  The  stupid  dog  always  keeps  it  there, 
and  forgot  to  give  it  me.  Sorry  to  occasion  my  friend  Bob 
so  much  trouble." 

"Bob  has  a  soul  above  trouble;  his  father's  heart  beats  in 
his  buzzom.  Bob,  track  the  dancers.  Up  like  a  lark,  and 
down  like  a  dump." 

Bob  grinned,  made  a  mow  at  Mr.  Grabman,  and  scampered 
up  the  stairs. 

"You  never  attends  our  free-and-easy,"  said  Bill;  "but  we 
toasts  you  with  three  times  three,  and  up  standing.  "  'T  is  a 
hungratef ul  world !  But  some  men  has  a  heart ;  and  to  those 
who  has  a  heart,  Grabman  is  a  trump !  " 

"I  am  sure,  whenever  I  can  do  you  a  service,  you  may 
reckon  on  me.  Meanwhile,  if  you  could  get  that  cursed  bully- 
ing fellow  who  lives  under  me  to  be  a  little  more  civil,  you 
would  oblige  me." 

"Under  you?  No.  7?  No.  7,  is  it?  Grabman,  h-am  I  a 
man?  Is  this  a  h-arm,  and  this  a  bunch  of  fives?  I  dares  do 
all  that  does  become  a  man;  but  No.  7  is  a  body-snatcher! 
No.  7  has  bullied  me,  and  I  bore  it!  No.  7  might  whop  me, 
and  this  h-arm  would  let  him  whop!  He  lives  with  graves 
and  churchyards  and  stiff  'uns,  that  damnable  No.  7!  Ask 
some'at  else,  Grabman.  I  dares  not  touch  No.  7  any  more 
than  the  ghostesses." 

Grabman  sneered  as  he  saw  that  Bill,  stout  rogue  as  he 
was,  turned  pale  while  he  spoke;  but  at  that  moment  Bob 
reappeared  with  the  clothes-brush,  which  the  ex-attorney 
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thrust  into  his  pocket,  and  shaking  Bill  by  the  hand,  and 
patting  Bob  on  the  head,  he  set  out  on  his  journe}r. 

Bill  reseated  himself,  muttering,  "Bully  a  body-snatcher! 
Drot  that'Grabman,  does  he  want  to  get  rid  of  poor  Bill?" 

Meanwhile  Bob  exhibited  slyly,  to  his  second  brother,  the 
sight  of  Beck's  stolen  coral.  The  children  took  care  not  to 
show  it  to  their  father.  They  were  already  inspired  by  the 
laudable  ambition  to  set  up  in  business  on  their  own  account. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

PERCIVAL   VISITS    LUCRETIA. 

HAVING  once  ascertained  the  house  in  which  Helen  lived, 
it  was  no  difficult  matter  for  St.  John  to  learn  the  name  of  the 
guardian  whom  Beck  had  supposed  to  be  her  mother.  No 
common  delight  mingled  with  Percival's  amaze  when  in  that 
name  he  recognized  one  borne  by  his  own  kinswoman.  Very 
little  indeed  of  the  family  history  was  known  to  him.  Neither 
his  father  nor  his  mother  ever  willingly  conversed  of  the  fallen 
heiress,  —  it  was  a  subject  which  the  children  had  felt  to  be 
proscribed;  but  in  the  neighbourhood,  Percival  had  of  course 
heard  some  mention  of  Lucretia  as  the  haughty  and  accom- 
plished Miss  Clavering,  who  had,  to  the  astonishment  of  all, 
stooped  to  a  mesalliance  with  her  uncle's  French  librarian. 
That  her  loss  of  the  St.  John  property,  the  succession  of 
Percival's  father,  were  unexpected  by  the  villagers  and 
squires  around,  and  perhaps  set  down  to  the  caprice  of  Sir 
Miles,  or  to  an  intellect  impaired  by  apoplectic  attacks,  it 
was  not  likely  that  he  should  have  heard.  The  rich  have 
the  polish  of  their  education,  and  the  poor  that  instinctive 
tact,  so  wonderful  amongst  the  agricultural  peasantry,  to  pre- 
vent such  unmannerly  disclosures  or  unwelcome  hints;  and 
bcth  by  rich  and  poor,  the  Vernon  St.  Johns  were  too  popular 
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and  respected  for  wanton  allusions  to  subjects  calculated  to 
pain  them.  All,  therefore,  that  Percival  knew  of  his  relation 
was  that  she  had  resided  from  infancy  with  Sir  Miles ;  that 
after  their  uncle's  death  she  had  married  an  inferior  in  rank, 
of  the  name  of  Dalibard,  and  settled  abroad;  that  she  was  a 
person  of  peculiar  manners,  and,  he  had  heard  somewhere,  of 
rare  gifts.  He  had  been  unable  to  learn  the  name  of  the 
young  lady  staying  with  Madame  Dalibard;  he  had  learned 
only  that  she  went  by  some  other  name,  and  was  not  the 
daughter  of  the  lady  who  rented  the  house.  Certainly  it  was 
possible  that  this  last  might  not  be  his  kinswoman,  after  all. 
The  name,  though  strange  to  English  ears,  and  not  common 
in  France,  was  no  sufficient  warrant  for  Percival's  high  spirits 
at  the  thought  that  he  had  now  won  legitimate  and  regular 
access  to  the  house ;  still,  it  allowed  him  to  call,  it  furnished 
a  fair  excuse  for  a  visit. 

How  long  he  was  at  his  toilet  that  day,  poor  boy !  How 
sedulously,  with  comb  and  brush,  he  sought  to  smooth  into 
straight  precision  that  luxuriant  labyrinth  of  jetty  curls, 
which  had  never  cost  him  a  thought  before !  Gil  Bias  says 
that  the  toilet  is  a  pleasure  to  the  young,  though  a  labour  to 
the  old;  Percival  St.  John's  toilet  was  no  pleasure  to  him 
that  anxious  morning. 

At  last  he  tore  himself,  dissatisfied  and  desperate,  from 
the  glass,  caught  his  hat  and  his  whip,  threw  himself  on  his 
horse,  and  rode,  at  first  very  fast,  and  at  last  very  slowly,  to 
the  old,  decayed,  shabby,  neglected  house  that  lay  hid,  like 
the  poverty  of  fallen  pride,  amidst  the  trim  villas  and  smart 
cottages  of  fair  and  flourishing  Brompton. 

The  same  servant  who  had  opened  the  gate  to  Ardworth 
appeared  to  his  summons,  and  after  eying  him  for  some  mo- 
ments with  a  listless,  stupid  stare,  said :  "  You  '11  be  after 
some  mistake!  "  and  turned  away. 

"Stop,  stop!"  cried  Percival,  trying  to  intrude  himself 
through  the  gate;  but  the  servant  blocked  up  the  entrance 
sturdily.  "It  is  no  mistake  at  all,  my  good  lady.  I  have 
come  to  see  Madame  Dalibard,  my  —  my  relation!  " 

"  Your  relation ! "  and  again  the  woman  stared  at  Percival 
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with  a  look  through  the  dull  vacancy  of  which  some  distrust 
was  dimly  perceptible.  "Bide  a  bit  there,  and  give  us  your 
name." 

Percival  gave  his  card  to  the  servant  with  his  sweetest  and 
most  persuasive  smile.  She  took  it  with  one  hand,  and  with 
the  other  turned  the  key  in  the  gate,  leaving  Percival  outside. 
It  was  five  minutes  before  she  returned ;  and  she  then,  with 
the  same  prim,  smileless  expression  of  countenance,  opened 
the  gate  and  motioned  him  to  follow. 

The  kind-hearted  boy  sighed  as  he  cast  a  glance  at  the 
desolate  and  poverty-stricken  appearance  of  the  house,  and 
thought  within  himself:  "Ah,  pray  Heaven  she  may  be  my 
relation;  and  then  I  shall  have  the  right  to  find  her  and  that 
sweet  girl  a  very  different  home ! "  The  old  woman  threw 
open  the  drawing-room  door,  and  Percival  was  in  the  presence 
of  his  deadliest  foe !  The  armchair  was  turned  towards  the 
entrance,  and  from  amidst  the  coverings  that  hid  the  form, 
the  remarkable  countenance  of  Madame  Dalibard  emerged, 
sharp  and  earnest,  directly  fronting  the  intruder. 

"So,"  she  said  slowly,  and,  as  it  were,  devouring  him  with 
her  keen,  steadfast  eyes,  —  "  so  you  are  Percival  St.  John ! 
Welcome !  I  did  not  know  that  we  should  ever  meet.  I  have 
not  sought  you,  you  seek  me !  Strange  —  yes,  strange  —  that 
the  young  and  the  rich  should  seek  the  suffering  and  the 
poor ! " 

Surprised  and  embarrassed  by  this  singular  greeting,  Perci- 
val halted  abruptly  in  the  middle  of  the  room;  and  there 
was  something  inexpressibly  winning  in  his  shy,  yet  grace- 
ful confusion.  It  seemed,  with  silent  eloquence,  to  apologize 
and  to  deprecate.  And  when,  in  his  silvery  voice,  scarcely 
yet  tuned  to  the  fulness  of  manhood,  he  said  feelingly,  "  For- 
give me,  madam,  but  my  mother  is  not  in  England,"  the 
excuse  evinced  such  delicacy  of  idea,  so  exquisite  a  sense 
of  high  breeding,  that  the  calm  assurance  of  worldly  ease 
could  not  have  more  attested  the  chivalry  of  the  native 
gentleman. 

"I  have  nothing  to  forgive,  Mr.  St.  John,"  said  Lucretia, 
with  a  softened  manner.  "  Pardon  me  rather  that  my  infirm- 
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ities  do  not  allow  me  to  rise  to  receive  you.  This  seat,  — 
here,  —  next  to  me.  You  have  a  strong  likeness  to  your 
father." 

Percival  received  this  last  remark  as  a  compliment,  and 
bowed.  Then,  as  he  lifted  his  ingenuous  brow,  he  took  for 
the  first  time  a  steady  view  of  his  new-found  relation.  The 
peculiarities  of  Lucretia's  countenance  in  youth  had  naturally 
deepened  with  middle  age.  The  contour,  always  too  sharp 
and  pronounced,  was  now  strong  and  bony  as  a  man's;  the 
line  between  the  eyebrows  was  hollowed  into  a  furrow.  The 
eye  retained  its  old  uneasy,  sinister,  sidelong  glance,  or  at 
rare  moments  (as  when  Percival  entered),  its  searching  pene- 
tration and  assured  command ;  but  the  eyelids  themselves,  red 
and  injected,  as  with  grief  or  vigil,  gave  something  haggard 
and  wild,  whether  to  glance  or  gaze.  Despite  the  paralysis 
of  the  frame,  the  face,  though  pale  and  thin,  showed  no  bodily 
decay.  A  vigour  surpassing  the  strength  of  woman  might 
still  be  seen  in  the  play  of  the  bold  muscles,  the  firmness  of 
the  contracted  lips.  What  physicians  call  "vitality,"  and 
trace  at  once  (if  experienced)  on  the  physiognomy  as  the 
prognostic  of  long  life,  undulated  restlessly  in  every  aspect 
of  the  face,  every  movement  of  those  thin,  nervous  hands, 
which,  contrasting  the  rest  of  that  motionless  form,  never 
seemed  to  be  at  rest.  The  teeth  were  still  white  and  regular, 
as  in  youth;  and  when  they  shone  out  in  speaking,  gave  a 
strange,  unnatural  freshness  to  a  face  otherwise  so  worn. 

As  Percival  gazed,  and,  while  gazing,  saw  those  wandering 
eyes  bent  down,  and  yet  felt  they  watched  him,  a  thrill  almost 
of  fear  shot  through  his  heart.  Nevertheless,  so  much  more 
impressionable  was  he  to  charitable  and  trustful  than  to  sus- 
picious and  timid  emotions  that  when  Madame  Dalibard,  sud- 
denly looking  up  and  shaking  her  head  gently,  said,  "  You  see 
but  a  sad  wreck,  young  kinsman,"  all  those  instincts,  which 
Nature  itself  seemed  to  dictate  for  self-preservation,  vanished 
into  heavenly  tenderness  and  pity. 

"Ah!"  he  said,  rising,  and  pressing  one  of  those  deadly 
hands  in  both  his  own,  while  tears  rose  to  his  eyes,  —  "  Ah 
since  you  call  me  kinsman,  I  have  all  a  kinsman's  privileges. 
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You  must  have  the  best  advice,  the  most  skilful  surgeons. 
Oh,  you  will  recover;  you  must  not  despond." 

Lucretia's  lips  moved  uneasily.  This  kindness  took  her 
by  surprise.  She  turned  desperately  away  from  the  human 
gleam  that  shot  across  the  sevenfold  gloom  of  her  soul.  "Do 
not  think  of  me,"  she  said,  with  a  forced  smile;  "it  is  my 
peculiarity  not  to  like  allusion  to  myself,  though  this  time  I 
provoked  it.  Speak  to  me  of  the  old  cedar-trees  at  Laughton, 
—  do  they  stand  still?  You  are  the  master  of  Laughton  now! 
It  is  a  noble  heritage !  " 

Then  St.  John,  thinking  to  please  her,  talked  of  the  old 
manor-house,  described  the  improvements  made  by  his  father, 
spoke  gayly  of  those  which  he  himself  contemplated;  and  as 
he  ran  on,  Lucretia's  brow,  a  moment  ruffled,  grew  smooth 
and  smoother,  and  the  gloom  settled  back  upon  her  soul. 

All  at  once  she  interrupted  him.  "  How  did  you  discover 
me?  "Was  it  through  Mr.  Varney?  I  bade  him  not  mention 
me:  yet  how  else  could  you  learn?"  As  she  spoke,  there  was 
an  anxious  trouble  in  her  tone,  which  increased  while  she 
observed  that  St.  John  looked  confused. 

"Why,"  he  began  hesitatingly,  and  brushing  his  hat  with 
his  hand,  "why  —  perhaps  you  may  have  heard  from  the  — 
that  is  —  I  think  there  is  a  young —  Ah,  it  is  you,  it  is 
you!  I  see  you  once  again!"  And  springing  up,  he  was  at 
the  side  of  Helen,  who  at  that  instant  had  entered  the  room, 
and  now,  her  eyes  downcast,  her  cheeks  blushing,  her  breast 
gently  heaving,  heard,  but  answered  not  that  passionate  burst 
of  joy. 

Startled,  Madame  Dalibard  (her  hands  firmly  grasping  the 
sides  of  her  chair)  contemplated  the  two.  She  had  heard 
nothing,  guessed  nothing  of  their  former  meeting.  All  that 
had  passed  before  between  them  was  unknown  to  her.  Yet 
there  was  evidence  unmistakable,  conclusive :  the  son  of  her 
despoiler  loved  the  daughter  of  her  rival;  and  —  if  the  virgin 
heart  speaks  by  the  outward  sign  —  those  downcast  eyes,  those 
blushing  cheeks,  that  heaving  breast,  told  that  he  did  not 
love  in  vain! 

Before  her  lurid  and  murderous  gaze,  as  if  to  defy  her,  the 


LUCRET1A.  295 

two  inheritors  of  a  revenge  unglutted  by  the  grave  stood, 
united  mysteriously  together.  Up,  from  the  vast  ocean  of 
her  hate,  rose  that  poor  isle  of  love ;  there,  unconscious  of  the 
horror  around  them,  the  victims  found  their  footing!  How 
beautiful  at  that  hour  their  youth;  their  very  ignorance  of 
their  own  emotions;  their  innocent  gladness;  their  sweet 
trouble !  The  fell  gazer  drew  a  long  breath  of  fiendlike  com- 
placency and  glee,  and  her  hands  opened  wide,  and  then 
slowly  closed,  as  if  she  felt  them  in  her  grasp. 


CHAPTER   IX. 

THE  ROSE  BENEATH  THE  UPAS. 

AND  from  that  day  Percival  had  his  privileged  entry  into 
Madame  Dalibard's  house.  The  little  narrative  of  the  cir- 
cumstances connected  with  his  first  meeting  with  Helen, 
partly  drawn  from  Percival,  partly  afterwards  from  Helen 
(with  blushing  and  faltered  excuses  from  the  latter  for  not 
having  mentioned  before  an  incident  that  might,  perhaps 
needlessly,  vex  or  alarm  her  aunt  in  so  delicate  a  state  of 
health),  was  received  by  Lucretia  with  rare  graciousness. 
The  con»ection,  not  only  between  herself  and  Percival,  but 
between  Percival  and  Helen,  was  allowed  and  even  dwelt 
upon  by  Madame  Dalibard  as  a  natural  reason  for  permitting 
the  artless  intimacy  which  immediately  sprang  up  between 
these  young  persons.  She  permitted  Percival  to  call  daily, 
to  remain  for  hours,  to  share  in  their  simple  meals,  to  wander 
alone  with  Helen  in  the  garden,  assist  her  to  bind  up  the 
ragged  flowers,  and  sit  by  her  in  the  old  ivy-grown  arbour 
when  their  work  was  done.  She  affected  to  look  upon  them 
both  as  children,  and  to  leave  to  them  that  happy  familiarity 
which  childhood  only  sanctions,  and  compared  to  which  the 
affection  of  maturer  years  seems  at  once  coarse  and  cold. 

As  they  grew  more  familiar,  the  differences  and  similarities 
in  their  characters  came  out,  and  nothing  more  delightful  than 
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the  harmony  into  which  even  the  contrasts  blended  ever 
invited  the  guardian  angel  to  pause  and  smile.  As  flowers 
in  some  trained  parterre  relieve  each  other,  now  softening, 
now  heightening,  each  several  hue,  till  all  unite  in  one  con- 
cord of  interwoven  beauty,  so  these  two  blooming  natures, 
brought  together,  seemed,  where  varying  still,  to  melt  and 
fuse  their  affluences  into  one  wealth  of  innocence  and  sweet- 
ness. Both  had  a  native  buoyancy  and  cheerfulness  of  spirit, 
a  noble  trustfulness  in  others,  a  singular  candour  and  fresh- 
ness of  mind  and  feeling.  But  beneath  the  gayety  of  Helen 
there  was  a  soft  and  holy  under-stream  of  thoughtful  melan- 
choly, a  high  and  religious  sentiment,  that  vibrated  more 
exquisitely  to  the  subtle  mysteries  of  creation,  the  solemn 
unison  between  the  bright  world  without  and  the  grave  des- 
tinies of  that  world  within  (which  is  an  imperishable  soul), 
than  the  lighter  and  more  vivid  youthfulness  of  Percival  had 
yet  conceived.  In  him  lay  the  germs  of  the  active  mortal 
who  might  win  distinction  in  the  bold  career  we  run  upon  the 
surface  of  the  earth.  In  her  there  was  that  finer  and  more 
spiritual  essence  which  lifts  the  poet  to  the  golden  atmos- 
phere of  dreams,  and  reveals  in  glimpses  to  the  saint  the 
choral  Populace  of  Heaven.  We  do  not  say  that  Helen 
would  ever  have  found  the  utterance  of  the  poet,  that  her 
reveries,  undefined  and  unanalyzed,  could  have  taken  the 
sharp,  clear  form  of  words;  for  to  the  poet  practically  devel- 
oped and  made  manifest  to  the  world,  many  other  gifts  besides 
the  mere  poetic  sense  are  needed,  — stern  study,  and  logical 
generalization  of  scattered  truths,  and  patient  observation  of 
the  characters  of  men,  and  the  wisdom  that  comes  from  sor- 
row and  passion,  and  a  sage's  experience  of  things  actual, 
embracing  the  dark  secrets  of  human  infirmity  and  crime. 
But  despite  all  that  has  been  said  in  disparagement  or  disbe- 
lief of  "  mute,  inglorious  Miltons, "  we  maintain  that  there  are 
natures  in  which  the  divinest  element  of  poetry  exists,  the 
purer  and  more  delicate  for  escaping  from  bodily  form  and 
evaporating  from  the  coarser  vessels  into  which  the  poet,  so 
called,  must  pour  the  ethereal  fluid.  There  is  a  certain  virtue 
within  us,  comprehending  our  subtlest  and  noblest  emotions, 
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which  is  poetry  while  untold,  and  grows  pale  and  poor  in 
proportion  as  we  strain  it  into  poems.  Nay,  it  may  be  said  of 
this  airy  property  of  our  inmost  being  that,  more  or  less,  it 
departs  from  us  according  as  we  give  it  forth  into  the  world, 
even,  as  only  by  the  loss  of  its  particles,  the  rose  wastes  its 
perfume  on  the  air.  So  this  more  spiritual  sensibility  dwelt 
in  Helen  as  the  latent  mesmerism  in  water,  as  the  invisible 
fairy  in  an  enchanted  ring.  It  was  an  essence  or  divinitj^, 
shrined  and  shrouded  in  herself,  which  gave  her  more  inti- 
mate and  vital  union  with  all  the  influences  of  the  universe,  a 
companion  to  her  loneliness,  an  angel  hymning  low  to  her 
own  listening  soul.  This  made  her  enjoyment  of  Nature,  in 
its  merest  trifles,  exquisite  and  profound;  this  gave  to  her 
tenderness  of  heart  all  the  delicious  and  sportive  variety  love 
borrows  from  imagination;  this  lifted  her  piety  above  the 
mere  forms  of  conventional  religion,  and  breathed  into  her 
prayers  the  ecstasy  of  the  saint. 

But  Helen  was  not  the  less  filled  with  the  sweet  humanities 
of  her  age  and  sex;  her  very  gravity  was  tinged  with  rosy 
light,  as  a  western  cloud  with  the  sun.  She  had  sportiveness 
and  caprice,  and  even  whim,  as  the  butterfly,  though  the  em- 
blem of  the  soul,  still  flutters  wantonly  over  every  wild-flower, 
and  expands  its  glowing  wings  on  the  sides  of  the  beaten  road. 
And  with  a  sense  of  weakness  in  the  common  world  (growing 
out  of  her  very  strength  in  nobler  atmospheres),  she  leaned 
the  more  trustfully  on  the  strong  arm  of  her  young  adorer, 
not  fancying  that  the  difference  between  them  arose  from 
superiority  in  her;  but  rather  as  a  bird,  once  tamed,  flies  at 
the  sight  of  the  hawk  to  the  breast  of  its  owner,  so  from  each 
airy  flight  into  the  loftier  heaven,  let  but  the  thought  of  dan- 
ger daunt  her  wing,  and,  as  in  a  more  powerful  nature,  she 
took  refuge  on  that  fostering  heart. 

The  love  between  these  children  —  for  so,  if  not  literally  in 
years,  in  their  newness  to  all  that  steals  the  freshness  and  the 
dew  from  maturer  life  they  may  be  rightly  called  —  was  such 
as  befitted  those  whose  souls  have  riot  forfeited  the  Eden.  It 
was  more  like  the  love  of  fairies  than  of  human  beings. 
They  showed  it  to  each  other  innocently  and  frankly;  yet  of 
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love  as  we  of  the  grosser  creation  call  it,  with  its  impatient 
pains  and  burning  hopes,  they  never  spoke  nor  dreamed.  It 
was  an  unutterable,  ecstatic  fondness,  a  clinging  to  each  other 
in  thought,  desire,  and  heart,  a  joy  more  than  mortal  in  each 
other's  presence;  yet,  in  parting,  not  that  idle  and  empty  sor- 
row which  unfits  the  weak  for  the  homelier  demands  on  time 
and  life,  and  this  because  of  the  wondrous  trust  in  themselves 
and  in  the  future,  which  made  a  main  part  of  their  credulous, 
happy  natures.  Neither  felt  fear  nor  jealousy,  or  if  jealousy 
came,  it  was  the  pretty,  childlike  jealousies  which  have  no 
sting,  —of  the  bird,  if  Helen  listened  to  its  note  too  long;  of 
the  flower,  if  Percival  left  Helen's  side  too  quickly  to  tie  up 
its  drooping  petals  or  refresh  its  dusty  leaves.  Close  by  the 
stir  of  the  great  city,  with  all  its  fret  and  chafe  and  storm  of 
life,  in  the  desolate  garden  of  that  sombre  house,  and  under 
the  withering  eyes  of  relentless  Crime,  revived  the  Arcady  of 
old,  —  the  scene  vocal  to  the  reeds  of  idyllist  and  shepherd  j 
and  in  the  midst  of  the  iron  Tragedy,  harmlessly  and  uncon- 
sciously arose  the  strain  of  the  Pastoral  Music. 

It  would  be  a  vain  effort  to  describe  the  state  of  Lucretia's 
mind  while  she  watched  the  progress  of  the  affection  she  had 
favoured,  and  gazed  on  the  spectacle  of  the  fearless  happiness 
she  had  promoted.  The  image  of  a  felicity  at  once  so  great 
and  so  holy  wore  to  her  gloomy  sight  the  aspect  of  a  mocking 
Fury.  It  rose  in  contrast  to  her  own  ghastly  and  crime- 
stained  life;  it  did  not  upbraid  her  conscience  with  guilt  so 
loudly  as  it  scoffed  at  her  intellect  for  folly.  These  children, 
playing  on  the  verge  of  life,  how  much  -more  of  life's  true 
secret  did  they  already  know  than  she,  with  all  her  vast  native 
powers  and  wasted  realms  of  blackened  and  charred  experi- 
ence! For  what  had  she  studied,  and  schemed,  and  calcu- 
lated, and  toiled,  and  sinned?  As  a  conqueror  stricken  unto 
death  would  render  up  all  the  regions  vanquished  by  his 
sword  for  one  drop  of  water  to  his  burning  lips,  how  gladly 
would  she  have  given  all  the  knowledge  bought  with  blood 
and  fire,  to  feel  one  moment  as  those  children  felt!  Then, 
from  out  her  silent  and  grim  despair,  stood  forth,  fierce  and 
prominent,  the  great  fiend,  Kevenge. 
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By  a  monomania  not  uncommon  to  those  who  have  made 
self  the  centre  of  being,  Lucretia  referred  to  her  own  sullen 
history  of  wrong  and  passion  all  that  bore  analogy  to  it,  how- 
ever distant.  She  had  -never  been  enabled,  without  an  intol- 
erable pang  of  hate  and  envy,  to  contemplate  courtship  and 
love  in  others.  From  the  rudest  shape  to  the  most  refined, 
that  master-passion  in  the  existence,  at  least  of  woman,  - 
reminding  her  of  her  own  brief  episode  of  human  tenderness 
and  devotion,  —  opened  every  wound  and  wrung  every  fibre  of 
a  heart  that,  while  crime  had  indurated  it  to  most  emotions, 
memory  still  left  morbidly  sensitive  to  one.  But  if  tortured 
by  the  sight  of  love  in  those  who  had  had  no  connection  with 
her  fate,  who  stood  apart  from  her  lurid  orbit  and  were  gazed 
upon  only  afar  (as  a  lost  soul,  from  the  abyss,  sees  the  gleam 
of  angels'  wings  within  some  planet  it  never  has  explored), 
how  ineffably  more  fierce  and  intolerable  was  the  wrath  that 
seized  her  when,  in  her  haunted  imagination,  she  saw  all 
Susan's  rapture  at  the  vows  of  Mainwaring  mantling  in 
Helen's  face!  All  that  might  have  disarmed  a  heart  as 
hard,  but  less  diseased,  less  preoccupied  by  revenge,  only 
irritated  more  the  consuming  hate  of  that  inexorable  spirit. 
Helen's  seraphic  purity,  her  exquisite,  overflowing  kindness, 
ever  forgetting  self,  her  airy  cheerfulness,  even  her  very 
moods  of  melancholy,  calm  and  seemingly  causeless  as  they 
were,  perpetually  galled  and  blistered  that  writhing,  preter- 
natural susceptibility  which  is  formed  by  the  consciousness 
of  infamy,  the  dreary  egotism  of  one  cut  off  from  the  charities 
of  the  world,  with  whom  all  mirth  is  sardonic  convulsion,  all 
sadness  rayless  and  unresigned  despair. 

Of  the  two,  Percival  inspired  her  with  feelings  the  most 
akin  to  humanity.  For  him,  despite  her  bitter  memories  of 
his  father,  she  felt  something  of  compassion,  and  shrank  from 
the  touch  of  his  frank  hand  in  remorse.  She  had  often  need 
to  whisper  to  herself  that  his  life  was  an  obstacle  to  the  heri- 
tage of  the  son  of  whom,  as  we  have  seen,  she  was  in  search, 
and  whom,  indeed,  she  believed  she  had  already  found  in  John 
Ardworth ;  that  it  was  not  in  wrath  and  in  vengeance  that  this 
victim  was  to  be  swept  into  the  grave,  but  as  an  indispensa- 
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ble  sacrifice  to  a  cherished  object,  a  determined  policy.  As, 
in  the  studies  of  her  youth,  she  had  adopted  the  Machiavelism 
of  ancient  State-craft  as  a  rule  admissible  in  private  life,  so 
she  seemed  scarcely  to  admit  as  a  crime  that  which  was  but 
the  removal  of  a  barrier  between  her  aim  and  her  end.  Before 
she  had  become  personally  acquainted  with  Percival  she  had 
rejected  all  occasion  to  know  him.  She  had  suffered  Varney 
to  call  upon  him  as  the  old  proteye  of  Sir  Miles,  and  to  wind 
into  his  intimacy,  meaning  to  leave  to  her  accomplice,  when 
the  hour  should  arrive,  the  dread  task  of  destruction.  This 
not  from  cowardice,  for  Gabriel  had  once  rightly  described 
her  when  he  said  that  if  she  lived  with  shadows  she  could 
quell  them,  but  simply  because,  more  intellectually  unsparing 
than  constitutionally  cruel  (save  where  the  old  vindictive 
memories  thoroughly  unsexed  her),  this  was  a  victim  whose 
pangs  she  desired  not  to  witness,  over  whose  fate  it  was  no 
luxury  to  gloat  and  revel.  She  wished  not  to  see  nor  to  know 
him  living,  only  to  learn  that  he  was  no  more,  and  that  Helen 
alone  stood  between  Laughton  and  her  son.  Now  that  he  had 
himself,  as  if  with  predestined  feet,  crossed  her  threshold,  that 
he,  like  Helen,  had  delivered  himself  into  her  toils,  the  hideous 
guilt,  before  removed  from  her  hands,  became  haunting,  fronted 
her  face  to  face,  and  filled  her  with  a  superstitious  awe. 

Meanwhile,  her  outward  manner  to  both  her  meditated  vic- 
tims, if  moody  and  fitful  at  times,  was  not  such  as  would  have 
provoked  suspicion  even  in  less  credulous  hearts.  From  the 
first  entry  of  Helen  under  her  roof  she  had  been  formal  and 
measured  in  her  welcome,  — kept  her,  as  it  were,  aloof,  and 
affected  no  prodigal  superfluity  of  dissimulation;  but  she  had 
never  been  positively  harsh  or  unkind  in  word  or  in  deed; 
and  had  coldly  excused  herself  for  the  repulsiveness  of  he* 
manner. 

"I  am  irritable,"  she  said,  "from  long  suffering,  I  a'm 
unsocial  from  habitual  solitude;  do  not  expect  from  me  th£ 
fondness  and  warmth  that  should  belong  to  our  relationship.; 
Do  not  harass  yourself  with  vain  solicitude  for  one  whom  all 
seeming  attention  but  reminds  more  painfully  of  infirmity, 
and  who,  even  thus  stricken  down,  would  be  independent  of 
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all  cares  not  bought  and  paid  for.  Be  satisfied  to  live  here 
in  all  reasonable  liberty,  to  follow  your  own  habits  and 
caprices  uncontrolled.  Kegard  me  but  as  a  piece  of  neces- 
sary furniture.  You  can  never  displease  me  but  when  you 
notice  that  I  live  and  suffer." 

If  Helen  wept  bitterly  at  these  hard  words  when  first 
spoken,  it  was  not  with  anger  that  her  loving  heart  was  so 
thrown  back  upon  herself.  On  -the  contrary,  she  became 
inspired  with  a  compassion  so  great  that  it  took  the  charac- 
ter of  reverence.  She  regarded  this  very  coldness  as  a  mourn- 
ful dignity.  She  felt  grateful  that  one  who  could  thus 
dispense  with,  should  yet  have  sought  her.  She  had  heard 
her  mother  say  that  she  had  been  under  great  obligations  to 
Lucretia;  and  now,  when  she  was  forbidden  to  repay  them 
even  by  a  kiss  on  those  weary  eyelids,  a  daughter's  hand  to 
that  sleepless  pillow;  when  she  saw  that  the  barrier  first 
imposed  was  irremovable,  that  no  time  diminished  the  dis- 
tance her  aunt  set  between  them,  that  the  least  approach  to 
the  tenderness  of  service  beyond  the  most  casual  offices  really 
seemed  but  to  fret  those  excitable  nerves,  and  fever  the  hand 
that  she  ventured  timorously  to  clasp,  —  she  retreated  into 
herself  with  a  sad  amaze  that  increased  her  pity  and  height- 
ened her  respect.  To  her,  love  seemed  so  necessary  a  thing 
in  the  helplessness  of  human  life,  even  when  blessed  with 
health  and  youth,  that  this  rejection  of  all  love  in  one  so 
bowed  and  crippled,  struck  her  imagination  as  something  sub- 
lime in  its  dreary  grandeur  and  stoic  pride  of  independence. 
She  regarded  it  as  of  old  a  tender  and  pious  nun  would  have 
regarded  the  asceticism  of  some  sanctified  recluse,  —  as 
Theresa  (had  she  lived  in  the  same  age)  might  have  regarded 
Saint  Simeon  Stylites  existing  aloft  from  human  sympathy  on 
the  roofless  summit  of  his  column  of  stone;  and  with  this 
feeling  she  sought  to  inspire  Percival.  He  had  the  heart  to 
enter  into  her  compassion,  but  not  the  imagination  to  S37mpa- 
thize  with  her  reverence.  Even  the  repugnant  awe  that  he 
had  first  conceived  for  Madame  Dalibard,  so  bold  was  he  by 
temperament,  he  had  long  since  cast  off;  he  recognized  only 
tfie  moroseness  and  petulance  of  an  habitual  invalid,  and 
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shook  playfully  his  glossy  curls  when  Helen,  with  her  sweet 
seriousness,  insisted  on  his  recognizing  more. 

To  this  house  few,  indeed,  were  the  visitors  admitted.  The 
Miverses,  whom  the  benevolent  officiousness  of  Mr.  Fielden 
had  originally  sent  thither  to  see  their  young  kinswoman, 
now  and  then  came  to  press  Helen  to  join  some  party  to  the 
theatre  or  Vauxhall,  or  a  picnic  in  Richmond  Park;  but  when 
they  found  their  overtures,  which  had  at  first  been  politely 
accepted  by  Madame  Dalibard,  were  rejected,  they  gradually 
ceased  their  visits,  wounded  and  indignant. 

Certain  it  was  that  Lucretia  had  at  one  time  eagerly  caught 
at  their  well-meant  civilities  to  Helen,  —  now  she  as  abruptly 
declined  them.  Why?  It  would  be  hard  to  plumb  into  all 
the  black  secrets  of  that  heart.  It  would  have  been  but  nat- 
ural to  her,  who  shrank  from  dooming  Helen  to  no  worse 
calamity  than  a  virgin's  grave,  to  have  designed  to  throw  her 
into  such  uncongenial  guidance,  amidst  all  the  manifold  temp- 
tations of  the  corrupt  city,  —  to  have  suffered  her  to  be  seen 
and  to  be  ensnared  by  those  gallants  ever  on  the  watch  for 
defenceless  beauty;  and  to  contrast  with  their  elegance  of 
mien  and  fatal  flatteries  the  grossness  of  the  companions 
selected  for  her,  and  the  unloving  discomfort  of  the  home 
into  which  she  had  been  thrown.  But  now  that  St.  John  had 
appeared,  that  Helen's  heart  and  fancy  were  steeled  alike 
against  more  dangerous  temptation,  the  object  to  be  obtained 
from  the  pressing  courtesy  of  Mrs.  Mivers  existed  no  more. 
The  vengeance  flowed  into  other  channels. 

The  only  other  visitors  at  the  house  were  John  Ardworth 
and  Gabriel  Varney. 

Madame  Dalibard  watched  vigilantly  the  countenance  and 
manner  of  Ardworth  when,  after  presenting  him  to  Percival, 
she  whispered:  "I  am  glad  you  assured  me  as  to  your  senti- 
ments for  Helen.  She  had  found  there  the  lover  you  wished 
for  her,  — '  gay  and  handsome  as  herself. ' ' 

And  in  the  sudden  paleness  that  overspread  Ardworth's 
face,  in  his  compressed  lips  and  convulsive  start,  she  read 
with  unspeakable  rage  the  untold  secret  of  his  heart,  till  the 
rage  gave  way  to  complacency  at  the  thought  that  the  last 
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insult  to  her  wrongs  was  spared  her,  —  that  her  son  (as  son 
she  believed  he  was)  could  not  now,  at  least,  be  the  successful 
suitor  of  her  loathed  sister's  loathed  child.  Her  discovery, 
perhaps,  confirmed  her  in  her  countenance  to  Percival's  pro- 
gressive wooing,  and  half  reconciled  her  to  the  pangs  it 
inflicted  on  herself. 

At  the  first  introduction  Ardworth  had  scarcely  glanced  at 
Percival.  He  regarded  him  but  as  the  sleek  flutterer  in  the 
sunshine  of  fortune.  And  for  the  idle,  the  gay,  the  fair,  the 
well-dressed  and  wealthy,  the  sturdy  workman  of  his  own 
rough  way  felt  something  of  the  uncharitable  disdain  which 
the  laborious  have-nots  too  usually  entertain  for  the  prosper- 
ous haves.  But  the  moment  the  unwelcome  intelligence  of 
Madame  Dalibard  was  conveyed  to  him,  the  smooth-faced  boy 
swelled  into  dignity  and  importance. 

Yet  it  was  not  merely  as  a  rival  that  that  strong,  manly 
heart,  after  the  first  natural  agony,  regarded  Percival.  No, 
he  looked  upon  him  less  with  anger  than  with  interest,  —  as 
the  one  in  whom  Helen's  happiness  was  henceforth  to  be 
invested.  And  to  Madame  Dalibard's  astonishment,  —  for 
this  nature  was  wholly  new  to  her  experience,  —  she  saw 
him,  even  in  that  first  interview,  composing  his  rough  face 
to  smiles,  smoothing  his  bluff,  imperious  accents  into  cour- 
tesy, listening  patiently,  watching  benignly,  and  at  last 
thrusting  his  large  hand  frankly  forth,  griping  Percival 's 
slender  fingers  in  his  own;  and  then,  with  an  indistinct 
chuckle  that  seemed  half  laugh  and  half  groan,  as  if  he  did 
not  dare  to  trust  himself  further,  he  made  his  wonted  uncere- 
monious nod,  and  strode  hurriedly  from  the  room. 

But  he  came  again  and  again,  almost  daily,  for  about  a 
fortnight.  Sometimes,  without  entering  the  house,  he  would 
join  the  young  people  in  the  garden,  assist  them  with  awk- 
ward hands  in  their  playful  work  on  the  garden,  or  sit  with 
them  in  the  ivied  bower;  and  warming  more  and  more  each 
time  he  came,  talk  at  last  with  the  cordial  frankness  of  an 
elder  brother.  There  was  no  disguise  in  this;  he  began  to 
love  Percival,  —  what  would  seem  more  strange  to  the  superfi- 
cial, to  admire  him.  Genius  has  a  quick  perception  of  the 
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moral  qualities ;  genius,  which,  differing  thus  from  mere  tal- 
ent, is  more  allied  to  the  heart  than  to  the  head,  sympathizes 
genially  with  goodness.  Ardworth  respected  that  young,  in- 
genuous, unpolluted  mind;  he  himself  felt  better  and  purer 
in  its  atmosphere.  Much  of  the  affection  he  cherished  for 
Helen  passed  thus  beautifully  and  nobly  into  his  sentiments 
for  the  one  whom  Helen  not  unworthily  preferred.  And  they 
grew  so  fond  of  him, — as  the  young  and  gentle  ever  will 
grow  fond  of  genius,  however  rough,  once  admitted  to  its 
companionship! 

Percival  by  this  time  had  recalled  to  his  mind  where  he 
had  first  seen  that  strong-featured,  dark-browed  countenance, 
and  he  gayly  reminded  Ardworth  of  his  discourtesy,  on  the 
brow  of  the  hill  which  commanded  the  view  of  London.  That 
reminiscence  made  his  new  friend  writhe;  for  then,  amidst  all 
his  ambitious  visions  of  the  future,  he  had  seen  Helen  in  the 
distance,  — the  reward  of  every  labour,  the  fairest  star  in  his 
horizon.  But  he  strove  stoutly  against  the  regret  of  the  illu- 
sion lost;  the  vivendi  cavsce  were  left  him  still,  and  for  the 
nymph  that  had  glided  from  his  clasp,  he  clung  at  least  to 
the  laurel  that  was  left  in  her  place.  In  the  folds  of  his 
robust  fortitude  Ardworth  thus  wrapped  his  secret.  Neither 
of  his  young  playmates  suspected  it.  He  would  have  dis- 
dained himself  if  he  had  so  poisoned  their  pleasure.  That  he 
suffered  when  alone,  much  and  bitterly,  is  not  to  be  denied; 
but  in  that  masculine  and  complete  being,  Love  took  but  its 
legitimate  rank  amidst  the  passions  and  cares  of  man.  It 
soured  no  existence,  it  broke  no  heart;  the  wind  swept  some 
blossoms  from  the  bough,  and  tossed  wildly  the  agitated 
branches  from  root  to  summit,  but  the  trunk  stood  firm. 

In  some  of  these  visits  to  Madame  Dalibard's,  Ardworth 
renewed  with  her  the  more  private  conversation  which  had  so 
unsettled  his  past  convictions  as  to  his  birth,  and  so  disturbed 
the  calm,  strong  currents  of  his  mind.  He  was  chiefly  anxious 
to  learn  what  conjectures  Madame  Dalibard  had  formed  as  to 
his  parentage,  and  what  ground  there  was  for  belief  that  he  was 
near  in  blood  to  herself,  or  that  he  was  born  to  a  station  less 
dependent  on  continuous  exertion  |  but  on  these  points  the 
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dark  sibyl  preserved  an  obstinate  silence.  She  was  satisfied 
with  the  hints  she  had  already  thrown  out,  and  absolutely 
refused  to  say  more  till  better  authorized  by  the  inquiries  she 
had  set  on  foot.  Artfully  she  turned  from  these  topics  of 
closer  and  more  household  interest  to  those  on  which  she  had 
previously  insisted,  connected  with  the  general  knowledge  of 
mankind,  and  the  complicated  science  of  practical  life.  To 
fire  his  genius,  wing  his  energies,  inflame  his  ambition  above 
that  slow,  laborious  drudgery  to  which  he  had  linked  the 
chances  of  his  career,  and  which  her  fiery  and  rapid  intellect 
was  wholly  unable  to  comprehend  —  save  as  a  waste  of  life 
for  uncertain  and  distant  objects  —  became  her  task.  And 
she  saw  with  delight  that  Ardworth  listened  to  her  more 
assentingly  than  he  had  done  at  first.  In  truth,  the  pain 
shut  within  his  heart,  the  conflict  waged  keenly  between  his 
reason  and  his  passion,  unfitted  him  for  the  time  for  mere 
mechanical  employment,  in  which  his  genius  could  afford  him 
no  consolation.  Now,  genius  is  given  to  man,  not  only  to 
enlighten  others,  but  to  comfort  as  well  as  to  elevate  himself. 
Thus,  in  all  the  sorrows  of  actual  existence,  the  man  is  doubly 
inclined  to  turn  to  his  genius  for  distraction.  Harassed  in 
this  world  of  action,  he  knocks  at  the  gate  of  that  world  of 
idea  or  fancy  which  he  is  privileged  to  enter;  he  escapes  from 
the  clay  to  the  spirit.  And  rarely,  till  some  great  grief  comes, 
does  the  man  in  whom  the  celestial  fire  is  lodged  know  all  the 
gift  of  which  he  is  possessed.  At  last  Ardworth's  visits 
ceased  abruptly.  He  shut  himself  up  once  more  in  his  cham- 
bers; but  the  law  books  were -laid  aside. 

Varney,  who  generally  contrived  to  call  when  Ardworth  was 
not  there,  seldom  interrupted  the  lovers  in  their  little  para- 
dise of  the  garden;  but  he  took  occasion  to  ripen  and  cement 
his  intimacy  with  Percival.  Sometimes  he  walked  or  (if  St. 
John  had  his  cabriolet)  drove  home  and  dined  with  him,  tete- 
a-tete,  in  Cnrzon  Street;  and  as  he  made  Helen  his  chief 
subject  of  conversation,  Percival  could  not  but  esteem  him 
amongst  the  most  agreeable  of  men.  With  Helen,  when 
Percival  was  not  there,  Varney  held  some  secret  conferences 
—  secret  even  from  Percival.  Two  or  three  times,  before  the 
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hour  in  which  Percival  was  accustomed  to  come,  they  had 
been  out  together;  and  Helen's  face  looked  more  cheerful 
than  usual  on  their  return.  It  was  not  surprising  that  Gabriel 
Varney,  so  displeasing  to  a  man  like  Ardworth,  should  have 
won  little  less  favour  with, Helen  than  with  Percival;  for,  to 
say  nothing  of  an  ease  and  suavity  of  manner  which  stole  into 
the  confidence  of  those  in  whom  to  confide  was  a  natural  pro- 
pensity, his  various  acquisitions  and  talents,  imposing  from 
the  surface  over  which  they  spread,  and  the  glitter  which 
they  made,  had  an  inevitable  effect  upon  a  mind  so  suscepti- 
ble as  Helen's  to  admiration  for  art  and  respect  for  knowl- 
edge. But  what  chiefly  conciliated  her  to  Varney,  whom  she 
regarded,  moreover,  as  her  aunt's  most  intimate  friend,  was 
that  she  was  persuaded  he  was  unhappy,  and  wronged  by  the 
world  of  fortune.  Varney  had  a  habit  of  so  representing  him- 
self, —  of  dwelling  with  a  bitter  eloquence,  which  his  natural 
malignity  made  forcible,  on  the  injustice  of  the  world  to  supe- 
rior intellect.  He  was  a  great  accuser  of  Fate.  It  is  the 
illogical  weakness  of  some  evil  natures  to  lay  all  their  crimes, 
and  the  consequences  of  crime,  upon  Destiny.  There  was  a 
heat,  a  vigour,  a  rush  of  words,  and  a  readiness  of  strong,  if 
trite,  imagery  in  what  Varney  said  that  deceived  the  young 
into  the  monstrous  error  that  he  was  an  enthusiast,  — misan- 
thropical, perhaps,  but  only  so  from  enthusiasm.  How  could 
Helen,  whose  slightest  thought,  when  a  star  broke  forth  from 
the  cloud,  or  a  bird  sung  suddenly  from  the  copse,  had  more 
of  wisdom  and  of  poetry  than  all  Varney 's  gaudy  and  painted 
seemings  ever  could  even  mimic,  —  how  could  she  be  so  de- 
ceived? Yet  so  it  was.  Here  stood  a  man  whose  youth  she 
supposed  had  been  devoted  to  refined  and  elevating  pursuits, 
gifted,  neglected,  disappointed,  solitary,  and  unhappy.  She 
saw  little  beyond.  You  had  but  to  touch  her  pity  to  win  her 
interest  and  to  excite  her  trust.  Of  anything  further,  even 
had  Percival  never  existed,  she  could  not  have  dreamed.  It 
was  because  a  secret  and  undefinable  repugnance,  in  the  midst 
of  pity,  trust,  and  friendship,  put  Varney  altogether  out  of 
the  light  of  a  possible  lover,  that  all  those  sentiments  were 
so  easily  kindled.  This  repugnance  arose  not  from  the  dis- 
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parity  between  their  years;  it  was  rather  that  nameless 
uncongeniality  which  does  not  forbid  friendship,  but  is  irre- 
concilable with  love.  To  do  Varney  justice,  he  never  offered 
to  reconcile  the  two.  Not  for  love  did  he  secretly  confer 
with  Helen ;  not  for  love  did  his  heart  beat  against  the  hand 
which  reposed  so  carelessly  on  his  murderous  arm. 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE   RATTLE   OF   THE   SNAKE. 

THE  progress  of  affection  between  natures  like  those  of 
Percival  and  Helen,  favoured  by  free  and  constant  inter- 
course, was  naturally  rapid.  It  was  scarcely  five  weeks  from 
the  day  he  had  first  seen  Helen,  and  he  already  regarded 
her  as  his  plighted  bride.  During  the  earlier  days  of  his 
courtship,  Percival,  enamoured  and  absorbed  for  the  first  time 
in  his  life,  did  not  hasten  to  make  his  mother  the  confidante 
of  his  happiness.  He  had  written  but  twice;  and  though  he 
said  briefly,  in  the  second  letter,  that  he  had  discovered  two 
relations,  both  interesting  and  one  charming,  he  had  deferred 
naming  them  or  entering  into  detail.  This  not  alone  from 
that  indescribable  coyness  which  all  have  experienced  in 
addressing  even  those  with  whom  they  are  most  intimate, 
in  the  early,  half-unrevealed,  and  mystic  emotions  of  first 
love,  but  because  Lady  Mary's  letters  had  been  so  full  of  her 
sister's  declining  health,  of  her  own  anxieties  and  fears,  that 
he  had  shrunk  from  giving  her  a  new  subject  of  anxiety ;  and 
a  confidence  full  of  hope  and  joy  seemed  to  him  unfeeling  and 
unseasonable.  He  knew  how  necessarily  uneasy  and  restless 
an  avowal  that  his  heart  was  seriously  engaged  to  one  she  had 
never  seen,  would  make  that  tender  mother,  and  that  his  con- 
fession would  rather  add  to  her  cares  than  produce  sympathy 
with  his  transports.  But  now,  feeling  impatient  for  his 
mother's  assent  to  the  formal  proposals  which  had  become 
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due  to  Madame  Dalibard  and  Helen,  and  taking  advantage  of 
the  letter  last  received  from  her,  which  gave  more  cheering 
accounts  of  her  sister,  and  expressed  curiosity  for  further 
explanation  as  to  his  half  disclosure,  he  wrote  at  length,  and 
cleared  his  breast  of  all  its  secrets.  It  was  the  same  day  in 
which  he  wrote  this  confession  and  pleaded  his  cause  that  we 
accompany  him  to  the  house  of  his  sweet  mistress,  and  leave 
him  by  her  side,  in  the  accustomed  garden.  Within,  Madame 
Dalibard,  whose  chair  was  set  by  the  window,  bent  over  cer- 
tain letters,  which  she  took,  one  by  one,  from  her  desk  and 
read  slowly,  lifting  her  eyes  from  time  to  time  and  glancing 
towards  the  young  people  as  they  walked,  hand  in  hand,  round 
the  small  demesnes,  now  hid  by  the  fading  foliage,  now  emerg- 
ing into  view.  Those  letters  were  the  early  love-epistles  of 
William  Mainwaring.  She  had  not  recurred  to  them  for 
years.  Perhaps  she  now  felt  that  food  necessary  to  the  sus- 
tainment  of  her  fiendish  designs.  It  was  a  strange  spectacle 
to  see  this  being,  so  full  of  vital  energy,  mobile  and  restless 
as  a  serpent,  condemned  to  that  helpless  decrepitude,  chained 
to  the  uneasy  seat,  not  as  in  the  resigned  and  passive  imbe- 
cility of  extreme  age,  but  rather  as  one  whom  in  the  prime  of 
life  the  rack  has  broken,  leaving  the  limbs  inert,  the  mind 
active,  the  form  as  one  dead,  the  heart  with  superabundant 
vigour,  — a  cripple's  impotence  and  a  Titan's  will!  What,  in 
that  dreary  imprisonment  and  amidst  the  silence  she  habit- 
ually preserved,  passed  through  the  caverns  of  that  breast, 
one  can  no  more  conjecture  than  one  can  count  the  blasts  that 
sweep  and  rage  through  the  hollows  of  impenetrable  rock,  or 
the  elements  that  conflict  in  the  bosom  of  the  volcano,  ever- 
lastingly at  work.  She  had  read  and  replaced  the  letters,  and 
leaning  her  cheek  on  her  hand,  was  gazing  vacantly  on  the 
wall,  when  Varney  intruded  on  that  dismal  solitude. 

He  closed  the  door  after  him  with  more  than  usual  care; 
and  drawing  a  seat  close  to  Lucretia,  said,  "Belle-mere,  the 
time  has  arrived  for  you  to  act;  my  part  is  wellnigh  closed." 

"Ay,"  said  Lucretia,  wearily,  "what  is  the  news  you 
bring?" 

"First,"  replied  Varney,  and  as  he  spoke,  he   shut  the 
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window,  as  if  his  whisper  could  possibly  be  heard  without, 
—  "  first,  all  this  business  connected  with  Helen  is  at  length 
arranged.  You  know  when,  agreeably  to  your  permission,  I 
first  suggested  to  her,  as  it  were  casually,  that  you  were  so 
reduced  in  fortune  that  I' trembled  to  regard  your  future;  that 
you  had  years  ago  sacrificed  nearly  half  your  pecuniary  re- 
sources to  maintain  her  parents,  —  she  of  herself  reminded  me 
that  she  was  entitled,  when  of  age,  to  a  sum  far  exceeding  all 
her  wants,  and  —  " 

"That  I  might  be  a  pensioner  on  the  child  of  William. 
Mainwaring  and  Susan  Mivers,"  interrupted  Lucretia.  "I 
know  that,  and  thank  her  not.  Pass  on." 

"And  you  know,  too,  that  in  the  course  of  my  conversation 
with  the  girl  I  let  out  also  incidentally  that,  even  so,  you 
were  dependent  on  the  chances  of  her  life;  that  if  she  died 
(and  youth  itself  is  mortal)  before  she  was  of  age,  the  sum  left 
her  by  her  grandfather  would  revert  to  her  father's  family;  and 
so,  by  hints,  I  drew  her  on  to  ask  if  there  was  no  mode  by 
which,  in  case  of  her  death,  she  might  insure  subsistence  to 
you.  So  that  you  see  the  whole  scheme  was  made  at  her  own 
prompting.  I  did  but,  as  a  man  of  business,  suggest  the 
means,  — an  insurance  on  her  life." 

"Varney,  these  details  are  hateful.  I  do  not  doubt  that 
you  have  done  all  to  forestall  inquiry  and  elude  risk.  The 
girl  has  insured  her  life  to  the  amount  of  her  fortune?" 

"To  that  amount  only?  Pooh!  Her  death  will  buy  more 
than  that.  As  no  one  single  office  will  insure  for  more  than 
£5,000,  and  as  it  was  easy  to  persuade  her  that  such  offices 
were  liable  to  failure,  and  that  it  was  usual  to  insure  in  sev- 
eral, and  for  a  larger  amount  than  the  sum  desired,  I  got  her 
to  enter  herself  at  three  of  the  principal  offices.  The  amount 
paid  to  us  on  her  death  will  be  £15,000.  It  will  be  paid 
(and  here  I  have  followed  the  best  legal  advice)  in  trust  to  me 
for  your  benefit.  Hence,  therefore,  even  if  our  researches  fail 
us,  if  no  son  of  yours  can  be  found,  with  sufficient  evidence 
to  prove,  against  the  keen  interests  and  bought  advocates  of 
heirs-at-law,  the  right  to  Laughton,  this  girl  will  repay  us 
well,  will  replace  what  I  have  taken,  at  the  risk  of  my  neck, 
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perhaps,  — certainly  at  the  risk  of  the  hulks,  — from  the  capi- 
tal of  my  uncle's  legacy,  will  refund  what  we  have  spent  on 
the  inquiry;  and  the  residue  will  secure  to  you  an  inde- 
pendence sufficing  for  your  wants  almost  for  life,  and  to  me 
what  will  purchase  with  economy,"  and  Varney  smiled,  "a 
year  or  so  of  a  gentleman's  idle  pleasures.  Are  you  satisfied 
thus  far?" 

"She  will  die  happy  and  innocent,"  muttered  Lucretia, 
with  the  growl  of  deinonaic  disappointment. 

"Will  you  wait,  then,  till  my  forgery  is  detected,  and  I 
have  no  power  to  buy  the  silence  of  the  trustees,  —  wait  till 
I  am  in  prison,  and  on  a  trial  for  life  and  death?  Reflect, 
every  day,  every  hour,  of  delay  is  fraught  with  peril.  But  if 
my  safety  is  nothing  compared  to  the  refinement  of  your 
revenge,  will  you  wait  till  Helen  marries  Percival  St.  John? 
You  start!  But  can  you  suppose  that  this  innocent  love-play 
will  not  pass  rapidly  to  its  denouement  ?  It  is  but  yesterday 
that  Percival  confided  to  me  that  he  should  write  this  very 
day  to  his  mother,  and  communicate  all  his  feelings  and  his 
hopes;  that  he  waited  but  her  assent  to  propose  formally  for 
Helen.  Now  one  of  two  things  must  happen..  Either  this 
mother,  haughty  and  vain  as  lady-mothers  mostly  are,  may 
refuse  consent  to  her  son's  marriage  with  the  daughter  of  a 
disgraced  banker  and  the  niece  of  that  Lucretia  Dalibard 
whom  her  husband  would  not  admit  beneath  his  roof  —  " 

"  Hold,  sir ! "  exclaimed  Lucretia,  haughtily ;  and  amidst 
all  the  passions  that  darkened  her  countenance  and  degraded 
her  soul,  some  flash  of  her  ancestral  spirit  shot  across  her 
brow.  But  it  passed  quickly,  and  she  added,  with  fierce  com- 
posure, "  You  are  right ;  go  on !  " 

"  Either  —  and  pardon  me  for  an  insult  that  comes  not  from 
me  —  either  this  will  be  the  case :  Lady  Mary  St.  John  will 
hasten  back  in  alarm  to  London;  she  exercises  extraordinary 
control  over  her  son;  she  may  withdraw  him  from  us  alto- 
gether, from  me  as  well  as  you,  and  the  occasion  now  pre- 
sented to  us  may  be  lost  (who  knows?)  forever,  — or  she  may 
be  a  weak  and  fond  woman;  may  be  detained  in  Italy  by  her 
sister's  illness;  maybe  anxious  that  the  last  lineal  descend- 
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ant  of  the  St.  Johns  should  marry  betimes,  and,  moved  by 
her  darling's  prayers,  may  consent  at  once  to  the  union.  Or 
a  third  course,  which  Percival  thinks  the  most  probable,  and 
which,  though  most  unwelcome  to  us  of  all,  I  had  wellnigh 
forgotten,  may  be  adopted.  She  may  come  to  England,  and 
in  order  to  judge  her  son's  choice  with  her  own  eyes,  may 
withdraw  Helen  from  your  roof  to  hers.  At  all  events,  delays 
are  dangerous,  —  dangerous,  putting  aside  my  personal  inter- 
est, and  regarding  only  your  own  object,  —  may  bring  to  our 
acts  new  and  searching  eyes  ;  may  cut  us  off  from  the  habitual 
presence  either  of  Percival  or  Helen,  or  both;  or  surround 
them,  at  the  first  breath  of  illness,  with  prying  friends  and 
formidable  precautions.  The  birds  now  are  in  our  hands. 
Why  then  open  the  cage  and  bid  them  fly,  in  order  to  spread 
the  net?  This  morning  all  the  final  documents  with  the 
Insurance  Companies  are  completed.  It  remains  for  me  but 
to  pay  the  first  quarterly  premiums.  For  that  I  think  I  am 
prepared,  without  drawing  further  on  your  hoards  or  my  own 
scanty  resources,  which  Grabman  will  take  care  to  drain  fast 
enough." 

"And  Percival  St.  John?"  said  Madame  Dalibard.  "We 
want  no  idle  sacrifices.  If  my  son  be  not  found,  we  need  not 
that  boy's  ghost  amongst  those  who  haunt  us." 

"  Surely  not, "  said  Varney ;  "  and  for  my  part,  he  may  be 
more  useful  to  me  alive  than  dead.  There  is  no  insurance  on 
his  life,  and  a  rich  friend  (credulous  greenhorn  that  he  is!) 
is  scarcely  of  that  flock  of  geese  which  it  were  wise  to  slay 
from  the  mere  hope  of  a  golden  egg.  Percival  St.  John  is 
your  victim,  not  mine ;  not  till  you  give  the  order  would  I  lift 
a  finger  to  harm  him." 

"Yes,  let  him  live,  unless  my  son  be  found  to  me,"  said 
Madame  Dalibard,  almost  exultingly,  — "let  him  live  to  for- 
get yon  fair-faced  fool,  leaning  now,  see  you,  so  delightedly 
on  his  arm,  and  fancying  eternity  in  the  hollow  vows  of  love ; 
let  him  live  to  wrong  and  abandon  her  by  forgetfulness, 
though  even  in  the  grave;  to  laugh  at  his  boyish  dreams,  — 
to  sully  her  memory  in  the  arms  of  harlots !  Oh,  if  the  dead 
can  suffer,  let  him  live,  that  she  may  feel  beyond  the  grave 
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his  inconstancy  and  his  fall.  Methinks  that  that  thought  will 
comfort  me  if  Vincent  be  no  more,  and  I  stand  childless  in 
the  world!" 

"It  is  so  settled,  then,"  said  Varney,  ever  ready  to  clinch 
the  business  that  promised  gold,  and  relieve  his  apprehen- 
sions of  the  detection  of  his  fraud.  "  And  now  to  your  noise- 
less hands,  as  soon  as  may  be,  I  consign  the  girl;  she  has 
lived  long  enough! " 


CHAPTER  XL 

LOVE  AND   INNOCENCE. 

DURING  this  conference  between  these  execrable  and  raven- 
ing birds  of  night  and  prey,  Helen  and  her  boy-lover  were 
thus  conversing  in  the  garden;  while  the  autumn  sun  —  for  it 
was  in  the  second  week  of  October  —  broke  pleasantly  through 
the  yellowing  leaves  of  the  tranquil  shrubs,  and  the  flowers, 
which  should  have  died  with  the  gone  summer,  still  fresh  by 
tender  care,  despite  the  lateness  of  the  season,  smiled  grate- 
fully as  their  light  footsteps  passed. 

"Yes,  Helen,"  said  Percival, — "yes,  you  will  love  my 
mother,  for  she  is  one  of  those  people  who  seem  to  attract 
love,  as  if  it  were  a  property  belonging  to  them.  Even  my 
dog  Beau  (you  know  how  fond  Beau  is  of  me  /)  always  nestles 
at  her  feet  when  we  are  at  home.  I  own  she  has  pride,  but 
it  is  a  pride  that  never  offended  any  one.  You  know  there 
are  some  flowers  that  we  call  proud.  The  pride  of  the  flower 
is  not  more  harmless  than  my  mother's.  But  perhaps  pride  is 
not  the  right  word,  —  it  is  rather  the  aversion  to  anything  low 
or  mean,  the  admiration  for  everything  pure  and  high.  Ah, 
how  that  very  pride  —  if  pride  it  be  —  will  make  her  love  you, 
my  Helen ! " 

"You  need  not  tell  me,"  said  Helen,  smiling  seriously, 
"that  I  shall  love  your  mother, — I  love  her  already;  nay, 
from  the  first  moment  you  said  you  had  a  mother,  my  heart 
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teaped  to  her.  Your  mother,  —  if  ever  you  are  really  jealous, 
it  must  be  of  her!  But  that  she  should  love  me, — that  is 
what  I  doubt  and  fear.  For  if  you  were  my  brother,  Perci- 
val,  I  should  be  so  ambitious  for  you.  A  nymph  must  rise 
from  the  stream,  a  sylphid  from  the  rose,  before  I  could  allow 
another  to  steal  you  from  my  side.  And  if  I  think  I  should 
feel  this  only  as  your  sister,  what  can  be  precious  enough  to 
satisfy  a  mother?" 

"You,  and  you  only,"  answered  Percival,  with  his  blithe- 
some laugh, — "you,  my  sweet  Helen,  much  better  than 
nymph  or  sylphid,  about  whom,  between  ourselves,  I  never 
cared  three  straws,  even  in  a  poem.  How  pleased  you  will 
be  with  Laughton!  Do  you  know,  I  was  lying  awake  all  last 
night  to  consider  what  room  you  would  like  best  for  your 
own?  And  at  last  I  have  decided.  Come,  listen,  —  it  opens 
from  the  music-gallery  that  overhangs  the  hall.  From  the 
window  you  overlook  the  southern  side  of  the  park,  and  catch 
a  view  of  the  lake  beyond.  There  are  two  niches  in  the  wall, 
—  one  for  your  piano,  one  for  your  favourite  books.  It  is 
just  large  enough  to  hold  four  persons  with  ease,  —  our 
mother  and  myself,  your  aunt,  whom  by  that  time  we  shall 
have  petted  into  good  humour;  and  if  we  can  coax  Ard worth 
there,  —  the  best  good  fellow  that  ever  lived,  —  I  think  our 
party  will  be  complete.  By  the  way,  I  am  uneasy  about  Ard- 
worth,  it  is  so  long  since  we  have  seen  him;  I  have  called 
three  times, — nay,  five, — but  his  odd-looking  clerk  always 
swears  he  is  not  at  home.  Tell  me,  Helen,  now  you  know 
him  so  well,  — tell  me  how  I  can  serve  him?  You  know,  I 
am  so  terribly  rich  (at  least,  I  shall  be  in  a  month  or  two), 
I  can  never  get  through  my  money,  unless  my  friends  will 
help  me.  And  is  it  not  shocking  that  that  noble  fellow 
should  be  so  poor,  and  yet  suffer  me  to  call  him  '  friend, '- 
as  if  in  friendship  one  man  should  want  everything,  and  the 
other  nothing?  Still,  I  don't  know  how  to  venture  to  pro- 
pose. Come,  you  understand  me,  Helen;  let  us  lay  our 
wise  heads  together  and  make  him  well  off,  in  spite  of 
himself." 

It  was  in  this  loose  boyish  talk  of  Percival  that  he  had 
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found  the  way,  not  only  to  Helen's  heart,  but  to  her  soul. 
For  in  this  she  (grand,  undeveloped  poetess!)  recognized  a 
nobler  poetry  than  we  chain  to  rhythm,  —  the  poetry  of  gen- 
erous deeds.  She  yearned  to  kiss  the  warm  hand  she  held, 
and  drew  nearer  to  his  side  as  she  answered:  "And  some- 
times, dear,  dear  Percival,  you  wonder  why  I  would  rather 
listen  to  you  than  to  all  Mr.  Varney's  bitter  eloquence,  or 
even  to  my  dear  cousin's  aspiring  ambition.  They  talk  well, 
but  it  is  of  themselves;  while  you  —  " 

Percival  blushed,  and  checked  her. 

"Well,"  she  said, — "well,  to  your  question.  Alas!  you 
know  little  of  my  cousin  if  you  think  all  our  arts  could  decoy 
him  out  of  his  rugged  independence ;  and  much  as  I  love  him, 
I  could  not  wish  it.  But  do  not  fear  for  him ;  he  is  one  of 
those  who  are  born  to  succeed,  and  without  help." 

"How  do  you  know  that,  pretty  prophetess?  "  said  Percival, 
with  the  superior  air  of  manhood.  "  I  have  seen  more  of  the 
world  than  you  have,  and  I  cannot  see  why  Ardworth  should 
succeed,  as  you  call  it;  or,  if  so,  why  he  should  succeed  less 
if  he  swung  his  hammock  in  a  better  berth  than  that  hole  in 
Gray's  Inn,  and  would  just  let  me  keep  him  a  cab  and 
groom." 

Had  Percival  talked  of  keeping  John  Ardworth  an  elephant 
and  a  palaquin,  Helen  could  not  have  been  more  amused.  She 
clapped  her  little  hands  in  a  delight  that  provoked  Percival, 
and  laughed  out  loud.  Then,  seeing  her  boy-lover's  lip 
pouted  petulantly,  and  his  brow  was  overcast,  she  said,  more 
seriously,  — 

"  Do  you  not  know  what  it  is  to  feel  convinced  of  something 
which  you  cannot  explain?  Well,  I  feel  this  as  to  my  cousin's 
fame  and  fortunes.  Surely,  too,  you  must  feel  it,  you  scarce 
know  why,  when  he  speaks  of  that  future  which  seems  so 
dim  and  so  far  to  me,  as  of  something  that  belonged  to 
him." 

"Very  true,  Helen,"  said  Percival;  "he  lays  it  out  like  the 
map  of  his  estate.  One  can't  laugh  when  he  says  so  care- 
lessly :  '  At  such  an  age  I  shall  lead  my  circuit ;  at  such  an 
age  I  shall  be  rich;  at  such  an  age  I  shall  enter  parliament; 
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and  beyond  that  I  shall  look  as  yet]no  farther.'  And,  poor 
fellow,  then  he  will  be  forty-three !  And  in  the  mean  while 
to  suffer  such  privations !  " 

"There  are  no  privations  to  one  who  lives  in  the  future," 
said  Helen,  with  that  noble  intuition  into  lofty  natures  which 
at  times  flashed  from  her  childish  simplicity,  foreshadowing 
what,  if  Heaven  spare  her  life,  her  maturer  intellect  may  de- 
velop ;  "  for  Ard worth  there  is  no  such  thing  as  poverty.  He 
is  as  rich  in  his  hopes  as  we  are  in  —  "  She  stopped  short, 
blushed,  and  continued,  with  downcast  looks :  "  As  well  might 
you  pity  me  in  these  walks,  so  dreary  without  you.  I  do  not 
live  in  them,  I  live  in  my  thoughts  of  you." 

Her  voice  trembled  with  emotion  in  those  last  words.  She 
slid  from  Percival's  arm,  and  timidly  sat  down  (and  he  beside 
her)  on  a  little  mound  under  the  single  chestnut-tree,  that 
threw  its  shade  over  the  garden. 

Both  were  silent  for  some  moments, — Percival,  with 
grateful  ecstasy;  Helen,  with  one  of  those  sudden  fits  of 
mysterious  melancholy  to  which  her  nature  was  so  subjected. 

He  was  the  first  to  speak.  "Helen,"  he  said  gravely, 
"since  I  have  known  you,  I  feel  as  if  life  were  a  more  sol- 
emn thing  than  I  ever  regarded  it  before.  It  seems  to  me  as 
if  a  new  and  more  arduous  duty  were  added  to  those  for  which 
I  was  prepared, — a  duty,  Helen,  to  become  worthy  of  you! 
Will  you  smile?  No,  you  will  not  smile  if  I  say  I  have  had 
my  brief  moments  of  ambition.  Sometimes  as  a  boy,  with 
Plutarch  in  my  hand,  stretched  idly  under  the  old  cedar-trees 
at  Laughton;  sometimes  as  a  sailor,  when,  becalmed  on  the 
Atlantic,  and  my  ears  freshly  filled  with  tales  of  Collingwood 
and  Nelson,  I  stole  from  my  comrades  and  leaned  musingly 
over  the  boundless  sea.  But  when  this  ample  heritage  passed 
to  me,  when  I  had  no  more  my  own  fortunes  to  make,  my  own 
rank  to  build  up,  such  dreams  became  less  and  less  frequent. 
Is  it  not  true  that  wealth  makes  us  contented  to  be  obscure? 
Yes;  I  understand,  while  I  speak,  why  poverty  itself  be- 
friends, not  cripples,  Ardworth's  energies.  But  since  I  have 
known  you,  dearest  Helen,  those  dreams  return  more  vividly 
than  ever.  He  who  claims  you  should  be  —  must  be  —  some« 
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thing  nobler  than  the  crowd.  Helen,"  —  and  he  rose  by  an 
irresistible  and  restless  impulse,  —  "I  shall  not  be  contented 
till  you  are  as  proud  of  your  choice  as  I  of  mine !  " 

It  seemed,  as  Percival  spoke  and  looked,  as  if  boyhood 
were  cast  from  him  forever.  The  unusual  weight  and  gravity 
of  his  words,  to  which  his  tone  gave  even  eloquence;  the 
steady  flash  of  his  dark  eyes ;  his  erect,  elastic  form,  —  all 
had  the  dignity  of  man.  Helen  gazed  on  him  silently,  and 
with  a  heart  so  full  that  words  would  not  come,  and  tears 
overflowed  instead. 

That  sight  sobered  him  at  once ;  he  knelt  down  beside  her, 
threw  his  arms  around  her,  — it  was  his  first  embrace,  — and 
kissed  the  tears  away. 

"How  have  I  distressed  you?     Why  do  you  weep?" 

"  Let  me  weep  on,  Percival,  dear  Percival !  These  tears  are 
like  prayers,  —  they  speak  to  Heaven  —  and  of  you !  " 

A  step  came  noiselessly  over  the  grass,  and  between  the 
lovers  and  the  sunlight  stood  Gabriel  Varney. 


CHAPTER  XII. 


PERCIVAI  was  unusually  gloomy  and  abstracted  in  his  way 
to  town  that  day,  though  Varney  was  his  companion,  and  in 
the  full  play  of  those  animal  spirits  which  he  owed  to  his 
unrivalled  physical  organization  and  the  obtuseness  of  his 
conscience.  Seeing,  at  length,  that  his  gayety  did  not  com- 
municate itself  to  Percival,  he  paused,  and  looked  at  him 
suspiciously.  A  falling  leaf  startles  the  steed,  and  a  shadow 
the  guilty  man. 

"You  are  sad,  Percival,"  he  said  inquiringly.  "What  has 
disturbed  you?" 

"It  is  nothing,  — or,  at  least,  would  seem  nothing  to  you," 
answered  Percival,  with  an  effort  to  smile,  "for  I  have  heard 
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you  laugh  at  the  doctrine  of  presentiments.     We  sailors  are 
more  superstitious." 

"What  presentiment  can  you  possibly  entertain?"  asked 
Varney,  more  anxiously  than  Percival  could  have  anticipated. 

"Presentiments  are  not  so  easily  denned,  Varney.  But,  in 
truth,  poor  Helen  has  infected  me.  Have  you  not  remarked 
that,  gay  as  she  habitually  is,  some  shadow  comes  over  her  so 
suddenly  that  one  cannot  trace  the  cause?  " 

"My  dear  Percival,"  said  Varney,  after  a  short  pause, 
"what  you  say  does  not  surprise  me.  It  would  be  false 
kindness  to  conceal  from  you  that  I  have  heard  Madame 
Dalibard  say  that  her  mother  was,  when  about  her  age, 
threatened  with  consumptive  symptoms ;  but  she  lived  many 
years  afterwards.  Nay,  nay,  rally  yourself;  Helen's  appear- 
ance, despite  the  extreme  purity  of  her  complexion,  is  not 
that  of  one  threatened  by  the  terrible  malady  of  our  climate. 
The  young  are  often  haunted  with  the  idea  of  early  death. 
As  we  grow  older,  that  thought  is  less  cherished;  in  youth  it 
is  a  sort  of  luxury.  To  this  mournful  idea  (which  you  see 
you  have  remarked  as  well  as  I)  we  must  attribute  not  only 
Helen's  occasional  melancholy,  but  a  generosity  of  fore- 
thought which  I  cannot  deny  myself  the  pleasure  of  com- 
municating to  you,  though  her  delicacy  would  be  shocked  at 
my  indiscretion.  You  know  how  helpless  her  aunt  is.  Well, 
Helen,  who  is  entitled,  when  of  age,  to  a  moderate  compe- 
tence, has  persuaded  me  to  insure  her  life  and  accept  a  trust 
to  hold  the  moneys  (if  ever  unhappily  due)  for  the  benefit  of 
my  mother-in-law,  so  that  Madame  Dalibard  may  not  be  left 
destitute  if  her  niece  die  before  she  is  twenty-one.  How  like 
Helen,  is  it  not?  " 

Percival  was  too  overcome  to  answer. 

Varney  resumed:  "I  entreat  you  not  to  mention  this  to 
Helen;  it  would  offend  her  modesty  to  have  the  secret  of  her 
good  deeds  thus  betrayed  by  one  to  whom  alone  she  confided 
them.  I  could  not  resist  her  entreaties,  though,  entre  nous,  it 
cripples  me  not  a  little  to  advance  for  her  the  necessary  sums 
for  the  premiums.  A  propos,  this  brings  me  to  a  point  on 
which  I  feel,  as  the  vulgar  idiom  goes,  '  very  awkward, '  —  a? 
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I  always  do  in  these  confounded  money-matters.  But  you 
were  good  enough  to  ask  me  to  paint  you  a  couple  of  pictures 
for  Laughton.  Now,  if  you  could  let  me  have  some  portion 
of  the  sum,  whatever  it  be  (for  I  don't  price  my  paintings  to 
you),  it  would  very  much  oblige  me." 

Percival  turned  away  his  face  as  he  wrung  Varney's  hand, 
and  muttered,  with  a  choked  voice :  "  Let  me  have  my  share  in 
Helen's  divine  forethought.  Good  Heavens!  she,  so  young, 
to  look  thus  beyond  the  grave,  always  for  others  —  for 
others ! " 

Callous  as  the  wretch  was,  Percival 's  emotion  and  his 
proposal  struck  Varney  with  a  sentiment  like  compunction. 
He  had  designed  to  appropriate  the  lover's  gold  as  it  was 
now  offered;  but  that  Percival  himself  should  propose  it, 
blind  to  the  grave  to  which  that  gold  paved  the  way,  was  a 
horror  not  counted  in  those  to  which  his  fell  cupidity  and  his 
goading  apprehensions  had  familiarized  his  conscience. 

"No,"  he  said,  with  one  of  those  wayward  scruples  to 
which  the  blackest  criminals  are  sometimes  susceptible,  — 
"no.  I  have  promised  Helen  to  regard  this  as  a  loan  to  her, 
w'hich  she  is  to  repay  me  when  of  age.  What  you  may 
advance  me  is  for  the  pictures.  I  have  a  right  to  do  as  I 
please  with  what  is  bought  by  my  own  labour. ,  And  the  sub- 
jects of  the  pictures,  what  shall  they  be?" 

"For  one  picture  try  and  recall  Helen's  aspect  and  attitude 
when  you  came  to  us  in  the  garden,  and  entitle  your  subject : 
'The  Foreboding.'" 

"  Hem ! "  said  Varney,  hesitatingly.  "  And  the  other 
subject?  " 

"Wait  for  that  till  the  joy -bells  at  Laughton  have  wel- 
comed a  bride,  and  then  —  and  then,  Varney,"  added  Perci- 
val, with  something  of  his  natural  joyous  smile,  "you  must 
take  the  expression  as  you  find  it.  Once  under  my  care,  and, 
please  Heaven,  the  one  picture  shall  laughingly  upbraid  the 
other!" 

As  this  was  said,  the  cabriolet  stopped  at  Percival 's  door. 
Varney  dined  with  him  that  day;  and  if  the  conversation 
flagged,  it  did  not  revert  to  the  subject  which  had  so  dark- 
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ened  the  bright  spirits  of  the  host,  and  so  tried  the  hypocrisy 
of  the  guest.  When  Varney  left,  which  he  did  as  soon  as  the 
dinner  was  concluded,  Percival  silently  put  a  check  into  his 
hands,  to  a  greater  amount  than  Varney  had  anticipated  even 
from  his  generosity. 

"This  is  for  four  pictures,  not  two,"  he  said,  shaking  his 
head;  and  then,  .with  his  characteristic  conceit,  he  added: 
"Well,  some  years  hence  the  world  shall  not  call  them  over- 
paid. Adieu,  my  Medici ;  a  dozen  such  men,  and  Art  would 
revive  in  England." 

When  he  was  left  alone,  Percival  sat  down,  and  leaning  his 
face  on  both  hands,  gave  way  to  the  gloom  which  his  native 
manliness  and  the  delicacy  that  belongs  to  true  affection  had 
made  him  struggle  not  to  indulge  in  the  presence  of  another. 
Never  had  he  so  loved  Helen  as  in  that  hour ;  never  had  he 
go  intimately  and  intensely  felt  her  matchless  worth.  The 
image  of  her  unselfish,  quiet,  melancholy  consideration  for 
that  austere,  uncaressing,  unsympathizing  relation,  under 
whose  shade  her  young  heart  must  have  withered,  seemed 
to  him  filled  with  a  celestial  pathos.  And  he  almost  hated 
Varney  that  the  cynic  painter  could  have  talked  of  it  with 
that  business-like  phlegm.  The  evening  deepened;  the  tran- 
quil street  grew  still;  the  air  seemed  close;  the  solitude 
oppressed  him;  he  rose  abruptly,  seized  his  hat,  and  went 
forth  slowly,  and  still  with  a  heavy  heart. 

As  he  entered  Piccadilly,  on  the  broad  step  of  that  house 
successively  inhabited  by  the  Duke  of  Queensberry  and  Lord 
Hertford,  — on  the  step  of  that  mansion  up  which  so  many 
footsteps  light  with  wanton  pleasure  have  gayly  trod,  Perci- 
val's  eye  fell  upon  a  wretched,  squalid,  ragged  object,  doubled 
up,  as  it  were,  in  that  last  despondency  which  has  ceased  to 
beg,  that  has  no  care  to  steal,  that  has  no  wish  to  live.  Per- 
cival halted,  and  touched  the  outcast. 

"What  is  the  matter,  my  poor  fellow?  Take  care';  the 
policeman  will  not  suffer  you  to  rest  here.  Come,  cheer  up, 
I  say!  There  is  something  to  find  you  a  better  lodging!  " 

The  silver  fell  unheeded  on  the  stones.  The  thing  of  rags 
did  not  even  raise  its  head,  but  a  low,  broken  voice  muttered,  — • 
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"It  be  too  late  now;  let  'em  take  me  to  prison,  let  'em 
send  me  'cross  the  sea  to  Buttany,  let  'em  hang  me,  if  they 
please.  I  be  's  good  for  nothin'  now,  —  nothin' !  " 

Altered  as  the  voice  was,  it  struck  Percival  as  familiar. 
He  looked  down  and  caught  a  view  of  the  drooping  face. 

"  Up,  man,  up ! "  he  said  cheerily.  "  See,  Providence 
sends  you  an  old  friend  in  need,  to  teach  you  never  to 
despair  again." 

The  hearty  accent,  more  than  the  words,  touched  and 
aroused  the  poor  creature.  He  rose  mechanically,  and  a 
sickly,  grateful  smile  passed  over  his  wasted  features  as  he 
recognized  St.  John. 

"Come!  how  is  this?  I  have  always  understood  that  to 
keep  a  crossing  was  a  flourishing  trade  nowadays." 

"I  'as  no  crossin'.  I  'as  sold  her!"  groaned  Beck.  "I 
be's  good  for  nothin'  now  but  to  cadge  about  the  streets,  and 
steal,  and  filch,  and  hang  like  the  rest  on  us!  Thank  you 
kindly,  sir, "  and  Beck  pulled  his  forelock,  "  but,  please  your 
honour,  I  vould  rather  make  an  ind  on  it !  " 

"Pooh,  pooh!  didn't  I  tell  you  when  you  wanted  a  friend 
to  come  to  me?  Why  did  you  doubt  me,  foolish  fellow? 
Pick  up  those  shillings ;  get  a  bed  and  a  supper.  Come  and 
see  me  to-morrow  at  nine  o'clock;  you  know  where, — the 
same  house  in  Curzon  Street;  you  shall  tell  me  then  your 
whole  story,  and  it  shall  go  hard  but  I  '11  buy  you  another 
crossing,  or  get  you  something  just  as  good." 

Poor  Beck  swayed  a  moment  or  two  on  his  slender  legs  like 
a  drunken  man,  and  then,  suddenly  falling  on  his  knees,  he 
kissed  the  hem  of  his  benefactor's  garment,  and  fairly  wept. 
Those  tears  relieved  him;  they  seemed  to  wash  the  drought 
of  despair  from  his  heart. 

"Hush,  hush!  or  we  shall  have  a  crowd  round  us.     You'll 

not  forget,  my  poor  friend,  No. ,  Curzon  Street, — nine 

to-morrow.  Make  haste  now,  and  get  food  and  rest;  you 
look,  indeed,  as  if  you  wanted  them.  Ah,  would  to  Heaven 
all  the  poverty  in  this  huge  city  stood  here  in  thy  person,  and 
we  could  aid  it  as  easily  as  I  can  thee !  " 

Percival  had  moved  on  as  he  said  those  last  words,  and 
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looking  back,  lie  had  the  satisfaction  to  see  that  Beck  was 
slowly  crawling  after  him,  and  had  escaped  the  grim  question 
of  a  very  portly  policeman,  who  had  no  doubt  expressed  a  nat- 
ural indignation  at  the  audacity  of  so  ragged  a  skeleton  not 
keeping  itself  respectably  at  home  in  its  churchyard. 

Entering  one  of  the  clubs  in  St.  James's  Street,  Percival 
found  a  small  knot  of  politicians  in  eager  conversation  respect- 
ing a  new  book  which  had  been  published  but  a  day  or  two 
before,  but  which  had  already  seized  the  public  attention  with 
that  strong  grasp  which  constitutes  always  an  era  in  an 
author's  life,  sometimes  an  epoch  in  a  nation's  literature. 
The  newspapers  were  full  of  extracts  from  the  work,  —  the 
gossips,  of  conjecture  as  to  the  authorship.  We  need  scarcely 
say  that  a  book  which  makes  this  kind  of  sensation  must  hit 
some  popular  feeling  of  the  hour,  supply  some  popular  want. 
Ninety-nine  times  out  of  a  hundred,  therefore,  its  character 
is  political;  it  was  so  in  the  present  instance.  It  may  be 
remembered  that  that  year  parliament  sat  during  great  part 
of  the  month  of  October,  that  it  was  the  year  in  which  the 
Reform  Bill  was  rejected  by  the  House  of  Lords,  and  that 
public  feeling  in  our  time  had  never  been  so  keenly  excited. 
This  work  appeared  during  the  short  "interval  between  the 
rejection  of  the  Bill  and  the  prorogation  of  parliament.1  And 
what  made  it  more  remarkable  was,  that  while  stamped  with 
the  passion  of  the  time,  there  was  a  weight  of  calm  and  stern 
reasoning  embodied  in  its  vigorous  periods,  which  gave  to 
the  arguments  of  the  advocate  something  of  the  impartiality 
of  the  judge.  Unusually  abstracted  and  unsocial,  —  for, 
despite  his  youth  and  that  peculiar  bashfulness  before 
noticed,  he  was  generally  alive  enough  to  all  that  passed 
around  him,  —  Percival  paid  little  attention  to  the  comments 
that  circulated  round  the  easy-chairs  in  his  vicinity,  till  a 
subordinate  in  the  administration,  with  whom  he  was  slightly 
acquainted,  pushed  a  small  volume  towards  him  and  said,  — 

"  You  have  seen  this,  of  course,  St.  John  ?  Ten  to  one  you 
do  not  guess  the  author.  It  is  certainly  not  B m,  though 

1  Parliament  was  prorogued  October  20th ;  the  bill  rejected  by  the  LordSi 
October  8th. 

21 
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the  Lord  Chancellor  has  energy  enough  for  anything.  K 

says  it  has  a  touch  of  S r." 

"Could  M y  have  written  it?"  asked  a  young  member 

of  parliament,  timidly. 

"  M y !  Very  like  his  matchless  style,  to  be  sure !  You 

can  have  read  very  little  of  M y,  I  should  think,"  said  the 

subordinate,  with  the  true  sneer  of  an  official  and  a  critic. 

The  young  member  could  have  slunk  into  a  nutshell. 

Percival,  with  very  languid  interest,  glanced  over  the  vol- 
ume. But  despite  his  mood,  and  his  moderate  affection  for 
political  writings,  the  passage  he  opened  upon  struck  and 
seized  him  unawares.  Though  the  sneer  of  the  official  was 

just,  and  the  style  was  not  comparable  to  M y's  (whose 

is?),  still,  the  steady  rush  of  strong  words,  strong  with  strong 
thoughts,  heaped  massively  together,  showed  the  ease  of  gen- 
ius and  the  gravity  of  thought.  The  absence  of  all  effeminate 
glitter,  the  iron  grapple  with  the  pith  and  substance  of  the 
argument  opposed,  seemed  familiar  to  Percival.  He  thought 
he  heard  the  deep  bass  of  John  Ardworth's  earnest  voice  when 
some  truth  roused  his  advocacy,  or  some  falsehood  provoked 
his  wrath.  He  put  down  the  book,  bewildered.  Could  it  be 
the  obscure,  briefless  lawyer  in  Gray's  Inn  (that  very  morn- 
ing the  object  of  his  young  pity)  who  was  thus  lifted  into 
fame?  He  smiled  at  his  own  credulity.  But  he  listened 
with  more  attention  to  the  enthusiastic  praises  that  circled 
round,  and  the  various  guesses  which  accompanied  them. 
Soon,  however,  his  former  gloom  returned,  —  the  Babel  be- 
gan to  chafe  and  weary  him.  He  rose,  and  went  forth  again 
into  the  air.  He  strolled  on  without  purpose,  but  mechani- 
cally, into  the  street  where  he  had  first  seen  Helen.  He 
paused  a  few  moments  under  the  colonnade  which  faced 
Beck's  old  deserted  crossing.  His  pause  attracted  the  notice 
of  one  of  the  unhappy  beings  whom  we  suffer  to  pollute  our 
streets  and  rot  in  our  hospitals.  She  approached  and  spoke 
to  him,  — to  him  whose  heart  was  so  full  of  Helen!  He 
shuddered,  and  strode  on.  At  length  he  paused  before  the 
twin  towers  of  Westminster  Abbey,  on  which  the  moon  rested 
in  solemn  splendour;  and  in  that  space  one  man  only  shared 
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his  solitude.  A  figure  with  folded  arms  leaned  against  ths 
iron  rails  near  the  statue  of  Canning,  and  his  gaze  compre- 
hended in  one  view  the  walls  of  the  Parliament,  in  which  all 
passions  wage  their  war,  and  the  glorious  abbey,  which  gives 
a  Walhalla  to  the  great.  The  utter  stillness  of  the  figure,  so 
in  unison  with  the  stillness  of  the  scene,  had  upon  Percival 
more  effect  than  would  have  been  produced  by  the  most  clam- 
orous crowd.  He  looked  round  curiously  as  he  passed,  and 
uttered  an  exclamation  as  he  recognized  John  Ardworth. 

"  You,  Percival !  "  said  Ardworth.  "  A  strange  meeting- 
place  at  this  hour!  What  can  bring  you  hither?" 

"Only  whim,  I  fear;  and  you?"  as  Percival  linked  his  arm 
into  Ardworth's. 

"Twenty  years  hence  I  will  tell  you  what  brought  me 
hither ! "  answered  Ardworth,  moving  slowly  back  towards 
Whitehall. 

"If  we  are  alive  then!  " 

"We  live  till  our  destinies  below  are  fulfilled;  till  our  uses 
have  passed  from  us  in  this  sphere,  and  rise  to  benefit  an- 
other. For  the  soul  is  as  a  sun,  but  with  this  noble  distinc- 
tion,—  the  sun  is  confined  in  its  career;  day  after  day  it 
visits  the  same  lands,  gilds  the  same  planets  or  rather,  as 
the  astronomers  hold,  stands,  the  motionless  centre  of  moving 
worlds.  But  the  soul,  when  it  sinks  into  seeming  darkness 
and  the  deep,  rises  to  new  destinies,  fresh  regions  unvisited 
before.  What  we  call  Eternity,  may  be  but  an  endless  series 
of  those  transitions  which  men  call  '  deaths, '  abandonments 
of  home  after  home,  ever  to  fairer  scenes  and  loftier  heights. 
Age  after  age,  the  spirit,  that  glorious  Nomad,  may  shift  its 
tent,  fated  not  to  rest  in  the  dull  Elysium  of  the  Heathen,  but 
carrying  with  it  evermore  its  elements,  —  Activity  and  De- 
sire. Why  should  the  soul  ever  repose?  God,  its  Principle, 
reposes  never.  While  we  speak,  new  worlds  are  sparkling 
forth,  suns  are  throwing  off  their  nebulae,  nebulae  are  harden- 
ing into  worlds.  The  Almighty  proves  his  existence  by  creat- 
ing. Think  you  that  Plato  is  at  rest,  and  Shakspeare  only 
basking  on  a  sun-cloud?  Labour  is  the  very  essence  of  spirit, 
as  of  divinity ,  labour  is  the  purgatory  of  the  erring;  it  may 
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become  the  hell  of  the  wicked,  but  labour  is  not  less  the 
heaven  of  the  good! " 

Ardworth  spoke  with  unusual  earnestness  and  passion,  and 
his  idea  of  the  future  was  emblematic  of  his  own  active 
nature ;  for  each  of  us  is  wisely  left  to  shape  out,  amidst  the 
impenetrable  mists,  his  own  ideal  of  the  Hereafter.  The 
warrior  child  of  the  biting  North  placed  his  Hela  amid  snows, 
and  his  Himmel  in  the  banquets  of  victorious  war ;  the  son  of 
the  East,  parched  by  relentless  summer,  — his  hell  amidst  fire, 
and  his  elysium  by  cooling  streams ;  the  weary  peasant  sighs 
through  life  for  rest,  and  rest  awaits  his  vision  beyond  the 
grave ;  the  workman  of  genius,  —  ever  ardent,  ever  young,  — 
honours  toil  as  the  glorious  development  of  being,  and  springs 
refreshed  over  the  abyss  of  the  grave,  to  follow,  from  star  to 
star,  the  progress  that  seems  to  him  at  once  the  supreme 
felicity  and  the  necessary  law.  So  be  it  with  the  fantasy  of 
each !  Wisdom  that  is  infallible,  and  love  that  never  sleeps, 
watch  over  the  darkness,  and  bid  darkness  be,  that  we  may 
dream ! 

"  Alas ! "  said  the  young  listener,  "  what  reproof  do  you  not 
convey  to  those,  like  me,  who,  devoid  of  the  power  which 
gives  results  to  every  toil,  have  little  left  to  them  in  life,  but 
to  idle  life  away.  All  have  not  the  gift  to  write,  or  harangue, 
or  speculate,  or  —  " 

"Friend,"  interrupted  Ardworth,  bluntly,  "do  not  belie 
yourself.  There  lives  not  a  man  on  earth  —  out  of  a  lunatic 
asylum  —  who  has  not  in  him  the  power  to  do  good.  What 
can  writers,  haranguers,  or  speculators  do  more  than  that? 
Have  you  ever  entered  a  cottage,  ever  travelled  in  a  coach, 
ever  talked  with  a  peasant  in  the  field,  or  loitered  with  a 
mechanic  at  the  loom,  and  not  found  that  each  of  those  men 
had  a  talent  you  had  not,  knew  some  things  you  knew  not? 
The  most  useless  creature  that  ever  yawned  at  a  club,  or 
counted  the  vermin  on  his  rags  under  the  suns  of  Calabria, 
has  no  excuse  for  want  of  intellect.  What  men  want  is  not 
talent,  it  is  purpose,  —  in  other  words,  not  the  power  to 
achieve,  but  the  will  to  labour.  You,  Percival  St.  John,  — 
you  affect  to  despond,  lest  you  should  not  have  your  uses} 
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you,  with  that  fresh,  warm  heart;  you,  with  that  pure  enthu- 
siasm for  what  is  fresh  and  good ;  you,  who  can  even  admire 
a  thing  like  Varney,  because,  through  the  tawdry  man,  you 
recognize  art  and  skill,  even  though  wasted  in  -spoiling  can- 
vas ;  you,  who  have  only  to  live  as  you  feel,  in  order  to  diffuse 
blessings  all  around  you, — fie,  foolish  boy!  you  will  own 
your  error  when  I  tell  you  why  I  come  from  my  rooms  at 
Gray's  Inn  to  see  the  walls  in  which  Hampden,  a  plain  coun- 
try squire  like  you,  shook  with  plain  words  the  tyranny  of 
eight  hundred  years." 

"  Ard worth,  I  will  not  wait  your  time  to  tell  me  what  took 
you  yonder.  I  have  penetrated  a  secret  that  you,  not  kindly, 
kept  from  me.  This  morning  you  rose  and  found  yourself 
famous ;  this  evening  you  have  come  to  gaze  upon  the  scene 
of  the  career  to  which  that  fame  will  more  rapidly  conduct 
you  —  " 

"And  upon  the  tomb  which  the  proudest  ambition  I  can 
form  on  earth  must  content  itself  to  win !  A  poor  conclusion, 
if  all  ended  here !  " 

"1  am  right,  however,"  said  Percival,  with  boyish  pleasure. 
"  It  is  you  whose  praises  have  just  filled  my  ears.  You,  dear, 
dear  Ardworth!  How  rejoiced  I  am!  " 

Ard  worth  pressed  heartily  the  hand  extended  to  him:  "I 
should  have  trusted  you  with  my  secret  to-morrow,  Percival; 
as  it  is,  keep  it  for  the  present.  A  craving  of  my  nature  has 
been  satisfied,  a  grief  has  found  distraction.  As  for  the  rest, 
any  child  that  throws  a  stone  into  the  water  with  all  his  force 
can  make  a  splash;  but  he  would  be  a  fool  indeed  if  he  sup- 
posed that  the  splash  was  a  sign  that  he  had  turned  a  stream." 

Here  Ardworth  ceased  abruptly ;  and  Percival,  engrossed  by  a 
bright  idea,  which  had  suddenly  occurred  to  him,  exclaimed, — 

"Ardworth,  your  desire,  your  ambition,  is  to  enter  parlia- 
ment ;  there  must  be  a  dissolution  shortly,  —  the  success  of 
your  book  will  render  you  acceptable  to  many  a  popular  con- 
stituency. All  you  can  want  is  a  sum  for  the  necessary  ex- 
penses. Borrow  that  sum  from  me;  repay  me  when  you  are 
in  the  Cabinet,  or  attorney-general.  It  shall  be  so!  " 

A  look  so  bright  that  even  by  that  dull  lamplight  the  glo-w 
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of  the  cheek,  the  brilliancy  of  the  eye  were  visible,  flashed 
over  Ard worth's  face.  He  felt  at  that  moment  what  ambi- 
tious man  must  feel  when  the  object  he  has  seen  dimly  and 
afar  is  placed  within  his  grasp ;  but  his  reason  was  proof  even 
against  that  strong  temptation. 

He  passed  his  arm  round  the  boy's  slender  waist,  and  drew 
him  to  his  heart  with  grateful  affection  as  he  replied,  — 

"  And  what,  if  now  in  parliament,  giving  up  my  career,  — 
with  no  regular  means  of  subsistence,  —  what  could  I  be  but  a 
venal  adventurer?  Place  would  become  so  vitally  necessary 
to  me  that  I  should  feed  but  a  dangerous  war  between  my  con- 
science and  my  wants.  In  chasing  Fame,  the  shadow,  I  should 
lose  the  substance,  Independence.  Why,  that  very  thought 
would  paralyze  my  tongue.  No,  no,  my  generous  friend. 
As  labour  is  the  arch  elevator  of  man,  so  patience  is  the 
essence  of  labour.  First  let  me  build  the  foundation ;  I  may 
then  calculate  the  height  of  my  tower.  First  let  me  be  inde- 
pendent of  the  great;  I  will  then  be  the  champion  of  the 
lowly.  Hold!  Tempt  me  no  more;  do  not  lure  me  to  the 
loss  of  self-esteem.  And  now,  Percival,"  resumed  Ardworth, 
in  the  tone  of  one  who  wishes  to  plunge  into  some  utterly  new 
current  of  thought,  "  let  us  forget  for  a  while  these  solemn 
aspirations,  and  be  frolicsome  and  human.  '  Nemo  mortalium 
omnibus  horis  sapit. '  f  Neque  semper  arcum  tendit  Apollo. ' 
What  say  you  to  a  cigar?  " 

Percival  stared.  He  was  not  yet  familiarized  to  the  eccen- 
tric whims  of  his  friend. 

"  Hot  negus  and  a  cigar ! "  repeated  Ardworth,  while  a 
smile,  full  of  drollery,  played  round  the  corners  of  his  lips 
and  twinkled  in  his  deep-set  eyes. 

"Are  you  serious?" 

"  Not  serious ;  I  have  been  serious  enough, "  and  Ardworth 
sighed,  "  for  the  last  three  weeks.  Who  goes  '  to  Corinth  to 
be  sage,'  or  to  the  Cider  Cellar  to  be  serious?" 

"I  subscribe,  then,  to  the  negus  and  cigar,"  said  Percival, 
smiling;  and  he  had  no  cause  to  repent  his  compliance  as  he 
accompanied  Ardworth  to  one  of  the  resorts  favoured  by  that 
strange  person  in  his  rare  bou^s  of  relaxation. 


LUCRETIA.  327 

For,  seated  at  his  favourite  table,  which  happened,  luckily, 
to  be  vacant,  with  his  head  thrown  carelessly  back,  and  his 
negus  steaming  before  him,  John  Ard worth  continued  to  pour 
forth,  till  the  clock  struck  three,  jest  upon  jest,  pun  upon 
pun,  broad  drollery  upon  broad  drollery,  without  flagging, 
without  intermission,  so  varied,  so  copious,  so  ready,  so  irre- 
sistible that  Percival  was  transported  out  of  all  his  melancholy 
in  enjoying,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  the  exuberant  gayety 
of  a  grave  mind  once  set  free,  —  all  its  intellect  sparkling  into 
wit,  all  its  passion  rushing  into  humour.  And  this  was  the 
man  he  had  pitied,  supposed  to  have  no  sunny  side. to  his  life! 
How  much  greater  had  been  his  compassion  and  his  wonder 
if  he  could  have  known  all  that  had  passed,  within  the  last 
few  weeks,  through  that  gloomy,  yet  silent  breast,  which,  by 
the  very  breadth  of  its  mirth,  showed  what  must  be  the  depth 
of  its  sadnesg ! 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

THE   LOSS    OF    THE   CROSSING. 

DESPITE  the  lateness  of  the  hour  before  he  got  to  rest, 
Percival  had  already  breakfasted,  when  his  valet  informed 
him,  with  raised,  supercilious  eyebrows,  that  an  uncommon 
ragged  sort  of  a  person  insisted  that  he  had  been  told  to  call. 
Though  Beck  had  been  at  the  house  before,  and  the  valet  had 
admitted  him,  so  much  thinner,  so  much  more  ragged  was  he 
now,  that  the  trim  servant  —  no  close  observer  of  such  folk  — 
did  not  recognize  him.  However,  at  Percival's  order,  too 
well-bred  to  show  surprise,  he  ushered  Beck  up  with  much 
civility;  and  St.  John  was  painfully  struck  with  the  ravages 
a  few  weeks  had  made  upon  the  sweeper's  countenance.  The 
lines  were  so  deeply  ploughed,  the  dry  hair  looked  so  thin, 
and  was  so  sown  with  gray  that  Beck  might  have  beat  all 
Farren's  skill  in  the  part  of  an  old  man. 
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The  poor  sweeper's  tale,  extricated  from  its  peculiar  phrase- 
ology, was  simple  enough,  and  soon  told.  He  had  returned 
home  at  night  to  find  his  hoards  stolen,  and  the  labour  of  his 
life  overthrown.  How  he  passed  that  night  he  did  not  very 
well  remember.  We  may  well  suppose  that  the  little  reason 
he  possessed  was  wellnigh  bereft  from  him.  No  suspicion  of 
the  exact  thief  crossed  his  perturbed  mind.  Bad  as  Grab- 
man's  character  might  be,  he  held  a  respectable  position 
compared  with  the  other  lodgers  in  the  house.  Bill  the 
cracksman,  naturally  and  by  vocation,  suggested  the  hand 
that  had  despoiled  him :  how  hope  for  redress  or  extort  sur- 
render from  such  a  quarter?  Mechanically,  however,  when 
the  hour  arrived  to  return  to  his  day's  task,  he  stole  down  the 
stairs,  and  lo,  at  the  very  door  of  the  house  Bill's  children 
wero  at  play,  and  in  the  hand  of  the  eldest  he  recognized 
what  he  called  his  "curril." 

"  Your  curril !  "  interrupted  St.  John. 

"  Yes,  curril,  —  vot  the  little  'uns  bite  afore  they  gets  their 
teethin'." 

St.  John  smiled,  and  supposing  that  Beck  had  some  time 
or  other  been  puerile  enough  to  purchase  such  a  bauble, 
nodded  to  him  to  continue.  To  seize  upon  the  urchin,  and, 
in  spite  of  kicks,  bites,  shrieks,  or  scratches,  repossess  him- 
self of  his  treasure,  was  the  feat  of  a  moment.  The  brat's 
clamour  drew  out  the  father;  and  to  him  Beck  (pocketing  the 
coral,  that  its  golden  bells  might  not  attract  the  more  experi- 
enced eye  and  influence  the  more  formidable  greediness  of  the 
paternal  thief)  loudly,  and  at  first  fearlessly,  appealed.  Him 
he  charged  and  accused  and  threatened  with  all  vengeance, 
human  and  divine.  Then,  changing  his  tone,  he  implored, 
he  wept,  he  knelt.  As  soon  as  the  startled  cracksman  recov- 
ered his  astonishment  at  such  audacity,  and  comprehended 
the  nature  of  the  charge  against  himself  and  his  family,  he 
felt  the  more  indignant  from  a  strange  and  unfamiliar  con- 
sciousness of  innocence.  Seizing  Beck  by  the  nape  of  the 
neck,  with  a  dexterous  application  of  hand  and  foot  he  sent 
him  spinning  into  the  kennel. 

"Go  to  Jericho,  mud-scraper!"   cried  Bill,  in  a  voice  of 


LUCRETIA.  32!) 

thunder;  "and  if  ever  thou  sayst  such  a  vopper  agin, — 
'sparaging  the  characters  of  them  'ere  motherless  babes,  — 
I  '11  seal  thee  up  in  a  'tato-sack,  and  sell  thee  for  fiv'pence  to 
No.  7,  the  great  body-snatcher.  Take  care  how  I  ever  sets 
eyes  agin  on  thy  h-ugly  mug! " 

With  that  Bill  clapped  to  the  door,  and  Beck,  frightened 
out  of  his  wits,  crawled  from  the  kennel  and,  bruised  and 
smarting,  crept  to  his  crossing.  But  he  was  unable  to  dis- 
charge his  duties  that  day;  his  ill-fed,  miserable  frame  was 
too  weak  for  the  stroke  he  had  received.  Long  before  dusk 
he  sneaked  away,  and  dreading  to  return  to  his  lodging,  lest, 
since  nothing  now  was  left  worth  robbing  but  his  carcass,  Bill 
might  keep  his  word  and  sell  that  to  the  body-snatcher,  he 
took  refuge  under  the  only  roof  where  he  felt  he  could  sleep 
in  safety. 

And  here  we  must  pause  to  explain.  In  our  first  introduc- 
tion of  Beck  we  contented  ourselves  with  implying  to  the 
ingenious  and  practised  reader  that  his  heart  might  still  be 
large  enough  to  hold  something  besides  his  crossing.  Now, 
in  one  of  the  small  alleys  that  have  their  vent  in  the  great 
stream  of  Fleet  Street  there  dwelt  an  old  widow-woman  who 
eked  out  her  existence  by  charing,  —  an  industrious,  drudging 
creature,  whose  sole  occupation,  since  her  husband,  the  jour- 
neyman bricklayer,  fell  from  a  scaffold,  and,  breaking  his 
neck,  left  her  happily  childless  as  well  as  penniless,  had  been 
scrubbing  stone  floors  and  cleaning  out  dingy  houses  when 
about  to  be  let,  — charing,  in  a  word.  And  in  this  vocation 
had  she  kept  body  and  soul  together  till  a  bad  rheumatism 
and  old  age  had  put  an  end  to  her  utilities  and  entitled  her  to 
the  receipt  of  two  shillings  weekly  from  parochial  munifi- 
cence. Between  this  old  woman  and  Beck  there  was  a  mys- 
terious tie,  so  mysterious  that  he  did  not  well  comprehend  it 
himself.  Sometimes  he  called  her  "mammy,"  sometimes  "the 
h-old  crittur."  But  certain  it  is  that  to  her  he  was  indebted 
for  that  name  which  he  bore,  to  the  puzzlement  of  St.  Giles's. 

Becky  Carruthers  was  the  name  of  the  old  woman;  but 
Becky  was  one  of  those  good  creatures  who  are  always  called 
by  their  Christian  names,  and  never  rise  into  the  importance 
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of  the  surname  and  the  dignity  of  "Mistress;"  lopping  off 
the  last  syllable  of  the  familiar  appellation,  the  outcast  chris- 
tened himself  "  Beck. '' 

"And,"  said  St.  John,  who  in  the  course  of  question  and 
answer  had  got  thus  far  into  the  marrow  of  the  sweeper's  nar- 
rative, "is  not  this  good  woman  really  your  mother?" 

"  Mother !  "  echoed  Beck,  with  disdain ;  "  no,  I  'as  a  gritter 
mother  nor  she.  Sint  Poll's  is  my  mother.  But  the  h-old 
crittur  tuk  care  on  me." 

"I  really  don't  understand  you.  St.  Paul's  is  your  mother? 
How?" 

Beck  shook  his  head  mysteriously,  and  without  answering 
the  question,  resumed  the  tale,  which  we  must  thus  para- 
phrastically  continue  to  deliver. 

When  he  was  a  little  more  than  six  years  old,  Beck  began 
to  earn  his  own  livelihood,  by  running  errands,  holding 
horses,  scraping  together  pence  and  halfpence.  Betimes, 
his  passion  for  saving  began;  at  first  with  a  good  and  unsel- 
fish motive,  —  that  of  surprising  "  mammy "  at  the  week's 
end.  But  when  "mammy,"  who  then  gained  enough  for 
herself,  patted  his  head  and  called  him  "good  boy,"  and 
bade  him  save  for  his  own  uses,  and  told  him  what  a  great 
thing  it  would  be  if  he  could  lay  by  a  pretty  penny  against 
he  was  a  man,  he  turned  miser  on  his  own  account;  and  the 
miserable  luxury  grew  upon  him.  At  last,  by  the  permission 
of  the  police  inspector,  strengthened  by  that  of  the  O'^ner  of 
the  contiguous  house,  he  made  his  great  step  in  life,  and  suc- 
ceeded a  deceased  negro  in  the  dignity  and  emoluments  of  the 
memorable  crossing.  From  that  hour  he  felt  himself  fulfill- 
ing his  proper  destiny.  But  poor  Becky,  alas!  had  already 
fallen  into  the  sere  and  yellow  leaf;  with  her  decline,  her 
good  qualities  were  impaired.  She  took  to  drinking, — not 
to  positive  intoxication,  but  to  making  herself  "  comfortable ; " 
and,  to  satisfy  her  craving,  Beck,  waking  betimes  one  morn- 
ing, saw  her  emptying  his  pockets.  Then  he  resolved,  quietly 
and  without  upbraiding  her,  to  remove  to  a  safer  lodging.  To 
save  had  become  the  imperative  necessity  of  his  existence. 
But  to  do  him  justice,  Beck  had  a  glimmering  sense  of  what 
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was  due  to  the  "h-old  crittur."  Every  Saturday  evening  he 
called  at  her  house  and  deposited  with  her  a  certain  sum,  not 
large  even  in  proportion  to  his  earnings,  but  which  seemed  to 
the  poor  ignorant  miser,  who  grudged  every  farthing  to  him- 
self, an  enormous  deduction  from  his  total,  and  a  sum  suffi- 
cient for  every  possible  want  of  humankind,  even  to  satiety. 
And  now,  in  returning,  despoiled  of  all  save  the  few  pence 
he  had  collected  that  day,  it  is  but  fair  to  him  to  add  that  not 
his  least  bitter  pang  was  in  the  remembrance  that  this  was 
the  only  Saturday  on  which,  for  the  first  time,  the  weekly 
stipend  would  fail. 

But  so  ill  and  so  wretched  did  he  look  when  he  reached  her 
little  room  that  "mammy"  forgot  all  thought  of  herself;  and 
when  he  had  told  his  tale,  so  kind  was  her  comforting,  so 
unselfish  her  sympathy,  that  his  heart  smote  him  for  his  old 
parsimony,  for  his  hard  resentment  at  her  single  act  of  pecu- 
lation. Had  not  she  the  right  to  all  he  made?  But  remorse 
and  grief  alike  soon  vanished  in  the  fever  that  now  seized 
him;  for  several  days  he  was  insensible;  and  when  he  recov- 
ered sufficiently  to  be  made  aware  of  what  was  around  him, 
he  saw  the  widow  seated  beside  him,  within  four  bare  walls. 
Everything,  except  the  bed  he  slept  on,  had  been  sold  to  sup- 
port him  in  his  illness.  As  soon  as  he  could  totter  forth, 
Beck  hastened  to  his  crossing.  Alas!  it  was  preoccupied. 
His  absence  had  led  to  ambitious  usurpation.  A  one-legged, 
sturdy  sailor  had  mounted  his  throne,  and  wielded  his  sceptre. 
The  decorum  of  the  street  forbade  altercation  to  the  contend- 
ing parties ;  but  the  sailor  referred  discussion  to  a  meeting  at 
a  flash  house  in  the  Rookery  that  evening.  There  a  jury  was 
appointed,  and  the  case  opened.  By  the  conventional  laws 
that  regulate  this  useful  community,  Beck  was  still  in  his 
rights;  his  reappearance  sufficed  to  restore  his  claims,  and  an 
appeal  to  the  policeman  would  no  doubt  re-establish  his 
authority.  But  Beck  was  still  so  ill  and  so  feeble  that  he  had 
a  melancholy  persuasion  that  he  could  ndt  suitably  perform 
the  duties  of  his  office ;  and  when  the  sailor,  not  a  bad  fellow 
on  the  whole,  offered  to  pay  down  on  the  nail  what  really 
seemed  a  very  liberal  sum  for  Beck's  peaceful  surrender  of 
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his  rights,  the  poor  wretch  thought  of  the  bare  walls  at  his 
"mammy's,"  of  the  long,  dreary  interval  that  must  elapse, 
even  if  able  to  work,  before  the  furniture  pawned  could  be 
redeemed  by  the  daily  profits  of  his  post,  and  with  a  groan  he 
held  out  his  hand  and  concluded  the  bargain. 

Creeping  home  to  his  "h-old  crittur,"  he  threw  the  purchase 
money  into  her  lap;  then,  broken-hearted  and  in  despair,  he 
slunk  forth  again  in  a  sort  of  vague,  dreamy  hope  that  the 
law,  which  abhors  vagabonds,  would  seize  and  finish  him. 

When  this  tale  was  done,  Percival  did  not  neglect  the 
gentle  task  of  admonition,  which  the  poor  sweeper's  softened 
heart  and  dull  remorse  made  easier.  He  pointed  out,  in  soft 
tones,  how  the  avarice  he  had  indulged  had  been  perhaps  mer- 
cifully chastised,  and  drew  no  ineloquent  picture  of  the  vicious 
miseries  of  the  confirmed  miser.  Beck  listened  humbly  and 
respectfully;  though  so  little  did  he  understand  of  mercy  and 
Providence  and  vice  that  the  diviner  part  of  the  homily  was 
quite  lost  on  him.  However,  he  confessed  penitently  that 
"the  mattress  had  made  him  vorse  nor  a  beast  to  the  h-old 
crittur ; "  and  that  "  he  was  cured  of  saving  to  the  end  of  his 
days." 

"  And  now, "  said  Percival,  "  as  you  really  seem  not  strong 
enough  to  bear  this  out-of-door  work  (the  winter  coming  on, 
too),  what  say  you  to  entering  into  my  service?  I  want  some 
help  in  my  stables.  The  work  is  easy  enough,  and  you  are 
used  to  horses,  you  know,  in  a  sort  of  a  way." 

Beck  hesitated,  and  looked  a  moment  undecided.  At  last 
he  said,  "  Please  your  honour,  if  I  bean't  strong  enough  for 
the  crossin',  I  'se  afeared  I  'm  too  h-ailing  to  sarve  you.  And 
voud  n't  I  be  vorse  nor  a  wiper  to  take  your  vages  and  not 
vork  for  'em  h-as  I  h-ought?  " 

"Pooh!  we'll  soon  make  you  strong,  my  man.  Take  my 
advice;  don't  let  your  head  run  on  the  crossing.  That  kind 
of  industry  exposes  you  to  bad  company  and  bad  thoughts." 

"That's  vot  it  is,  sir,"  said  Beck,  assentingly,  laying  his 
dexter  forefinger  on  his  sinister  palm. 

"Well!  you  are  in  my  service,  then.  Go  downstairs  now 
And  get  your  breakfast;  by  and  by  you  shall  show  me  your 
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*  mammy's '   house,    and   we  '11    see   what  can    be   done   for 
her." 

Beck  pressed  his  hands  to  his  eyes,  trying  hard  not  to  cry; 
but  it  was  too  much  for  him ;  and  as  the  valet,  who  appeared 
to  Percival's  summons,  led  him  down  the  stairs,  his  sobs  were 
heard  from  attic  to  basement. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

NEWS    FROM    GBABMAN. 

THAT  day,  opening  thus  auspiciously  to  Beck,  was  memora- 
ble also  to  other  and  more  prominent  persons  in  this  history. 

Early  in  the  forenoon  a  parcel  was  brought  to  Madame 
Dalibard  which  contained  Ardworth's  already  famous  book, 
a  goodly  assortment  of  extracts  from  the  newspapers  thereon, 
and  the  following  letter  from  the  young  author :  — 

You  will  see,  by  the  accompanying  packet,  that  your  counsels  have 
had  weight  with  me.  I  have  turned  aside  in  my  slow,  legitimate  career. 
I  have,  as  you  desired,  made  "  men  talk  of  me."  What  solid  benefit  I 
may  reap  from  this  I  know  not.  I  shall  not  openly  avow  the  book. 
Such  notoriety  cannot  help  me  at  the  Bar.  But  liberavi  animam  meam,  — 
excuse  my  pedantry,  —  1  have  let  my  soul  free  for  a  moment;  I  am  now 
catching  it  back  to  put  bit  and  saddle  on  again.  I  will  not  tell  you  how 
you  have  disturbed  me,  how  you  have  stung  me  into  this  premature  rush 
amidst  the  crowd,  how.  after  robbing  me  of  name  and  father,  you  have 
driven  me  to  this  experiment  with  my  own  mind,  to  see  if  I  was  deceived 
when  I  groaned  to  myself,  "  The  Public  shall  give  you  a  name,  and  Fame 
shall  be  your  mother."  I  am  satisfied  with  the  experiment.  I  know 
better  now  what  is  in  me,  and  I  have  regained  my  peace  of  mind.  If 
in  the  success  of  this  hasty  work  there  be  that  which  will  gratify  the 
interest  you  so  kindly  take  in  me,  deem  that  success  your  own ;  I  owe  it 
to  you,  —  to  your  revelations,  to  your  admonitions.  I  wait  patiently 
four  own  time  for  further  disclosures  ;  till  then,  the  wheel  must  work 
on,  and  the  orist  be  "round.  Kind  and  generous  friend,  till  now  I 

'  O  O  o 

would  not  wound  you  by  returning  the  sum  you  sent  me.  —  nay  more,  I 
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knew  I  should  please  you  by  devoting  part  of  it  to  the  risk  of  giving 
this  essay  to  the  world,  and  so  making  its  good  fortune  doubly  your  own 
work.  Now,  when  the  publisher  smiles,  and  the  shopmen  bow,  and  I 
am  acknowledged  to  have  a  bank  in  my  brains,  —  now,  you  cannot  be 
offended  to  receive  it  back.  Adieu.  When  my  mind  is  in  train  again, 
and  I  feel  my  step  firm  on  the  old  dull  road,  I  will  come  to  see  you. 
Till  then,  yours  —  by  what  name  ?  Open  the  Biographical  Dictionary 
at  hazard,  and  send  me  one. 
GRAY'S  INN. 

Not  at  the  noble  thoughts  and  the  deep  sympathy  with 
mankind  that  glowed  through  that  work,  over  which  Lucretia 
now  tremulously  hurried,  did  she  feel  delight.  All  that  she 
recognized,  or  desired  to  recognize,  were  those  evidences  of 
that  kind  of  intellect  which  wins  its  way  through  the  world, 
and  which,  strong  and  unmistakable,  rose  up  in  every  page  of 
that  vigorous  logic  and  commanding  style.  The  book  was 
soon  dropped,  thus  read;  the  newspaper  extracts  pleased 
even  more. 

"This,"  she  said  audibly,  in  the  freedom  of  her  solitude, 
"  this  is  the  son  I  asked  for,  —  a  son  in  whom  I  can  rise ;  in 
whom  I  can  exchange  the  sense  of  crushing  infamy  for  the 
old  delicious  ecstasy  of  pride!  For  this  son  can  I  do  too 
much?  No;  in  what  I  may  do  for  him  methinks  there  will 
be  no  remorse.  And  he  calls  his  success  mine,  —  mine ! " 
Her  nostrils  dilated,  and  her  front  rose  erect. 

In  the  midst  of  this  exultation  Varney  found  her;  and  before 
he  could  communicate  the  business  which  had  brought  him, 
he  had  to  listen,  which  he  did  with  the  secret,  gnawing  envy 
that  every  other  man's  success  occasioned  him,  to  her  haughty 
self-felicitations. 

He  could  not  resist  saying,  with  a  sneer,  when  she  paused, 
as  if  to  ask  his  sympathy,  — 

"  All  this  is  very  fine,  belle-mere  ;  and  yet  I  should  hardly 
have  thought  that  coarse-featured,  uncouth  limb  of  the  law, 
who  seldom  moves  without  upsetting  a  chair,  never  laughs 
but  the  panes  rattle  in  the  window,  —  I  should  hardly  have 
thought  him  the  precise  person  to  gratify  your  pride,  or 
answer  the  family  ideal  of  a  gentleman  and  a  St.  John." 
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"Gabriel,"  said  Lucretia,  sternly,  "you  have  a  biting 
tongue,  and  it  is  folly  in  me  to  resent  those  privileges  which 
our  fearful  connection  gives  you.  But  this  raillery  —  " 

"  Come,  come,  I  was  wrong ;  forgive  it ! "  interrupted 
Varney,  who,  dreading  nothing  else,  dreaded  much  the 
rebuke  of  his  grim  stepmother. 

"It  is  forgiven,"  said  Lucretia,  coldly,  and  with  a  slight 
wave  of  her  hand;  then  she  added,  with  composure, — 

"  Long  since  —  even  while  heiress  of  Laughtou  —  I  parted 
with  mere  pride  in  the  hollow  seemings  of  distinction.  Had  I 
not,  should  I  have  stooped  to  William  Mainwaring?  What 
I  then  respected,  amidst  all  the  degradations  I  have  known, 
I  respect  still, — talent,  ambition,  intellect,  and  will.  Do 
you  think  I  would  exchange  these  in  a  son  of  mine  for  the 
mere  graces  which  a  dancing-master  can  sell  him?  Fear  not. 
Let  us  give  but  wealth  to  that  intellect,  and  the  world  will 
see  no  clumsiness  in  the  movements  that  march  to  its  high 
places,  and  hear  no  discord  in  the  laugh  that  triumphs  over 
fools.  But  you  have  some  news  to  communicate,  or  some 
proposal  to  suggest." 

"I  have  both,"  said  Varney.  "In  the  first  place,  I  have  a 
letter  from  Grabman !  " 

Lucretia's  eyes  sparkled,  and  she  snatched  eagerly  at  the 
letter  her  son-in-law  drew  forth. 

LIVERPOOL,  October,  1831. 

JASON,  —  I  think  I  am  on  the  road  to  success.  Having  first  possessed 
myself  of  the  fact,  commemorated  in  the  parish  register,  of  the  birth 
and  baptism  of  Alfred  Braddell's  son,  —  for  we  must  proceed  regularly 
in  these  matters,  —  I  next  set  my  wits  to  work  to  trace  that  son's  exodus 
from  the  paternal  mansion.  I  have  hunted  up  an  old  woman-servant, 
Jane  Prior,  who  lived  with  the  Braddells.  She  now  thrives  as  a  laun- 
dress ;  she  is  a  rank  Puritan,  and  starches  for  the  godly.  She  was  at 
first  very  wary  and  reserved  in  her  communications ;  but  by  siding  with 
her  prejudices  and  humours,  and  by  the  intercession  of  the  Rev.  Mr. 
Graves  (of  her  own  persuasion),  I  have  got  her  to  open  her  lips.  It 
seems  that  these  Braddells  lived  very  unhappily  ;  the  husband,  a  pious 
dissenter,  had  married  a  lady  who  turned  out  of  a  very  different  practice 
and  'belief.  Jane  Prior  pitied  her  master,  and  detested  her  mistress. 
Some  circumstances  in  the  conduct  of  Mrs.  Braddell  made  the  husband, 
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who  was  then  in  his  last  illness,  resolve,  from  a  point  of  conscience,  to 
save  his  child  from  what  he  deemed  the  contamination  of  her  precepts 
and  example.  Mrs.  Braddell  was  absent  from  Liverpool  on  a  visit, 
which  was  thought  very  unfeeling  by  the  husband's  friends  ;  during  this 
time  Braddell  was  visited  constantly  by  a  gentleman  (Mr.  Ardworth), 
who  differed  from  him  greatly  in  some  things,  and  seemed  one  of  the 
carnal,  but  with  whom  agreement  in  politics  (for  they  were  both  great 
politicians  and  republicans)  seems  to  have  established  a  link.  One 
evening,  when  Mr.  Ardworth  was  in  the  house,  Jane  Prior,  who  was  the 
only  maidservant  (for  they  kept  but  two,  and  one  had  been  just  dis- 
charged), had  been  sent  out  to  the  apothecary's.  On  her  return,  Jane 
Prior,  going  into  the  nursery,  missed  the  infant :  she  thought  it  was 
with  her  master  ;  but  coming  into  his  room,  Mr  Braddell  told  her  to 
shut  the  door,  informed  her  that  he  had  intrusted  the  boy  to  Mr. 
Ardworth,  to  be  brought  up  in  a  righteous  and  pious  manner,  and  im- 
plored and  commanded  her  to  keep  this  a  secret  from  his  wife,  whom  he 
was  resolved,  indeed,  if  he  lived,  not  to  receive  back  into  his  house. 
Braddell,  however,  did  not  survive  more  than  two  days  this  event.  On 
his  death,  Mrs.  Braddell  returned  ;  but  circumstances  connected  with 
the  symptoms  of  his  malady,  and  a  strong  impression  which  haunted 
himself,  and  with  which  he  had  infected  Jane  Prior,  that  he  had  been 
poisoned,  led  to  a  posthumous  examination  of  his  remains.  No  trace  of 
poison  was,  however,  discovered,  and  suspicions  that  had  been  directed 
against  his  wife  could  not  be  substantiated  by  law ;  still,  she  was  re- 
garded in  so  unfavourable  a  light  by  all  who  had  known  them  both,  she 
met  with  such  little  kindness  or  sympathy  in  her  widowhood,  and  had 
been  so  openly  denounced  by  Jane  Prior,  that  it  is  not  to  be  wondered 
at  that  she  left  the  place  as  soon  as  possible.  The  house,  indeed,  was 
taken  from  her ;  for  BraddelFs  affairs  were  found  in  such  confusion, 
and  his  embarrassments  so  great,  that  everything  was  seized  and  sold 
off,  —  nothing  left  for  the  widow  nor  for  the  child  (if  the  last  were  ever 
discovered.) 

As  may  be  supposed,  Mrs.  Braddell  was  at  first  very  clamorous  for  the 
lost  child;  but  Jane  Prior  kept  her  promise  and  withheld  all  clew  to  it, 
and  Mrs.  Braddell  was  forced  to  quit  the  place,  in  ignorance  of  what 
had  become  of  it.  Since  then  no  one  had  heard  of  her ;  but  Jane  Prior 
says  that  she  is  sure  she  has  come  to  no  good.  Now,  though  much  of 
this  may  be,  no  doubt,  familiar  to  you,  dear  Jason,  it  is  right,  when  I  put 
the  evidence  before  you,  that  you  should  know  and  guard  against  what 
to  expect;  and  in  any  trial  at  law  to  prove  the  identity  of  Vincent 
Braddell,  Jane  Prior  must  be  a  principal  witness,  and  will  certainly  not 
epare  poor  Mrs.  Braddell.  For  the  main  point,  however,  —  namely,  the 
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suspicion  of  poisoning  her  husband,  —  the  inquest  and  verdict  may  set 
aside  all  alarm. 

My  next  researches  have  been  directed  on  the  track  of  Walter  Ard- 
worth, after  leaving  Liverpool,  which  (I  find  by  the  books  at  the  inn 
where  he  lodged  and  was  known)  he  did  in  debt  to  the  innkeeper,  the 
very  night  he  received  the  charge  of  the  child.  Here,  as  yet,  I  ain  in 
fault;  but  I  have  ascertained  that  a  woman,  one  of  the  sect,  of  the  name 
of  Joplin,  living  in  a  village  fifteen  miles  from  the  town,  had  the  care  of 
some  infant,  to  replace  her  own,  which  she  had  lost.  I  am  going  to  this 
village  to-morrow.  But  I  cannot  expect  much  in  that  quarter,  since  it 
would  seem  at  variance  with  your  more  probable  belief  that  Walter 
Ardworth  took  the  child  at  once  to  Mr.  Fielden's.  However,  you  see  I 
have  already  gone  very  far  in  the  evidence,  —  the  birth  of  the  child,  the 
delivery  of  the  child  to  Ardworth.  I  see  a  very  pretty  case  already 
before  us,  and  I  do  not  now  doubt  for  a  moment  of  ultimate  success. 

Yours,  N.    GRABMAN. 

Lucretia  read  steadily,  and  with  no  change  of  countenance, 
to  the  last  line  of  the  letter.  Then,  as  she  put  it  down  on 
the  table  before  her,  she  repeated,  with  a  tone  of  deep  exul- 
tation: "No  doubt  of  ultimate  success!  " 

"You  do  not  fear  to  brave  all  which  the  spite  of  this 
woman,  Jane  Prior,  may  prompt  her  to  say  against  you?" 
asked  Varney. 

Lucretia's  brow  fell.  "It  is  another  torture,"  she  said, 
"even  to  own  my  marriage  with  a  low-born  hypocrite.  But 
I  can  endure  it  for  the  cause,"  she  added,  more  haughtily. 
"Nothing  can  really  hurt  me  in  these  obsolete  aspersions  and 
this  vague  scandal.  The  inquest  acquitted  me,  and  the  world 
will  be  charitable  to  the  mother  of  him  who  has  wealth  and 
rank  and  that  vigorous  genius  which,  if  proved  in  obscurity, 
shall  command  opinion  in  renown." 

"  You  are  now,  then,  disposed  at  once  to  proceed  to  action. 
For  Helen  all  is  prepared,  —  the  insurances  are  settled,  the 
trust  for  which  I  hold  them  on  your  behalf  is  signed  and  com- 
pleted. But  for  Percival  St.  John  I  await  your  directions. 
Will  it  be  best  first  to  prove  your  son's  identity,  or  when 
morally  satisfied  that  that  proof  is  forthcoming,  to  remove 
betimes  both  the  barriers  to  his  inheritance?  If  we  tarry  for 
the  last,  the  removal  of  St.  John  becomes  more  suspicious 
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than  it  does  at  a  time  when  you  have  no  visible  interest  in 
his  death.  Besides,  now  we  have  the  occasion,  or  can  make 
it,  can  we  tell  how  long  it  will  last?  Again,  it  will  seem 
more  natural  that  the  lover  should  break  his  heart  in  the  first 
shock  of  —  " 

"Ay,"  interrupted  Lucretia,  "I  would  have  all  thought  and 
contemplation  of  crime  at  an  end  when,  clasping  my  boy  to 
my  heart,  I  can  say,  '  Your  mother's  inheritance  is  yours. '  I 
would  not  have  a  murder  before  my  eyes  when  they  should 
look  only  on  the  fair  prospects  beyond.  I  would  cast  back  all 
the  hideous  images  of  horror  into  the  rear  of  memory,  .so  that 
hope  may  for  once  visit  me  again  undisturbed.  No,  Gabriel, 
were  I  to  speak  forever,  you  would  comprehend  not  what  I 
grasp  at  in  a  son.  It  is  at  a  future !  Rolling  a  stone  over 
the  sepulchre  of  the  past,  it  is  a  resurrection  into  a  fresh 
world;  it  is  to  know  again  one  emotion  not-  impure,  one 
scheme  not  criminal,  —  it  is,  in  a  word,  to  cease  to  be  as 
myself,  to  think  in  another  soul,  to  hear  my  heart  beat  in 
another  form.  All  this  I  covet  in  a  son.  And  when  all  this 
should  smile  before  me  in  his  image,  shall  I  be  plucked  back 
again  into  my  hell  by  the  consciousness  that  a  new  crime  is 
to  be  done?  No;  wade  quickly  through  the  passage  of  blood, 
that  we  may  dry  our  garments  and  breathe  the  air  upon  the 
bank  where  sun  shines  and  flowers  bloom ! " 

"So  be  it,  then,"  said  Varney.  "Before  the  week  is  out,  I 
must  be  under  the  same  roof  as  St.  John.  Before  the  week  is 
out,  why  not  all  meet  in  the  old  halls  of  Laughton?  " 

"Ay,  in  the  halls  of  Laughton.  On  the  hearth  of  our 
ancestors  the  deeds  done  for  our  descendants  look  less 
dark." 

"And  first,  to  prepare  the  way,  Helen  should  sicken  in 
these  fogs  of  London,  and  want  change  of  air." 

"Place  before  me  that  desk.  I  will  read  William  Main- 
waring's  letters  again  and  again,  till  from  every  shadow  in 
the  past  a  voice  comes  forth,  '  The  child  of  your  rival,  your 
betrayer,  your  undoer,  stands  between  the  daylight  and  your 
son!'" 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

VARIETIES. 

LEAVING  the  guilty  pair  to  concert  their  schemes  and 
indulge  their  atrocious  hopes,  we  accompany  Percival  to  the 
hovel  occupied  by  Becky  Carruthers. 

On  following  Beck  into  the  room  she  rented,  Percival  was 
greatly  surprised  to  find,  seated  comfortably  on  the  only  chair 
to  be  seen,  no  less  a  person  than  the  worthy  Mrs.  Mivers. 
This  good  lady  in  her  spinster  days  had  earned  her  own 
bread  by  hard  work.  She  had  captivated  Mr.  Mivers  when 
but  a  simple  housemaid  in  the  service  of  one  of  his  relations. 
And  while  this  humble  condition  in  her  earlier  life  may 
account  for  much  in  her  language  and  manners  which  is 
nowadays  inconsonant  with  the  breeding  and  education  that 
characterize  the  wives  of  opulent  tradesmen,  so  perhaps  the 
remembrance  of  it  made  her  unusually  susceptible  to  the 
duties  of  charity.  For  there  is  no  class  of  society  more 
prone  to  pity  and  relieve  the  poor  than  females  in  domestic 
service;  and  this  virtue  Mrs.  Mivers  had  not  laid  aside,  as 
many  do,  as  soon  as  she  was  in  a  condition  to  practise  it  with 
effect.  Mrs.  Mivers  blushed  scarlet  on  being  detected  in  her 
visit  of  kindness,  and  hastened  to  excuse'  herself  by  the 
information  that  she  belonged  to  a  society  of  ladies  for  "  The 
Bettering  the  Condition  of  the  Poor,"  and  that  having  just 
been  informed  of  Mrs.  Becky's  destitute  state,  she  had  looked 
in  to  recommend  her  —  a  ventilator! 

"  It  is  quite  shocking  to  see  how  little  the  poor  attends  to 
the  proper  wentilating  their  houses.  No  wonder  there  's  so 
much  typus  about!"  said  Mrs.  Mivers.  "And  for  one-and- 
sixpence  we  can  introduce  a  stream  of  h-air  that  goes  up  the 
chimbly,  and  carries  away  all  that  it  finds !  " 
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"I  'umbly  thank  you,  marm,"  said  the  poor  bundle  of  rags 
that  went  by  the  name  of  "Becky,"  as  with  some  difficulty 
she  contrived  to  stand  in  the  presence  of  the  benevolent  visi- 
tor; "but  I  am  much  afeard  that  the  h-air  will  make  the 
rheiimatiz  very  rumpatious !  " 

"On  the  contrary,  on  the  contrary,"  said  Mrs.  Mivers, 
triumphantly;  and  she  proceeded  philosophically  to  explain 
that  all  the  fevers,  aches,  pains,  and  physical  ills  that  harass 
the  poor  arise  from  the  want  of  an  air-trap  in  the  chimney 
and  a  perforated  network  in  the  window-pane.  Becky  lis- 
tened patiently;  for  Mrs.  Mivers  was  only  a  philosopher  in 
her  talk,  and  she  had  proved  herself  anything  but  a  philoso- 
pher in  her  actions,  by  the  spontaneous  present  of  five  shill- 
ings, and  the  promise  of  a  basket  of  victuals  and  some  good 
wine  to  keep  the  cold  wind  she  invited  to  the  apartment  out 
of  the  stomach. 

Percival  imitated  the  silence  of  Becky,  whose  spirit  was  so 
bowed  down  by  an  existence  of  drudgery  that  not  even  the 
sight  of  her  foster-son  could  draw  her  attention  from  the 
respect  due  to  a  superior. 

"And  is  this  poor  cranky-looking  cretur  your  son,  Mrs. 
Becky?"  said  the  visitor,  struck  at  last  by  the  appearance  of 
the  ex-sweeper  as  he  stood  at  the  threshold,  hat  in  hand. 

"No,  indeed,  marm,"  answered  Becky;  "I  often  says,  says 
I:  '  Child,  you  be  the  son  of  Sint  Poll's.'  " 

Beck  smiled  proudly. 

"  It  was  agin  the  grit  church,  marm  —  But  it 's  a  long 
story.  My  poor  good  man  had  not  a  long  been  dead,  —  as 
good  a  man  as  hever  lived,  marm,"  and  Becky  dropped  a 
courtesy;  "he  fell  off  a  scaffold,  and  pitched  right  on  his 
'ead,  or  I  should  not  have  come  on  the  parish,  marm,  — 
and  that's  the  truth  on  't!" 

"Very  well,  I  shall  call  and  hear  all  about  it;  a  sad  case,  I 
dare  say.  You  see,  your  husband  should  have  subscribed  to 
our  Loan  Society,  and  then  they  'd  have  found  him  a  'and- 
some  coffin,  and  given  £3  to  his  widder.  But  the  poor  are 
so  benighted  in  these  parts.  I  'm  sure,  sir,  I  can't  guess 
•what  brought  you  here;  but  that's  no  business  of  mine. 
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And  how  are  all  at  Old  Brompton?"  Here  Mrs.  Mivers 
bridled  indignantly.  "There  was  a  time  when  Miss  Main- 
waring  was  very  glad  to  come  and  chat  with  Mr.  M.  and 
myself;  but  now  'rum  has  riz,'  as  the  saying  is, — not  but 
what  I  dare  say  it's  not  her  fault,  poor  thing!  That  stiff 
aunt  of  hers,  —  she  need  not  look  so  high  ;  pride  and  poverty, 
forsooth ! " 

'  While  delivering  these  conciliatory  sentences,  Mrs.  Mivers 
had  gathered  up  her  gown,  and  was  evidently  in  the  bustle  of 
departure.  As  she  now  nodded  to  Becky,  Percival  stepped  up, 
and,  with  his  irresistible  smile,  offered  her  his  arm.  Much 
surprised  and  much  flattered,  Mrs.  Mivers  accepted  it.  As 
she  did  so,  he  gently  detained  her  while  he  said  to  Becky,  — 

"  My  good  friend,  I  have  brought  you  the  poor  lad  to  whom 
you  have  been  a  mother,  to  tell  you  that  good  deeds  find  their 
reward  sooner  or  later.  As  for  him,  make  yourself  easy ;  he 
will  inform  you  of  the  new  step  he  has  taken;  and  for  you, 
good,  kind-hearted  creature,  thank  the  boy  you  brought  up  if 
your  old  age  shall  be  made  easy  and  cheerful.  Now,  Beck, 
silly  lad,  go  and  tell  all  to  your  nurse!  Take  care  of  this 
step,  Mrs.  Mivers." 

As  soon  as  he  was  in  the  street,  Percival,  who,  if  amused 
at  the  ventilator,  had  seen  the  five  shillings  gleam  on  Becky's 
palm,  and  felt  that  he  had  found  under  the  puce-coloured 
gown  a  good  woman's  heart  to  understand  him,  gave  Mrs. 
Mivers  a  short  sketch  of  poor  Becky's  history  and  misfor- 
tunes, and  so  contrived  to  interest  her  in  behalf  of  the  nurse 
that  she  willingly  promised  to  become  Percival 's  almoner,  to 
execute  his  commission,  to  improve  the  interior  of  Becky's 
abode,  and  distribute  weekly  the  liberal  stipend  he  proposed 
to  settle  on  the  old  widow.  They  had  grown,  indeed,  quite 
friendly  and  intimate  by  the  time  he  reached  the  smart  plate- 
glazed  mahogany-coloured  facade  within  which  the  flourishing 
business  of  Mr.  Mivers  was  carried  on;  and  when,  knocking 
at  the  private  door,  promptly  opened  by  a  lemon-coloured 
page,  she  invited  him  upstairs,  it  so  chanced  that  the  conver- 
sation had  slid  off  to  Helen,  and  Percival  was  sufficiently 
interested  to  bow  assent  and  to  enter. 
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Though  all  the  way  up  the  stairs  Mrs.  Mivers,  turning 
back  at  every  other  step,  did  her  best  to  impress  upon  her 
young  visitor's  mind  the  important  fact  that  they  kept  their 
household  establishment  at  their  "wilier,"  and  that  their 
apartments  in  Fleet  Street  were  only  a  "convenience,"  the 
store  set  by  the  worthy  housewife  upon  her  goods  and  chat- 
tels was  sufficiently  visible  in  the  drugget  that  threaded  its 
narrow  way  up  the  gay  Brussels  stair-carpet,  and  in  certain 
layers  of  paper  which  protected  from  the  profanation  of  imme- 
diate touch  the  mahogany  hand-rail.  And  nothing  could  ex- 
ceed the  fostering  care  exhibited  in  the  drawing-room,  when 
the  door  thrown  open  admitted  a  view  of  its  damask  moreen 
curtains,  pinned  back  from  such  impertinent  sunbeams  as 
could  force  their  way  through  the  foggy  air  of  the  east  into 
the  windows,  and  the  ells  of  yellow  muslin  that  guarded  the 
frames,  at  least,  of  a  collection  of  coloured  prints  and  two 
kit-kat  portraitures  of  Mr.  Mivers  and  his  lady  from  the  per- 
ambulations of  the  flies. 

But  Percival's  view  of  this  interior  was  somewhat  impeded 
by  his  portly  guide,  who,  uttering  a  little  exclamation  of  sur- 
prise, stood  motionless  on  the  threshold  as  she  perceived  Mr. 
Mivers  seated  by  the  hearth  in  close  conference  with  a  gentle- 
man whom  she  had  never  seen  before.  At  that  hour  it  was 
so  rare  an  event  in  the  life  of  Mr.  Mivers  to  be  found  in  the 
drawing-room,  and  that  he  should  have  an  acquaintance  un- 
known to  his  helpmate  was  a  circumstance  so  much  rarer  still, 
that  Mrs.  Mivers  may  well  be  forgiven  for  keeping  St.  John 
standing  at  the  door  till  she  had  recovered  her  amaze. 

Meanwhile  Mr.  Mivers  rose  in  some  confusion,  and  was 
apparently  about  to  introduce  his  guest,  when  that  gentleman 
coughed,  and  pinched  the  host's  arm  significantly.  Mr. 
Mivers  coughed  also,  and  stammered  out:  "A  gentleman, 
Mrs.  M.,  — a  friend;  stay  with  us  a  day  or  two.  Much  hon- 
oured, hum!" 

Mrs.  Mivers  stared  and  courtesied,  and  stared  again. 
But  there  was  an  open,  good-humoured  smile  in  the  face  of 
the  visitor,  as  he  advanced  and  took  her  hand,  that  attracted 
a  heart  very  easily  conciliated.  Seeing  that  that  was  no  mo- 
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ment  for  further  explanation,  she  plumped  herself  into  a  seat 
and  said,  — 

"  But  bless  us  and  save  us,  I  am  keeping  you  standing,  Mr. 
St.  John!" 

"  St.  John ! "  repeated  the  visitor,  with  a  vehemence  that 
startled  Mrs.  Mivers.  "Your  name  is  St.  John,  sir,  — related 
to  the  St.  Johns  of  Laugh  ton?" 

"Yes,  indeed,"  answered  Percival,  with  his  shy,  arch  smile. 
"Laughton  at  present  has  no  worthier  owner  than  myself." 

The  gentleman  made  two  strides  to  Percival  and  shook  him 
heartily  by  the  hand. 

"  This  is  pleasant  indeed ! "  he  exclaimed.  "  You  must 
excuse  my  freedom;  but  I  knew  well  poor  old  Sir  Miles, 
and  my  heart  warms  at  the  sight  of  his  representative." 

Percival  glanced  at  his  new  acquaintance,  and  on  the  whole 
was  prepossessed  "in  his  favour.  He  seemed  somewhere  on 
the  sunnier  side  of  fifty,  with  that  superb  yellow  bronze  of 
complexion  which  betokens  long  residence  under  Eastern 
skies.  Deep  wrinkles  near  the  eyes,  and  a  dark  circle 
round  them,  spoke  of  cares  and  fatigue,  and  perhaps  dissi- 
pation. But  he  had  evidently  a  vigour  of  constitution  that 
had  borne  him  passably  through  all;  his  frame  was  wiry  and 
nervous;  his  eye  bright  and  full  of  life;  and  there  was  that 
abrupt,  unsteady,  mercurial  restlessness  in  his  movements 
and  manner  which  usually  accompanies  the  man  whose  san- 
guine temperament  prompts  him  to  concede  to  the  impulse, 
and- who  is  blessed  or  cursed  with  a  superabundance  of  energy, 
according  as  circumstance  may  favour  or  judgment  correct  that 
equivocal  gift  of  constitution. 

Percival  said  something  appropriate  in  reply  to  so  much 
cordiality  paid  to  the  account  of  the  Sir  Miles  whom  he  had 
never  seen,  and  seated  himself,  colouring  slightly  under  the 
influence  of  the  fixed,  pleased,  and  earnest  look  still  bent 
upon  him. 

Searching  for  something  else  to  say,  Percival  asked  Mrs. 
Mivers  if  she  had  lately  seen  John  Ardworth. 

The  guest,  who  had  just  reseated  himself,  turned  his  chair 
round  at  that  question  with  such  vivacity  that  Mrs.  Mivers 
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heard  it  crack.     Her  chairs  were  not  meant  for  such  usage. 
A  shade  fell  over  her  rosy  countenance  as  she  replied,  — 

"No,  indeed  (please,  sir,  them  chairs  is  brittle)!  No,  he 
is  like  Madame  at  Brompton,  and  seldom  condescends  to 
favour  us  now.  It  was  but  last  Sunday  we  asked  him  to  din- 
ner. I  am  sure  he  need  not  turn  up  his  nose  at  our  roast  beef 
and  pudding!" 

Here  Mr.  Mivers  was  taken  with  a  violent  fit  of  coughing, 
which  drew  off  his  wife's  attention.  She  was  afraid  he  had 
taken  cold. 

The  stranger  took  out  a  large  snuff-box,  inhaled  a  long 
pinch  of  snuff,  and  said  to  St.  John,  — 

"This  Mr.  John  Ardworth,  a  pert  enough  jackanapes,  J 
suppose,  — a  limb  of  the  law,  eh?" 

"Sir,"  said  Percival,  gravely,  "John  Ardworth  is  my  par- 
ticular friend.  It  is  clear  that  you  know  very  little  of  him." 

"That's  true,"  said  the  stranger,  — "'pon  my  life,  that's 
very  true.  But  I  suppose  he  's  like  all  lawyers,  —  cunning 
and  tricky,  conceited  and  supercilious,  full  of  prejudice  and 
cant,  and  a  red-hot  Tory  into  the  bargain.  I  know  them,  sir; 
I  know  them !  " 

"Well,"  answered  St.  John,  half  gayly,  half  angrily,  "your 
general  experience  serves  you  very  little  here;  for  Ardworth 
is  exactly  the  opposite  of  all  you  have  described." 

"Even  in  politics?" 

"  Why,  I  fear  he  is  half  a  Kadical,  —  certainly  more  than  a 
Whig,"  answered  St.  John,  rather  mournfully;  for  his  own 
theories  were  all  the  other  way,  notwithstanding  his  unpa- 
triotic forgetfulness  of  them  in  his  offer  to  assist  Ardworth's 
entrance  into  parliament. 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it, "  cried  the  stranger,  again  taking 
snuff.  "And  this  Madame  at  Brompton  —  perhaps  I  know 
her  a  little  better  than  I  do  young  Mr.  Ardworth  —  Mrs. 
Brad  —  I  mean  Madame  Dalibard !  "  and  the  stranger  glanced 
at  Mr.  Mivers,  who  was  slowly  recovering  from  some  vigor- 
ous slaps  on  the  back  administered  to  him  by  his  wife  as  a 
counter-irritant  to  the  cough.  "Is  it  true  that  she  has  lost 
the  use  of  her  limbs?" 
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Percival  shook  his  head. 

"And  takes  care  of  poor  Helen  Mainwaring  the  orphan? 
Well,  well,  that  looks  amiable  enough.  I  must  see;  I  must 
see ! " 

"Who  shall  I  say  inquired  after  her,  when  I  see  Madame 
Dalibard?  "  asked  Percival,  with  some  curiosity. 

"Who?  Oh,  Mr.  Tomkins.  She  will  not  recollect  him, 
though,"  —  and  the  stranger  laughed,  and  Mr.  Mivers  laughed 
too;  and  Mrs.  Mivers,  who,  indeed,  always  laughed  when 
other  people  laughed,  laughed  also.  So  Percival  thought 
he  ought  to  laugh  for  the  sake  of  good  company,  and  all 
laughed  together  as  he  arose  and  took  leave. 

He  had  not,  however,  got  far  from  the  house,  on  his  way 
to  his  cabriolet,  which  he  had  left  by  Temple  Bar,  when, 
somewhat  to  his  surprise,  he  found  Mr.  Tomkins  at  his 
elbow. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  St.  John,  but  I  have  only  just 
returned  to  England,  and  on  such  occasions  a  man  is  apt  to 
seem  curious.  This  young  lawyer  —  You  see  the  elder 
Ardworth,  a  good-for-nothing  scamp,  was  a  sort  of  friend 
of  mine,  —  not  exactly  friend,  indeed,  for,  by  Jove,  I  think 
he  was  a  worse  friend  to  me  than  he  was  to  anybody  else; 
gtill  I  had  a  foolish  interest  for  him,  and  should  be  glad  to 
hear  something  more  about  any  one  bearing  his  name  than  I 
can  coax  out  of  that  droll  little  linendraper.  You  are  really 
intimate  with  young  Ardworth,  eh?  " 

"Intimate!  poor  fellow,  he  will  not  let  any  one  be  that;  he 
works  too  hard  to  be  social.  But  I  love  him  sincerely,  and  I 
admire  him  beyond  measure." 

"The  dog  has  industry,  then,  — that's  good.  And  does  he 
make  debts,  like  that  rascal,  Ardworth  senior?" 

"Eeally,  sir,  I  must  say  this  tone  with  respect  to  Mr. 
Ardworth's  father  —  " 

"What  the  devil,  sir!  Do  you  take  the  father's  part  as 
well  as  the  son's?" 

"I  don't  know  anything  about  Mr.  Ardworth  senior,"  said 
Percival,  pouting;  "but  I  do  know  that  my  friend  would  not 
allow  any  one  to  speak  ill  of  his  father  in  his  presence ;  and 
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I  beg  you,  sir,  to  consider  that  whatever  would  offend  him 
must  offend  me." 

"Gad's  my  life!  He's  the  luckiest  young  rogue  to  have 
such  a  friend.  Sir,  I  wish  you  a  very  good-day." 

Mr.  Tomkins  took  off  his  hat,  bowed,  and  passing  St.  John 
with  a  rapid  step,  was  soon  lost  to  his  eye  amongst  the  crowd 
hurrying  westward. 

But  our  business  being  now  rather  with  him  than  Percival, 
we  leave  the  latter  to  mount  his  cabriolet,  and  we  proceed 
with  Mr.  Mivers's  mercurial  guest  on  his  eccentric  way 
through  the  throng.  There  was  an  odd  mixture  of  thoughtful 
abstraction  and  quick  observation  in  the  soliloquy  in  which 
this  gentleman  indulged,  as  he  walked  briskly  on. 

"A  pretty  young  spark  that  St.  John!  A  look  of  his 
father,  but  handsomer,  and  less  affected.  I  like  him.  Fine 
shop  that,  very!  London  wonderfully  improved.  A  hookah 
in  that  window,  —  God  bless  me !  —  a  real  hookah !  This  is 
all  very  good  news  about  that  poor  boy,  very.  After  all,  he 
is  not  to  blame  if  his  mother  was  such  a  damnable  —  I  must 
contrive  to  see  and  judge  of  him  myself  as  soon  as  possible. 
Can't  trust  to  others;  too  sharp  for  that!  What  an  ugly  dog 
that  is,  looking  after  me !  It  is  certainly  a  bailiff.  Hang  it, 
what  do  I  care  for  bailiffs?  Hem,  hem!"  And  the  gentle- 
man thrust  his  hands  into  his  pockets,  and  laughed,  as  the 
jingle  of  coin  reached  his  ear  through  the  din  without. 
"Well,  I  must  make  haste  to  decide;  for  really  there  is  a 
very  troublesome  piece  of  business  before  me.  Plague  take 
her,  what  can  have  become  of  the  woman?  I  shall  have  to 
hunt  out  a  sharp  lawyer.  But  John 's  a  lawyer  himself. 
No,  attorneys,  I  suppose,  are  the  men.  Gad!  they  were 
sharp  enough  when  they  had  to  hunt  me.  What 's  that  great 
bill  on  the  wall  about?  '  Down  with  the  Lords !  '  Pooh, 
pooh!  Master  John  Bull,  you  love  lords  a  great  deal  too 
much  for  that.  A  prettyish  girl!  English  women  are  very 
good-looking,  certainly.  That  Lucretia,  what  shall  I  do, 
if —  Ah,  time  enough  to  think  of  her  when  I  have  got  over 
that  mighty  stiff  iff" 

In  such  cogitations  and  mental  remarks  our  traveller  whiled 
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away  the  time  till  he  found  himself  in  Piccadilly.  There,  a 
publisher's  shop  (and  he  had  that  keen  eye  for  shops  which 
betrays  the  stranger  in  London),  with  its  new  publications 
exposed  at  the  window,  attracted  his  notice.  Conspicuous 
amongst  the  rest  was  the  open  title-page  of  a  book,  at  the 
foot  of  which  was  placed  a  placard  with  the  enticing  words, 
"FOURTH  EDITION;  JUST  OUT,"  in  red  capitals.  The  title  of 
the  work  struck  his  irritable,  curious  fancy ;  he  walked  into 
the  shop,  asked  for  the  volume,  and  while  looking  over  the 
contents  with  muttered  ejaculations,  "Good!  capital!  Why, 
this  reminds  one  of  Home  Tooke!  What 's  the  price?  Very 
dear;  must  have  it  though, — must.  Ha,  ha!  home-thrust 
there !  "  —  while  thus  turning  over  the  leaves,  and  rending 
them  asunder  with  his  forefinger,  regardless  of  the  paper- 
cutter  extended  to  him  by  the  shopman,  a  gentleman,  push- 
ing by  him,  asked  if  the  publisher  was  at  home ;  and  as  the 
shopman,  bowing  very  low,  answered  "Yes,"  the  new-comer 
darted  into  a  little  recess  behind  the  shop.  Mr.  Tomkins, 
who  had  looked  up  very  angrily  on  being  jostled  so  uncere- 
moniously, started  and  changed  colour  when  he  saw  the  face 
of  the  offender.  "  Saints  in  heaven ! "  he  murmured  almost 
audibly,  "what  a  look  of  that  woman;  and  yet  —  no  —  it  is 
gone ! " 

"Who  is  that  gentleman?"  he  asked  abruptly,  as  he  paid 
for  his  book. 

The  shopman  smiled,  but  answered,  "I  don't  know,  sir." 

"  That 's  a  lie !  You  would  never  bow  so  low  to  a  man  you 
did  not  know !  " 

The  shopman  smiled  again.  "Why,  sir,  there  are  many 
who  come  to  this  house  who  don't  wish  us  to  know  them." 

"Ah,  I  understand;  you  are  political  publishers, — afraid 
of  libels,  I  dare  say.  Always  the  same  thing  in  this  cursed 
country ;  and  then  they  tell  us  we  are  '  free  ' !  So  I  suppose 
that  gentleman  has  written  something  William  Pitt  does  not 
like.  But  William  Pitt  —  ha  —  he  's  dead!  Very  true,  so  he 
is!  Sir,  this  little  book  seems  most  excellent;  but  in  my 
time,  a  man  would  have  been  sent  to  Newgate  for  printing  it." 

While  thus  running  on,  Mr.  Tomkins  had  edged  himself 
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pretty  close  to  the  recess  within  which  the  last-comer  had 
disappeared;  and  there,  seated  on  a  high  stool,  he  contrived 
to  read  and  to  talk  at  the  same  time,  but  his  eye  and  his  ear 
were  both  turned  every  instant  towards  the  recess. 

The  shopman,  little  suspecting  that  in  so  very  eccentric, 
garrulous  a  person  he  was  permitting  a  spy  to  encroach  upon 
the  secrets  of  the  house,  continued  to  make  up  sundry  parcels 
of  the  new  publication  which  had  so  enchanted  his  customer, 
while  he  expatiated  on  the  prodigious  sensation  the  book  had 
created,  and  while  the  customer  himself  had  already  caught 
enough  of  the  low  conversation  within  the  recess  to  be  aware 
that  the  author  of  the  book  was  the  very  person  who  had  so 
roused  his  curiosity. 

Not  till  that  gentleman,  followed  to  the  door  by  the  polite 
publisher,  had  quitted  the  shop,  did  Mr.  Tomkins  put  this 
volume  in  his  pocket,  and,  with  a  familiar  nod  at  the  shop- 
man, take  himself  off. 

He  was  scarcely  in  the  street  when  he  saw  Percival  St. 
John  leaning  out  of  his  cabriolet  and  conversing  with  the 
author  he  had  discovered.  He  halted  a  moment  irresolute ;  but 
the  young  man,  in  whom  our  reader  recognizes  John  Ard worth, 
declining  St.  John's  invitation  to  accompany  him  to  Bromp- 
ton,  resumed  his  way  through  the  throng;  the  cabriolet  drove 
on;  and  Mr.  Tomkins,  though  with  a  graver  mien  and  a 
steadier  step,  continued  his  desultory  rambles.  Meanwhile, 
John  Ardworth  strode  gloomily  back  to  his  lonely  chamber. 

There,  throwing  himself  on  the  well-worn  chair  before  the 
crowded  desk,  he  buried  his  face  in  his  hands,  and  for  some 
minutes  he  felt  all  that  profound  despondency  peculiar  to 
those  who  have  won  fame,  to  add  to  the  dark  volume  of  expe- 
rience the  conviction  of  fame's  nothingness.  For  some  min- 
utes he  felt  an  illiberal  and  ungrateful  envy  of  St.  John,  so 
fair,  so  light-hearted,  so  favoured  by  fortune,  so  rich  in 
friends,  —  in  a  mother's  love,  and  in  Helen's  half-plighted 
troth.  And  he,  from  his  very  birth,  cut  off  from  the  social 
ties  of  blood;  no  mother's  kiss  to  reward  the  toils  or  gladden 
the  sports  of  childhood;  no  father's  cheering  word  up  the 
steep  hill  of  man!  And  Helen,  for  whose  sake  he  had  so 
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often,  when  his  heart  grew  weary,  nerved  himself  again  to 
labour,  saying,  "Let  me  be  rich,  let  me  be  great,  and  then 
I  will  dare  to  tell  Helen  that  I  love  her !  "  —  Helen  smiling 
upon  another,  unconscious  of  his  pangs!  What  could  fame 
bestow  in  compensation?  What  matter  that  strangers  praised, 
and  the  babble  of  the  world's  running  stream  lingered  its 
brief  moment  round  the  pebble  in  its  way.  In  the  bitterness 
of  his  mood,  he  was  unjust  to  his  rival.  All  that  exquisite 
but  half-concealed  treasure  of  imagination  and  thought  which 
lay  beneath  the  surface  of  Helen's  childlike  smile  he  believed 
that  he  alone  —  he,  soul  of  power  and  son  of  genius  —  was 
worthy  to  discover  and  to  prize.  In  the  pride  not  unfrequent 
with  that  kingliest  of  all  aristocracies,  the  Chiefs  of  Intellect, 
he  forgot  the  grandeur  which  invests  the  attributes  of  the 
heart;  forgot  that,  in  the  lists  of  love,  the  heart  is  at  least 
the  equal  of  the  mind.  In  the  reaction  that  follows  great 
excitement,  Ardworth  had  morbidly  felt,  that  day,  his  utter 
solitude,  — felt  it  in  the  streets  through  which  he  had  passed; 
in  the  home  to  which  he  had  returned;  the  burning  tears, 
shed  for  the  first  time  since  childhood,  forced  themselves 
through  his  clasped  fingers.  At  length  he  rose,  with  a  strong 
effort  at  self-mastery,  some  contempt  of  his  weakness,  and 
much  remorse  at  his  ungrateful  envy.  He  gathered  together 
the  soiled  manuscript  and  dingy  proofs  of  his  book,  and 
thrust  them  through  the  grimy  bars  of  his  grate;  then,  open- 
ing his  desk,  he  drew  out  a  small  packet,  with  tremulous 
fingers  unfolding  paper  after  paper,  and  gazed,  with  eyes  still 
moistened,  on  the  relics  kept  till  then  in  the  devotion  of  the 
only  sentiment  inspired  by  Eros  that  had  ever,  perhaps,  soft- 
ened his  iron  nature.  These  were  two  notes  from  Helen, 
some  violets  she  had  once  given  him,  and  a  little  purse  she 
had  knitted  for  him  (with  a  playful  prophecy  of  future  for- 
tunes) when  he  had  last  left  the  vicarage.  Nor  blame  him, 
ye  who,  with  more  habitual  romance  of  temper,  and  richer 
fertility  of  imagination,  can  reconcile  the  tenderest  memories 
with  the  sternest  duties,  if  he,  with  all  his  strength,  felt  that 
the  associations  connected  with  those  tokens  would  but  ener- 
vate his  resolves  and  embitter  his  resignation.  You  can  guess 
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not  the  extent  of  the  sacrifice,  the  bitterness  of  the  pang, 
when,  averting  his  head,  he  dropped  those  relics  on  the 
hearth.  The  evidence  of  the  desultory  ambition,  the  tokens 
of  the  visionary  love,  —  the  same  flame  leaped  up  to  devour 
both!  It  was  as  the  funeral  pyre  of  his  youth! 

"So,"  he  said  to  himself,  "let  all  that  can  divert  me  from 
the  true  ends  of  my  life  consume!  Labour,  take  back  your 
son." 

An  hour  afterwards,  and  his  clerk,  returning  home,  found 
Ardworth  employed  as  calmly  as  usual  on  his  Law  Reports. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

THE  INVITATION   TO    LAUGHTON. 

THAT  day,  when  he  called  at  Brompton,  Percival  reported 
to  Madame  Dalibard  his  interview  with  the  eccentric  Mr. 
Tomkins.  Lucretia  seemed  chafed  and  disconcerted  by  the 
inquiries  with  which  that  gentleman  had  honoured  her,  and 
as  soon  as  Percival  had  gone,  she  sent  for  Varney.  He  did 
not  come  till  late;  she  repeated  to  him  what  St.  John  had 
said  of  the  stranger.  Varney  participated  in  her  uneasy 
alarm.  The  name,  indeed,  was  unknown  to  them,  nor  could 
they  conjecture  the  bearer  of  so  ordinary  a  patronymic;  but 
there  had  been  secrets  enough  in  Lucretia's  life  to  render  her 
apprehensive  of  encountering  those  who  had  known  her  in 
earlier  years;  and  Varney  feared  lest  any  rumour  reported  to 
St.  John  might  create  his  mistrust,  or  lessen  the  hold  obtained 
upon  a  victim  heretofore  so  unsuspicious.  They  both  agreed 
in  the  expediency  of  withdrawing  themselves  and  St.  John  as 
soon  as  possible  from  London,  and  frustrating  Percival 's 
chance  of  closer  intercourse  with  the  stranger,  who  had  evi- 
dently aroused  his  curiosity. 

The  next  day  Helen  was  much  indisposed;  and  the  symp- 
toms grew  so  grave  towards  the  evening  that  Madame  Dali- 
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bard  expressed  alarm,  and  willingly  suffered  Percival  (who 
had  only  been  permitted  to  see  Helen  for  a  few  minutes, 
when  her  lassitude  was  so  extreme  that  she  was  obliged  to 
retire  to  her  room)  to  go  in  search  of  a  physician.  He  re- 
turned with  one  of  the  most  eminent  of  the  faculty.  On  the 
way  to  Brompton,  in  reply  to  the  questions  of  Dr.  ,  Per- 
cival spoke  of  the  dejection  to  which  Helen  was  occasionally 

subject,  and  this  circumstance  confirmed  Dr.  ,  after  he 

had  seen  his  patient,  in  his  view  of  the  case.  In  addition  to 
some  feverish  and  inflammatory  symptoms  which  he  trusted 
his  prescriptions  would  speedily  remove,  he  found  great  ner- 
vous debility,  and  willingly  fell  in  with  the  casual  suggestion 
of  Varney,  who  was  present,  that  a  change  of  air  would  greatly 
improve  Miss  Mainwaring's  general  health,  as  soon  as  the 
temporary  acute  attack  had  subsided.  He  did  not  regard  the 
present  complaint  very  seriously,  and  reassured  poor  Percival 
by  his  cheerful  mien  and  sanguine  predictions.  Percival  re- 
mained at  the  house  the  whole  day,  and  had  the  satisfaction, 
before  he  left,  of  hearing  that  the  remedies  had  already 
abated  the  fever,  and  that  Helen  had  fallen  into  a  profound 
sleep.  Walking  back  to  town  with  Varney,  the  last  said 
hesitatingly,  — 

"  You  were  saying  to  me  the  other  day  that  you  feared  you 
should  have  to  go  for  a  few  days  both  to  Vernon  Grange  and 
to  Laughton,  as  your  steward  wished  to  point  out  to  you  some 
extensive  alterations  in  the  management  of  your  woods  to 
commence  this  autumn.  As  you  were  so  soon  coming  of  age, 
Lady  Mary  desired  that  her  directions  should  yield  to  your 
own.  Now,  since  Helen  is  recommended  change  of  air,  why 
not  invite  Madame  Dalibard  to  visit  you  at  one  of  these 
places?  I  would  suggest  Laughton.  My  poor  mother-in-law 
I  know  longs  to  revisit  the  scenes  of  her  youth,  and  you  could 
not  compliment  or  conciliate  her  more  than  by  such  an 
invitation." 

"Oh,"  said  Percival,  joyfully,  "it  would  realize  the  fondest 
dream  of  my  heart  to  see  Helen  under  the  old  roof -tree  of 
Laughton;  but  as  my  mother  is  abroad,  and  there  is  therefore 
no  lady  to  receive  them,  perhaps  —  " 
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"Why,"  interrupted  Varney,  "Madame  Dalibard  herself  is 
almost  the  very  person  whom  les  bienstances  might  induce  you 
to  select  to  do  the  honours  of  your  house  in  Lady  Mary's 
absence,  not  only  as  kinswoman  to  yourself,  but  as  the  nearest 
surviving  relative  of  Sir  Miles, — the  most  immediate  de- 
scendant of  the  St.  .Johns ;  her  mature  years  and  decorum  of 
life,  her  joint  kindred  to  Helen  and  yourself,  surely  remove 
every  appearance  of  impropriety." 

"If  she  thinks  so,  certainly;  I  am  no  accurate  judge  of 
such  formalities.  You  could  not  oblige  me  more,  Varney, 
than  in  pre-obtaining  her  consent  to  the  proposal.  Helen  at 
Laughton!  Oh,  blissful  thought!  " 

"And  in  what  air  would  she  be  so  likely  to  revive?"  said 
Varney ;  but  his  voice  was  thick  and  husky. 

The  ideas  thus  presented  to  him  almost  banished  anxiety 
from  Percival's  breast.  In  a  thousand  delightful  shapes  they 
haunted  him  during  the  sleepless  night;  and  when,  the  next 
morning,  he  found  that  Helen  was  surprisingly  better,  he 
pressed  his  invitation  upon  Madame  Dalibard  with  a  warmth 
that  made  her  cheek  yet  more  pale,  and  the  hand,  which 
the  boy  grasped  as  he  pleaded,  as  cold  as  the  dead.  But 
she  briefly  consented,  and  Percival,  allowed  a  brief  inter- 
view with  Helen,  had  the  rapture  to  see  her  smile  in  a 
delight  as  childlike  as  his  own  at  the  news  he  communi- 
cated, and  listen  with  swimming  eye  when  he  dwelt  on  the 
walks  they  should  take  together  amidst  haunts  to  become 
henceforth  dear  to  her  as  to  himself.  Fairyland  dawned 
before  them. 

The  visit  of  the  physician  justified  Percival's  heightened 
spirits.  All  the  acuter  symptoms  had  vanished  already.  He 
sanctioned  his  patient's  departure  from  town  as  soon  as 
Madame  Dalibard's  convenience  would  permit,  and  recom- 
mended only  a  course  of  restorative  medicines  to  strengthen 
the  nervous  system,  which  was  to  commence  with  the  follow- 
ing morning,  and  be  persisted  in  for  some  weeks.  He  dwelt 
much  on  the  effect  to  be  derived  from  taking  these  medicines 
the  first  thing  in  the  day,  as  soon  as  Helen  woke.  Varney 
and  Madame  Dalibard  exchanged  a  rapid  glance,  Charmed 
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with  the  success  that  in  this  instance  had  attended  the  skill 
of  the  great  physician,  Percival,  in  his  usual  zealous  benevo- 
lence, now  eagerly  pressed  upon  Madame  Dalibard  the  wis- 
dom of  consulting  Dr.  for  her  own  malady;  and  the 

doctor,  putting  on  his  spectacles  and  drawing  his  chair  nearer 
to  the  frowning  cripple,  began  to  question  her  of  her  state. 
But  Madame  Dalibard  abruptly  and  discourteously  put  a  stop 
to  all  interrogatories :  she  had  already  exhausted  all  remedies 
art  could  suggest;  she  had  become  reconciled  to  her  deplora- 
ble infirmity,  and  lost  all  faith  in  physicians.  Some  day  or 
other  she  might  try  the  baths  at  Egra,  but  till  then  she  must 
be  permitted  to.  suffer  undisturbed. 

The  doctor,  by  no  means  wishing  to  undertake  a  case  of 
chronic  paralysis,  rose  smilingly,  and  with  a  liberal  confes- 
sion that  the  German  baths  were  sometimes  extremely  effica- 
cious in  such  complaints,  pressed  Percival 's  outstretched  hand, 
then  slipped  his  own  into  his  pocket,  and  bowed  his  way  out 
of  the  room. 

Believed  from  all  apprehension,  Percival  very  good- 
humouredly  received  the  hint  of  Madame  Dalibard  that 
the  excitement  through  which  she  had  gone  for  the  last 
twenty-four  hours  rendered  her  unfit  for  his  society,  and 
went  home  to  write  to  Laughton  and  prepare  all  things  for 
the  reception  of  his  guests.  Varney  accompanied  him.  Per- 
cival found  Beck  in  the  hall,  already  much  altered,  and  em- 
bellished, by  a  new  suit  of  livery.  The  ex-sweeper  stared 
hard  at  Varney,  who,  without  recognizing,  in  so  smart  a 
shape,  the  squalid  tatterdemalion  who  had  lighted  him  up 
the  stairs  to  Mr.  Grabman's  apartments,  passed  him  by  into 
Percival's  little  study,  on  the  ground-floor. 

"Well,  Beck,"  said  Percival,  ever  mindful  of  others,  and 
attributing  his  groom's  astonished  gaze  at  Varney  to  his  admi- 
ration of  that  gentleman's  showy  exterior,  "  I  shall  send  you 
down  to  the  country  to-morrow  with  two  of  the  horses;  so 
you  may  have  to-day  to  yourself  to  take  leave  of  your  nurse. 
I  flatter  myself  you  will  find  her  rooms  a  little  more  comfort- 
able than  they  were  yesterday." 

Beck  heard  with  a  bursting  heart;  and  his  master,  giving 

23 
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him  a  cheering  tap  on  the  shoulder,  left  him  to  find  his  way 
into  the  streets  and  to  Becky's  abode. 

He  found,  indeed,  that  the  last  had  already  undergone  the 
magic  transformation  which  is  ever  at  the  command  of  godl ike- 
wealth.  Mrs.  Mivers,  who  was  naturally  prompt  arid  active, 
had  had  pleasure  in  executing  Percival's  commission.  Early 
in  the  morning,  floors  had  been  scrubbed,  the  windows  cleaned, 
the  ventilator  fixed;  then  followed  porters  with  chairs  and 
tables,  and  a  wonderful  Dutch  clock,  and  new  bedding,  and 
a  bright  piece  of  carpet;  and  then  came  two  servants  belong- 
ing to  Mrs.  Mivers  to  arrange  the  chattels ;  and  finally,  when 
all  was  nearly  completed,  the  Avatar  of  Mrs.  Mivers  herself, 
to  give  the  last  finish  with  her  own  mittened  hands  and  in 
her  own  housewifely  apron. 

The  good  lady  was  still  employed  in  ranging  a  set  of  tea- 
cups on  the  shelves  of  the  dresser  when  Beck  entered ;  and 
his  old  nurse,  in  the  overflow  of  her  gratitude,  hobbled  up 
to  her  foundling  and  threw  her  arms  round  his  neck. 

"That's  right!"  said  Mrs.  Mivers,  good-humouredly,  turn- 
ing round,  and  wiping  the  tear  from  her  eye.  "You  ought  to 
make  much  of  him,  poor  lad,  —  he  has  turned  out  a  godsend 
indeed;  and,  upon  my  word,  he  looks  very  respectable  in  his 
new  clothes.  But  what  is  this,  — a  child's  coral?"  as,  open- 
ing a  drawer  in  the  dresser,  she  discovered  Beck's  treasure. 
"  Dear  me,  it  is  a  very  handsome  one ;  why,  these  bells  look 
like  gold !  "  and  suspicion  of  her  prottytfs  honesty  for  a  mo- 
ment contracted  her  thoughtful  brow.  "However  on  earth 
did  you  come  by  this,  Mrs.  Becky?  " 

"Sure  and  sartin,"  answered  Becky,  dropping  her  muti- 
lated coxirtesy,  "I  be's  glad  it  be  found  now,  instead  of  sum 
days  afore,  or  I  might  have  been  vicked  enough  to  let  it  go 
with  the  rest  to  the  pop-shop;  and  I  'm  sure  the  times  out  of 
mind  ven  that  'ere  boy  was  a  h-urchin  that  I  've  risted  the 
timtashung  and  said,  '  No,  Becky  Carruthers,  that  maun't  go 
to  my  h-uncle's ! ' ' 

"And  why  not,  my  good  woman?" 

"Lor'  love  you,  marm,  if  that  curril  could  speak,  who 
knows  vot  it  might  say, — eh,  lad,  who  knows?  You  sees, 
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inarm,  my  good  man  had  not  a  long  been  dead ;  I  could  not  a 
get  no  vork  no  vays.  '  Becky  Carruthers, '  says  I,  '  you  must 
go  out  in  the  streets  a  begging! '  I  niver  thought  I  should  a 
come  to  that.  But  my  poor  husband,  you  sees,  marm,  fell 
from  a  scaffol',  — as  good  a  man  as  hever  —  " 

"Yes,  yes,  you  told  me  all  that  before,"  said  Mrs.  Mivers, 
growing  impatient,  and  already  diverted  from  her  interest  in 
the  coral  by  a  new  cargo,  all  bright  from  the  tinman,  which, 
indeed,  no  less  instantaneously,  absorbed  the  admiration  both 
of  Beck  and  his  nurse.  And  what  with  the  inspection  of 
these  articles,  and  the  comments  each  provoked,  the  coral 
rested  in  peace  on  the  dresser  till  Mrs.  Mivers,  when  just 
about  to  renew  her  inquiries,  was  startled  by  the  sound  of  the 
Dutch  clock  striking  four, — a  voice  which  reminded  her  of 
the  lapse  of  time  and  her  own  dinner-hour.  So,  with  many 
promises  to  call  again  and  have  a  good  chat  with  her  humble 
friend,  she  took  her  departure,  amidst  the  blessings  of 
Becky,  and  the  less  noisy,  but  not  less  grateful,  salutations 
of  Beck. 

Very  happy  was  the  evening  these  poor  creatures  passed 
together  over  their  first  cup  of  tea  from  the  new  bright  copper 
kettle  and  the  almost  forgotten  luxury  of  crumpets,  in  which 
their  altered  circumstances  permitted  them  without  extrava- 
gance to  indulge.  In  the  course  of  conversation  Beck  com- 
municated how  much  he  had  been  astonished  by  recognizing 
the  visitor  of  Grabman,  the  provoker  of  the  irritable  grave - 
stealer,  in  the  familiar  companion  of  his  master;  and  when 
Becky  told  him  how  often,  in  the  domestic  experience  her 
vocation  of  charing  had  accumulated,  she  had  heard  of  the 
ruin  brought  on  rich  young  men  by  gamblers  and  sharpers, 
Beck  promised  to  himself  to  keep  a  sharp  eye  on  Grabman's 
showy  acquaintance.  "For  master  is  but  a  babe,  like,"  said 
he,  majestically;  "and  I'd  be  cut  into  mincemeat  afore  I  'd 
let  an  'air  on  his  'ead  come  to  'arm,  if  so  be  's  h-as  'ow  I  could 
perwent  it." 

We  need  not  say  that  his  nurse  confirmed  him  in  these  good 
resolutions. 

"And  now,"  said  Beck,  when  the  time  came  for  parting, 
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"you'll  keep  from  the  gin-shop,  old  'oman,  and  not  shame 
the  young  master?" 

"  Sartin  sure, "  answered  Becky ;  "  it  is  only  ven  vun  is  down 
in  the  vorld  that  vun  goes  to  the  licker-shop.  Now,  h-indeed," 
—  and  she  looked  round  very  proudly,  —  "I  'as  a  fspectable 
stashion,  and  I  vould  n't  go  for  to  lower  it,  and  let  'em  say 
that  Becky  Carruthers  does  not  know  how  to  conduct  herself. 
The  curril  will  be  safe  enuff  now;  but  p'r'aps  you  had  best 
take  it  yourself,  lad." 

"  Vot  should  I  do  vith  it?  I  've  had  enuff  of  the  'sponsi- 
bility.  Put  it  up  in  a  'ankerchiff,  and  p'r'aps  ven  master  gets 
married,  and  'as  a  babby  vots  teethin',  he  vil  say,  '  Thank 
ye,  Beck,  for  your  curril.'  Vould  not  that  make  us  proud, 
mammy  ?  " 

Chuckling  heartily  at  that  vision,  Beck  kissed  his  nurse, 
and  trying  hard  to  keep  himself  upright,  and  do  credit  to 
the  dignity  of  his  cloth,  returned  to  his  new  room  over 
the  stables. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

THE  WAKING   OF   THE   SERPENT. 

AND  how,  0  Poet  of  the  sad  belief,  and  eloquence  "like 
ebony,  at  once  dark  and  splendid, vl  how  couldst  thou,  august 
Lucretius,  deem  it  but  sweet  to  behold  from  the  steep  the 
strife  of  the  great  sea.,  or,  safe  from  the  peril,  gaze  on  the 
wrath  of  the  battle,  or,  serene  in  the  temples  of  the  wise, 
look  afar  on  the  wanderings  of  human  error?  Is  it  so  sweet 
to  survey  the  ills  from  which  thou  art  delivered?  Shall  not 
the  strong  law  of  SYMPATHY  find  thee  out,  and  thy  heart 
rebuke  thy  philosophy?  Not  sweet,  indeed,  can  be  man's 
shelter  in  self  when  he  says  to  the  storm,  "  I  have  no  bark 
on  the  sea;"  or  to  the  gods  of  the  battle,  "I  have  no  son  in 

1  It  was  said  of  Tertullian  that  "  his  style  was  like  ebony,  dark  and 
splendid." 
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the  slaughter ; "  when  he  smiles  unmoved  upon  Woe,  and 
murmurs,  "Weep  on,  for  these  eyes  know  no  tears;"  when, 
unappalled,  he  beholdeth  the  black  deeds  of  crime,  and  cries 
to  his  conscience,  "Thou  art  calm."  Yet  solemn  is  the  sight 
to  him  who  lives  in  all  life,  —  seeks  for  Nature  in  the  storm, 
and  Providence  in  the  battle;  loses  self  in  the  woe;  probes 
his  heart  in  the  crime;  and  owns  no  philosophy  that  sets  him 
free  from  the  fetters  of  man.  Not  in  vain  do  we  scan  all  the 
contrasts  in  the  large  framework  of  civilized  earth  if  we  note 
"when  the  dust  groweth  into  hardness,  and  the  clods  cleave 
fast  together."  Range,  0  Art,  through  all  space,  clasp  to- 
gether in  extremes,  shake  idle  wealth  from  its  lethargy,  and 
bid  States  look  in  hovels  where  the  teacher  is  dumb,  and  Rea- 
son unweeded  runs  to  rot!  Bid  haughty  Intellect  pause  in  its 
triumph,  and  doubt  if  mtellect  alone  can  deliver  the  soul  from 
its  tempters !  Only  that  lives  uncorrupt  which  preserves  in 
all  seasons  the  human  affections  in  which  the  breath  of  God 
breathes  and  is.  Go  forth  to  the  world,  0  Art,  go  forth  to 
the  innocent,  the  guilty,  the  wise,  and  the  dull;  go  forth  as 
the  still  voice  of  Fate !  Speak  of  the  insecurity  even  of  good- 
ness below ;  carry  on  the  rapt  vision  of  suffering  Virtue  through 
"the  doors  of  the  shadows  of  death;  "  show  the  dim  revelation 
symbolled  forth  in  the  Tragedy  of  old,  —  how  incomplete  is 
man's  destiny,  how  undeveloped  is  the  justice  divine,  if 
Antigone  sleep  eternally  in  the  ribs  of  the  rock,  and  (Edipus 
vanish  forever  in  the  Grove  of  the  Furies.  Here  below,  "  the 
waters  are  hid  with  a  stone,  and  the  face  of  the  deep  is 
frozen;"  but  above  liveth  He  "who  can  bind  the  sweet  influ- 
ence of  the  Pleiades,  and  loose  the  bands  of  Orion."  Go  with 
Fate  over  the  bridge,  and  she  vanishes  in  the  land  beyond  the 
gulf!  Behold  where  the  Eternal  demands  Eternity  for  the 
progress  of  His  creatures  and  the  vindication  of  His  justice ! 
It  was  past  midnight,  and  Lucretia  sat  alone  in  her  dreary 
room;  her  head  buried  on  her  bosom,  her  eyes  fixed  on  the 
ground,  her  hands  resting  on  her  knees,  —  it  was  an  image  of 
inanimate  prostration  and  decrepitude  that  might  have  moved 
compassion  to  its  depth.  The  door  opened,  and  Martha  en- 
tered, to  assist  Madame  Dalibard,  as  usual,  to  retire  to  rest. 
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Her  mistress  slowly  raised  her  eyes  at  the  noise  of  the  open- 
ing door,  and  those  eyes  took  their  searching,  penetrating 
acuteness  as  they  fixed  upon  the  florid  nor  uncomely  counte- 
nance of  the  waiting-woman. 

In  her  starched  cap,  her  sober-coloured  stuff  gown,  in  her 
prim,  quiet  manner  and  a  certain  sanctified  demureness  of 
aspect,  there  was  something  in  the  first  appearance  of  this 
woman  that  impressed  you  with  the  notion  of  respectability, 
and  inspired  confidence  in  those  steady  good  qualities  which 
we  seek  in  a  trusty  servant.  But  more  closely  examined,  an 
habitual  observer  might  have  found  much  to  qualify,  perhaps 
to  disturb,  his  first  prepossessions.  The  exceeding  lowness 
of  the  forehead,  over  which  that  stiff,  harsh  hair  was  so  puri- 
tanically parted;  the  severe  hardness  of  those  thin,  small  lips, 
so  pursed  up  and  constrained ;  even  a  certain  dull  cruelty  in 
those  light,  cold  blue  eyes,  —  might  have  caused  an  uneasy 
sentiment,  almost  approaching  to  fear.  The  fat  grocer's 
spoilt  child  instinctively  recoiled  from  her  when  she  entered 
the  shop  to  make  her  household  purchases;  the  old,  gray- 
whiskered  terrier  dog  at  the  public-house  slunk  into  the  tap 
when  she  crossed  the  threshold. 

Madame  Dalibard  silently  suffered  herself  to  be  wheeled 
into  the  adjoining  bedroom,  and  the  process  of  disrobing  was 
nearly  completed  before  she  said  abruptly,  — 

"So  you  attended  Mr.  Varney's  uncle  in  his  last  illness. 
Did  he  suffer  much?  " 

"He  was  a  poor  creature  at  best,"  answered  Martha;  "but 
he  gave  me  a  deal  of  trouble  afore  he  went.  He  was  a  scranny 
corpse  when  I  strecked  him  out." 

Madame  Dalibard  shrank  from  the  hands  at  that  moment 
employed  upon  herself,  and  said,  — 

"  It  was  not,  then,  the  first  corpse  you  have  laid  out  for  the 
grave?" 

"Not  by  many." 

"And  did  any  of  those  you  so  prepared  die  of  the  same 
complaint?  " 

"I  can't  say,  I'm  sure,"  returned  Martha.  "I  never 
inquires  how  folks  die;  my  bizness  was  to  nurse  'em  till 
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all  was  over,  and  then  to  sit  up.  As  they  say  in  my  coun- 
try, '  Riving  Pike  wears  a  hood  when  the  weather  bodes 
ill.'"1 

"And  when  you  sat'  up  with  Mr.  Varney's  uncle,  did  you 
feel  no  fear  in  the  dead  of  the  night,  —  that  corpse  before  you, 
no  fear?  " 

"  Young  Mr.  Varney  said  I  should  coine  to  no  harm.  Oh, 
he's  a  clever  man!  What  should  I  fear,  ma'am?"  answered 
Martha,  with  a  horrid  simplicity. 

"  You  have  belonged  to  a  very  religious  sect,  1  think  I  have 
heard  you  say,  — a  sect  not  unfamiliar  to  me;  a  sect  to  which 
great  crime  is  very  rarely  known  ?  " 

"Yes,  ma'am,  some  of  'em  be  tame  enough,  but  others  be 
weel 2  deep !  " 

"You  do  not  believe  what  they  taught  you?" 

"I  did  when  I  was  young  and  silly." 

"  And  what  disturbed  your  belief?  " 

"  Ma'am,  the  man  what  taught  me,  and  my  mother  afore 
me,  was  the  first  I  ever  kep'  company  with,"  answered 
Martha,  without  a  change  in  her  florid  hue,  which  seemed 
fixed  in  her  cheek,  as  the  red  in  an  autumn  leaf.  "  After  he 
had  ruined  me,  as  the  girls  say,  he  told  me  as  how  it  was  all 
sham!" 

"You  loved  him,  then?" 

"The  man  was  well  enough,  ma'am,  and  he  behaved  hand- 
some and  got  me  a  husband.  I  've  known  better  days." 

"You  sleep  well  at  night?" 

"Yes,  ma'am,  thank  you;  I  loves  my  bed." 

"I  have  done  with  you,"  said  Madame  Dalibard,  stifling  a 
groan,  as  now,  placed  in  her  -bed,  she  turned  to  the  wall. 
Martha  extinguished  the  candle,  leaving  it  on  the  table  by 
the  bed,  with  a  book  and  a  box  of  matches,  for  Madame  Dali- 
bard was  a  bad  sleeper,  and  often  read  in  the  night.  She 
then  drew  the  curtains  and  went  her  way. 

1  If  Riving  Pike  do  wear  a  hood, 
The  day,  be  sure,  will  ne'er  be  good. 

A  Lancashire  Distich. 

2  Weel,  —  whirlpool. 
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It  might  be  an  hour  after  Martha  had  retired  to  rest  that  a 
hand  was  stretched  from  the  bed,  that  the  candle  was  lighted, 
and  Lucretia  Dalibard  rose;  with  a  sudden  movement  she 
threw  aside  the  coverings,  and  stood  in  her  long  night-gear 
on  the  floor.  Yes,  the  helpless,  paralyzed  cripple  rose,  was 
on  her  feet,  —  tall,  elastic,  erect !  It  was  as  a  resuscitation 
from  the  grave.  Never  was  change  more  startling  than  that 
simple  action  effected,  —  not  in  the  form  alone,  but  the  whole 
character  of  the  face.  The  solitary  light  streamed  upward  on 
a  countenance  on  every  line  of  which  spoke  sinister  power 
and  strong  resolve.  If  you  had  ever  seen  r  or  before  in  her 
false,  crippled  state,  prostrate  and  helpless,  and  could  have 
seen  her  then,  — those  eyes,  if  haggard  still,  now  full  of  life 
and  vigour;  that  frame,  if  spare,  towering  aloft  in  command- 
ing stature,  perfect  in  its  proportions  as  a  Grecian  image  of 
Nemesis,  —  your  amaze  would  have  merged  into  terror,  so 
preternatural  did  the  transformation  appear,  so  did  aspect 
and  bearing  contradict  the  very  character  of  her  sex,  uniting 
the  two  elements  most  formidable  in  man  or  in  fiend,  —  wick- 
edness and  power. 

She  stood  a  moment  motionless,  breathing  loud,  as  if  it 
were  a  joy  to  breathe  free  from  restraint;  and  then,  lifting 
the  light,  and  gliding  to  the  adjoining  room,  she  unlocked  a 
bureau  in  the  corner,  and  bent  over  a  small  casket,  which  she 
opened  with  a  secret  spring. 

Reader,  cast  back  your  eye  to  that  passage  in  this  history 
when  Lucretia  Clavering  took  down  the  volume  from  the 
niche  in  the  tapestried  chamber  at  Laughton,  and  numbered, 
in  thought,  the  hours  left  to  her  uncle's  life.  Look  back  on 
the  ungrateful  thought;  behold  how  it  has  swelled  and  ripened 
into  the  guilty  deed!  There,  in  that  box,  Death  guards  his 
treasure  crypt.  There,  all  the  science  of  Hades  numbers  its 
murderous  inventions.  As  she  searched  for  the  ingredients 
her  design  had  pre-selected, '  something  heavier  than  those 
small  packets  she  deranged  fell  to  the  bottom  of  the  box  with 
a  low  and  hollow  sound.  She  started  at  the  noise,  and  then 
smiled,  in  scorn  of  her  momentary  fear,  as  she  took  up  the 
ring  that  had  occasioned  the  sound,  —  a  ring  plain  and  solid, 
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like  those  used  as  signets  in  the  Middle  Ages,  with  a  large 
dull  opal  in  the  centre.  What  secret  could  that  bauble  have 
in  common  with  its  ghastly  companions  in  Death's  crypt? 
This  had  been  found  amongst  Olivier's  papers;  a  note  iu  that 
precious  manuscript,  which  had  given  to  the  hands  of  his  suc- 
cessors the  keys  of  the  grave,  had  discovered  the  mystery  of 
its  uses.  By  the  pressure  of  the  hand,  at  the  touch  of  a  con- 
cealed spring,  a  barbed  point  flew  forth  steeped  in  venom 
more  deadly  than  the  Indian  extracts  from  the  bag  of  the 
cobar  de  capello,  —  a  venom  to  which  no  antidote  is  known, 
which  no  test  can  detect.  It  corrupts  the  whole  mass  of  the 
blood ;  it  mounts  in  frenzy  and  fire  to  the  brain ;  it  rends  the 
soul  from  the  body  in  spasm  and  convulsion.  But  examine 
the  dead,  and  how  divine  the  effect  of  the  cause!  How  go 
back  to  the  records  of  the  Borgias,  and  amidst  all  the  scepti- 
cisms of  times  in  which,  happily,  such  arts  are  unknown, 
unsuspected,  learn  from  the  hero  of  Machiavel  how  a  clasp  of 
the  hand  can  get  rid  of  a  foe !  Easier  and  more  natural  to 
point  to  the  living  puncture  in  the  skin,  and  the  swollen  flesh 
round  it,  and  dilate  on  the  danger  a  rusty  nail  —  nay,  a  pin  — 
can  engender  when  the  humours  are  peccant  and  the  blood  is 
impure!  The  fabrication  of  that  bauble,  the  discovery  of 
Borgia's  device,  was  the  masterpiece  in  the  science  of  Dali- 
bard, —  a  curious  and  philosophical  triumph  of  research,  hith- 
erto unused  by  its  inventor  and  his  heirs ;  for  that  casket  is 
rich  in  the  choice  of  more  gentle  materials :  but  the  use  yet 
may  come.  As  she  gazed  on  the  ring,  there  was  a  complacent 
and  proud  expression  on  Lucretia's  face. 

"  Dumb  token  of  Caesar  Borgia, "  she  murmured,  —  "  him  of 
the  wisest  head  and  the  boldest  hand  that  ever  grasped  at 
empire,  whom  Machiavel,  the  virtuous,  rightly  praised  as  the 
model  of  accomplished  ambition!  Why  should  I  falter  in  the 
paths  which  he  trod  with  his  royal  step,  only  because  my  goal 
is  not  a  throne?  Every  circle  is  as  complete  in  itself,  whether 
rounding  a  globule  or  a  star.  Why  groan  in  the  belief  that 
the  mind  defiles  itself  by  the  darkness  through  which  it  glides 
on  its  object,  or  the  mire  through  which  it  ascends  to  the  hill? 
Murderer  as  he  was,  poisoner,  and  fratricide,  did  blood  clog 
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his  intellect,  or  crime  impoverish  the  luxury  of  his  genius? 
Was  his  verse  less  melodious,1  or  his  love  of  art  less  intense, 
or  his  eloquence  less  persuasive,  because  he  sought  to  remove 
every  barrier,  revenge  every  wrong,  crush  every  foe?" 

In  the  wondrous  corruption  to  which  her  mind  had  de- 
scended, thus  murmured  Lucretia.  Intellect  had  been  so 
long  made  her  sole  god  that  the  very  monster  of  history  was 
lifted  to  her  reverence  by  his  ruthless  intellect  alone,  —  lifted 
in  that  mood  of  feverish  excitement  when  conscience,  often 
less  silenced,  lay  crushed,  under  the  load  of  the  deed  to  come, 
into  an  example  and  a  guide. 

Though  at  times,  when  looking  back,  oppressed  by  the 
blackest  despair,  no  remorse  of  the  past  ever  weakened  those 
nerves  when  the  Hour  called  up  its  demon,  and  the  Will  ruled 
the  rest  of  the  human  being  as  a  machine. 

She  replaced  the  ring,  she  reclosed  the  casket,  relocked  its 
depository;  then  passed  again  into  the  adjoining  chamber. 

A  few  minutes  afterwards,  and  the  dim  light  that  stole 
from  the  heavens  (in  which  the  moon  was  partially  overcast) 
through  the  casement  on  the  staircase  rested  on  a  shapeless 
figure  robed  in  black  from  head  to  foot,  —  a  figure  so  obscure 
and  undefinable  in  outline,  so  suited  to  the  gloom  in  its  hue, 
so  stealthy  and  rapid  in  its  movements,  that  had  you  started 
from  sleep  and  seen  it  on  your  floor,  you  would  perforce  have 
deemed  that  your  fancy  had  befooled  you ! 

Thus  darkly,  through  the  darkness,  went  the  Poisoner  to 
her  prey. 

1  It  is  well  known  that  Caesar  Borgia  was  both  a  munificent  patron  and  an 
exquisite  appreciator  of  art ;  well  known  also  are  his  powers  of  persuasion : 
but  the  general  reader  may  not,  perhaps,  be  acquainted  with  the  fact  that  this 
terrible  criminal  was  also  a  poet. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

RETROSPECT. 

WE  have  now  arrived  at  that  stage  in  this  history  when  it 
is  necessary  to  look  back  on  the  interval  in  Lucretia's  life,  — 
between  the  death  of  Dalibard,  and  her  reintroduction  in  the 
second  portion  of  our  tale. 

One  day,  without  previous  notice  or  warning,  Lucretia 
arrived  at  William  Mainwaring's  house;  she  was  in  the  deep 
weeds  of  widowhood,  and  that  garb  of  mourning  sufficed  to 
add  Susan's  tenderest  commiseration  to  the  warmth  of  her 
affectionate  welcome.  Lucretia  appeared  to  have  forgiven  the 
past,  and  to  have  conquered  its  more  painful  recollections; 
she  was  gentle  to  Susan,  though  she  rather  suffered  than 
returned  her  caresses;  she  was  open  and  frank  to  William. 
Both  felt  inexpressibly  grateful  for  her  visit,  the  forgiveness 
it  betokened,  and  the  confidence  it  implied.  At  this  time  no 
condition  could  be  more  promising  and  prosperous  than  that 
of  the  young  banker.  From  the  first  the  most  active  partner 
in  the  bank,  he  had  now  virtually  almost  monopolized  the 
business.  The  senior  partner  was  old  and  infirm;  the  second 
had  a  bucolic  turn,  and  was  much  taken  up  by  the  care  of  a 
large  farm  he  had  recently  purchased;  so  that  Mainwaring, 
more  and  more  trusted  and  honoured,  became  the  sole  manag- 
ing administrator  of  the  firm.  Business  throve  in  his  able 
hands;  and  with  patient  and  steady  perseverance  there  was 
little  doubt  but  that,  before  middle  age  was  attained,  his  com- 
petence would  have  swelled  into  a  fortune  sufficient  to  justify 
him  in  realizing  the  secret  dream  of  his  heart,  —  the  parlia- 
mentary representation  of  the  town,  in  which  he  had  already 
secured  the  affection  and  esteem  of  the  inhabitants. 

It  was  not  long  before  Lucretia  detected  the  ambition 
William's  industry  but  partially  concealed;  it  was  not  long 
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before,  with  the  ascendency  natural  to  her  will  and  her  tal- 
ents, she  began  to  exercise  considerable,  though  unconscious, 
influence  over  a  man  in  whom  a  thousand  good  qualities  and 
some  great  talents  were  unhappily  accompanied  by  infirm  pur- 
pose and  weak  resolutions.  The  ordinary  conversation  of 
Lucretia  unsettled  his  mind  and  inflamed  his  vanity,  —  a 
conversation  able,  aspiring,  full  both  of  knowledge  drawn 
from  books  and  of  that  experience  of  public  men  which  her 
residence  in  Paris  (whereon,  with  its  new  and  greater  Charle- 
magne, the  eyes  of  the  world  were  turned)  had  added  to  her 
acquisitions  in  the  lore  of  human  life.  Nothing  more  disturbs 
a  mind  like  William  Mainwaring's  than  that  species  of  elo- 
quence which  rebukes  its  patience  in  'the  present  by  inflaming 
all  its  hopes  in  the  future.  Lucretia  had  none  of  the  charm- 
ing babble  of  women,  none  of  that  tender  interest  in  house- 
hold details,  in  the  minutiae  of  domestic  life,  which  relaxes  the 
intellect  while  softening  the  heart.  Hard  and  vigorous,  her 
sentences  came  forth  in  eternal  appeal  to  the  reason,  or 
address  to  the  sterner  passions  in  which  love  has  no  share. 
Beside  this  strong  thinker,  poor  Susan's  sweet  talk  seemed 
frivolous  and  inane.  Her  soft  hold  upon  Mainwaring  loos- 
ened. He  ceased  to  consult  her  upon  business;  he  began  to 
repine  that  the  partner  of  his  lot  could  have  little  sympathy 
with  his  dreams.  More  often  and  more  bitterly  now  did  his 
discontented  glance,  in  his  way  homeward,  rove  to  the  roof- 
tops of  the  rural  member  for  the  town;  more  eagerly  did  he 
read  the  parliamentary  debates ;  more  heavily  did  he  sigh  at 
the  thought  of  eloquence  denied  a  vent,  and  ambition  delayed 
in  its  career. 

When  arrived  at  this  state  of  mind,  Lucretia' s  conversation 
took  a  more  worldly,  a  more  practical  turn.  Her  knowledge 
of  the  speculators  of  Paris  instructed  her  pictures  of  bold 
ingenuity  creating  sudden  wealth ;  she  spoke  of  fortunes  made 
in  a  day,  — of.  parvenus  bursting  into  millionnaires;  of  wealth 
as  the  necessary  instrument  of  ambition,  as  the  arch  ruler  of 
the  civilized  world.  Never  once,  be  it  observed,  in  these 
temptations,  did  Lucretia  address  herself  to  the  heart;  the 
ordinary  channels  of,  vulgar  seduction  were  disdained  by  her. 
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She  would  not  have  stooped  so  low  as  Mainwaring's  love, 
could  she  have  commanded  or  allured  it ;  she  was  willing  to 
leave  to  Susan  the  husband  reft  from  her  own  passionate 
youth,  but  leave  him  with  the  brand  on  his  brow  and  the 
worm  at  his  heart,  —  a  scoff  and  a  wreck. 

At  this  time  there  was  in  that  market-town  one  of  those 
adventurous,  speculative  men,  who  are  the  more  dangerous 
impostors  because  imposed  upon  by  their  own  sanguine  chi- 
meras, who  have  a  plausibility  in  their  calculations,  an  earnest- 
ness in  their  arguments,  which  account  for  the  dupes  they 
daily  make  in  our  most  sober  and  wary  of  civilized  commu- 
nities. Unscrupulous  in  their  means,  yet  really  honest  in  the 
belief  that  their  objects  can  be  attained,  they  are  at  once  the 
rogues  and  fanatics  of  Mammon.  This  person  was  held  to 
have  been  fortunate  in  some  adroit  speculations  in  the  corn 
trade,  and  he  was  brought  too  frequently  into  business  with 
Mainwaring  not  to  be  a  frequent  visitor  at  the  house.  In 
him  Lucretia  saw  the  very  instrument  of  her  design.  She 
led  him  on  to  talk  of  business  as  a  game,  of  money  as  a  real- 
izer  of  cent  per  cent;  she  drew  him  into  details,  she  praised 
him,  she  admired.  In  his  presence  she  seemed  only  to  hear 
him;  in  his  absence,  musingly,  she  started  from  silence  to 
exclaim  on  the  acuteness  of  his  genius  and  the  accuracy  of  his 
figures.  Soon  the  tempter  at  Main  waring 's  heart  gave  signi- 
fication to  these  praises,  soon  this  adventurer  became  his  most 
intimate  friend.  Scarcely  knowing  why,  never  ascribing  the 
change  to  her  sister,  poor  Susan  wept,  amazed  at  Mainwar- 
ing's  transformation.  No  care  now  for  the  new  books  from 
London,  or  the  roses  in  the  garden ;  the  music  on  the  instru- 
ment was  unheeded.  Books,  roses,  music,  —  what  are  those 
trifles  to  a  man  thinking  upon  cent  per  cent?  Mainwaring's 
very  countenance  altered ;  it  lost  its  frank,  affectionate  beauty : 
sullen,  abstracted,  morose,  it  showed  that  some  great  care  was 
at  the  core.  Then  Lucretia  herself  began  grievingly  to  notice 
the  change  to  Susan;  gradually  she  altered  her  tone  with 
regard  to  the  speculator,  and  hinted  vague  fears,  and  urged 
Susan's  remonstrance  and  warning.  As  she  had  anticipated, 
warning  and  remonstrance  came  in  vain  to  the  man  who,  com- 
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paring  Lucretia's  mental  power  to  Susan's,  had  learned  to 
despise  the  unlearned,  timid  sense  of  the  latter. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  trace  this  change  in  Mainwaring  step 
by  step,  or  to  measure  the  time  which  sufficed  to  dazzle  his 
reason  and  blind  his  honour.  In  the  midst  of  schemes  and 
hopes  which  the  lust  of  gold  now  pervaded  came  a  thunder- 
bolt. An  anonymous  letter  to  the  head  partner  of  the  bank 
provoked  suspicions  that  led  to  minute  examination  of  the 
accounts.  It  seemed  that  sums  had  been  irregularly  advanced 
(upon  bills  drawn  by  men  of  straw)  to  the  speculator  by  Main- 
waring;  and  the  destination  of  these  sums  could  be  traced  to 
gambling  operations  in  trade  in  which  Mainwaring  had  a  pri- 
vate interest  and  partnership.  So  great,  as  we  have  said,  had 
been  the  confidence  placed  in  William's  abilities  and  honour 
that  the  facilities  afforded  him  in  the  disposal  of  the  joint 
stock  far  exceeded  those  usually  granted  to  the  partner  of  a 
firm,  and  the  breach  of  trust  appeared  the  more  flagrant  from 
the  extent  of  the  confidence  misplaced.  Meanwhile,  William 
Mainwaring,  though  as  yet  unconscious  of  the  proceedings  of 
his  partners,  was  gnawed  by  anxiety  and  remorse,  not  unmixed 
with  hope.  He  depended  upon  the  result  of  a  bold  specula- 
tion in  the  purchase  of  shares  in  a  Canal  Company,  a  bill  for 
which  was  then  before  parliament,  with  (as  he  was  led  to 
believe)  a  certainty  of  success.  The  sums  he  had,  on  his  own 
responsibility,  abstracted  from  the  joint  account  were  devoted 
to  this  adventure.  But,  to  do  him  justice,  he  never  dreamed 
of  appropriating  the  profits  anticipated  to  himself.  Though 
knowing  that  the  bills  on  which  the  moneys  had  been  ad- 
vanced were  merely  nominal  deposits,  he  had  confidently 
calculated  on  the  certainty  of  success  for  the  speculations 
to  which  the  proceeds  so  obtained  were  devoted,  and  he  looked 
forward  to  the  moment  when  he  might  avow  what  he  had 
done,  and  justify  it  by  doubling  the  capital  withdrawn.  But 
to  his  inconceivable  horror,  the  bill  of  the  Canal  Company  was 
rejected  in  the  Lords ;  the  shares  bought  at  a  premium  went 
down  to  zero;  and  to  add  to  his  perplexity,  the  speculator 
abruptly  disappeared  from  the  town.  In  this  crisis  he  was 
summoned  to  meet  his  indignant  associates. 
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Tliti  evidence  against  him  was  morally  damning,  if  not 
legally  conclusive.  The  unhappy  man  heard  all  in  the 
silence  of  despair.  Crushed  and  bewildered,  he  attempted 
no  defence.  He  asked  but  an  hour  to  sum  up  the  losses  of 
the  bank  and  his  own;  they  amounted  within  a  few  hundreds 
to  the  £10,000  he  had  brought  to  the  firm,  and  which, 
in  the  absence  of  marriage-settlements,  was  entirely  at  his 
own  disposal.  This  sum  he  at  once  resigned  to  his  asso- 
ciates, on  condition  that  they  should  defray  from  it  his 
personal  liabilities.  The  money  thus  repaid,  his  partners 
naturally  relinquished  all  further  inquiry.  They  wefe  moved 
by  pity  for  one  so  gifted  and  so  fallen,  —  they  even  offered 
him  a  subordinate  but  lucrative  situation  in  the  firm  in  which 
he  had  been  partner;  but  Main  waring  wanted  the  patience 
and  resolution  to  work  back  the  redemption  of  his  name,  — 
perhaps,  ultimately,  of  his  fortunes.  In  the  fatal  anguish  of 
his  shame  and  despair,  he  fled  from  the  town ;  his  flight  con- 
firmed forever  the  rumours  against  him, —  rumours  worse  than 
the  reality.  It  was  long  before  he  even  admitted  Susan  to  the 
knowledge  of  the  obscure  refuge  he  had  sought;  there,  at 
length,  she  joined  him.  Meanwhile,  what  did  Lucretia? 
She  sold  nearly  half  of  her  own  fortune,  constituted  prin- 
cipally of  the  moiety  of  her  portion  which,  at  Dalibard's 
death,  had  passed  to  herself  as  survivor,  and  partly  of  the 
share  in  her  deceased  husband's  effects  which  the  French  law 
awarded  to  her,  and  with  the  proceeds  of  this  sum  she  pur- 
chased an  annuity  for  her  victims.  Was  this  strange  gener- 
osity the  act  of  mercy,  the  result  of  repentance?  No;  it  was 
one  of  the  not  least  subtle  and  delicious  refinements  of 
her  revenge.  To  know  him  who  had  rejected  her,  the  rival 
who  had  supplanted,  the  miserable  pensioners  of  her  bounty, 
was  dear  to  her  haughty  and  disdainful  hate.  The  lust  of 
power,  ever  stronger  in  her  than  avarice,  more  than  recon- 
ciled her  to  the  sacrifice  of  gold.  Yes,  here  she,  the  de- 
spised, the  degraded,  had  power  still ;  her  wrath  had  ruined 
the  fortunes  of  her  victim,  blasted  the  repute,  embittered  and 
desolated  evermore  the  future,  —  now  her  contemptuous  char- 
ity fed  the  wretched  lives  tha.t  she  spared  in  scorn.  She  had 
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no  small  difficulty,  it  is  true,  in  persuading  Susan  to  accept 
this  sacrifice,  and  she  did  so  only  by  sustaining  her  sister's 
belief  that  the  past  could  yet  be  retrieved,  that  Mainwaring's 
energies  could  yet  rebuild  their  fortunes,  and  that  as  the 
annuity  was  at  any  time  redeemable,  the  aid  therefore  was 
only  temporary.  With  this  understanding,  Susan,  over- 
whelmed with  gratitude,  weeping  and  broken-hearted,  de- 
parted to  join  the  choice  of  her  youth.  As  the  men  deputed 
by  the  auctioneer  to  arrange  and  ticket  the  furniture  for  sale 
entered  the  desolate  house,  Lucretia  then,  with  the  step  of  a 
conqueror,  passed  from  the  threshold. 

"Ah!"  she  murmured,  as  she  paused,  and  gazed  on  the 
walls,  "  ah,  they  were  happy  when  I  first  entered  those  doors, 
—  happy  in  each  other's  tranquil  love;  happier  still  when 
they  deemed  I  had  forgiven  the  wrong  and  abjured  the  past! 
How  honoured  was  then  their  home!  How  knew  I  then,  for 
the  first  time,  what  the  home  of  love  can  be!  And  who  had 
destroyed  for  me,  upon  all  the  earth,  a  home  like  theirs? 
They  on  whom  that  home  smiled  with  its  serene  and  taunting 
peace !  I  —  I,  the  guest !  I  —  I,  the  abandoned,  the  be- 
trayed, —  what  dark  memories  were  on  my  soul,  what  a 
hell  boiled  within  my  bosom!  Well  might  those  memories 
take  each  a  voice  to  accuse  them;  well,  from  that  hell,  might 
rise  the  Alecto!  Their  lives  were  in  my  power,  my  fatal 
dowry  at  my  command, — rapid  death,  or  slow,  consuming 
torture;  but  to  have  seen  each  cheer  the  other  to  the  grave, 
lighting  every  downward  step  with  the  eyes  of  love, — ven- 
geance so  urged  would  have  fallen  only  on  myself!  Ha! 
deceiver,  didst  thou  plume  thyself,  forsooth,  on  spotless 
reputation?  Didst  thou  stand,  me  by  thy  side,  amongst  thy 
perjured  household  gods  and  talk  of  honour?  Thy  home,  it 
is  reft  from  thee;  thy  reputation,  it  is  a  scoff;  thine  honour, 
it  is  a  ghost  that  shall  haunt  thee!  Thy  love,  can  it  linger 
yet?  Shall  the  soft  eyes  of  thy  wife  not  burn  into  thy  heart, 
and  shame  turn  love  into  loathing?  Wrecks  of  my  vengeance, 
minions  of  my  bounty,  I  did  well  to  let  ye  live;  I  shake  the 
dust  from  my  feet  on  your  threshold.  Live  on,  homeless, 
hopeless,  and  childless J  The  cursp  is  fulfilled!  " 
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From  that  hour  Lucretia  never  paused  from  her  career  ^o 
inquire  further  of  her  victims ;  she  never  entered  into  commu- 
nication with  either.  They  knew  not  her  address  nor  her 
fate,  nor  she  theirs.  As  she  had  reckoned,  Main  waring  made 
no  effort  to  recover  himself  from  his  fall.  All  the  high 
objects  that  had  lured  his  ambition  were  gone  from  him 
evermore.  No  place  in  the  State,  no  authority  in  the  senate, 
awaits  in  England  the  man  with  a  blighted  name.  For  the 
lesser  objects  of  life  he  had  no  heart  and  no  care.  They  lived 
in  obscurity  in  a  small  village  in  Cornwall  till  the  Peace 
allowed  them  to  remove  to  France;  the  rest  of  their  fate  is 
known. 

Meanwhile,  Lucretia  removed  to  one  of  those  smaller 
Londons,  resorts  of  pleasure  and  idleness,  with  which  rich 
England  abounds,  and  in  which  widows  of  limited  income  can 
make  poverty  seem  less  plebeian.  And  now,  to  all  those  pas- 
sions that  had  hitherto  raged  within  her,  a  dismal  apathy  suc- 
ceeded. It  was  the  great  calm  in  her  sea  of  life.  The  winds 
fell,  and  the  sails  drooped.  Her  vengeance  satisfied,  that 
which  she  had  made  so  preternaturally  the  main  object  of 
existence,  once  fulfilled,  left  her  in  youth  objectless. 

She  strove  at  first  to  take  pleasure  in  the  society  of  the 
place;  but  its  frivolities  and  pettiness  of  purpose  soon 
wearied  that  masculine  and  grasping  mind,  already  made 
insensible  to  the  often  healthful,  often  innocent,  excitement 
of  trifles,  by  the  terrible  ordeal  it  had  passed.  Can  the  touch 
of  the  hand,  scorched  by  the  burning  iron,  feel  pleasure  in  the 
softness  of  silk,  or  the  light  down  of  the  cygnet's  plume? 
She  next  sought  such  relief  as  study  could  afford;  and  her 
natural  bent  of  thought,  and  her  desire  to  vindicate  her  deeds 
to  herself,  plunged  her  into  the  fathomless  abyss  of  meta- 
physical inquiry  with  the  hope  to  confirm  into  positive 
assurance  her  earlier  scepticism, — with  the  atheist's  hope 
to  annihilate  the  soul,  and  banish  the  presiding  God.  But 
no  voice  that  could  satisfy  her  reason  came  from  those  dreary 
deeps;  contradiction  on  contradiction  .met  her  in  the  maze. 
Only  when,  wearied  with  book-lore,  she  turned  her  eyes  to 
the  visible  Nature,  and  beheld  everywhere  harmony,  order, 
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system,  contrivance,  art,  did  she  start  with  the  amaze  and 
awe  of  instinctive  conviction,  and  the  natural  religion  re- 
volted from  her  cheerless  ethics.  Then  cam.e  one  of  those 
sudden  reactions  common  with  strong  passions  and  exploring 
minds,  but  more  common  with  women,  however  manlike, 
than  with  men.  Had  she  lived  in  Italy  then,  she  had  be- 
come a  nun ;  for  in  this  woman,  unlike  Varney  and  Dalibard, 
the  conscience  could  never  be  utterly  silenced.  In  her  choice 
of  evil,  she  found  only  torture  to  her  spirit  in  all  the  respites 
afforded  to  the  occupations  it  indulged.  When  employed 
upon  ill,  remorse  gave  way  to  the  zest  of  scheming;  when 
the  ill  was  done,  remorse  came  with  the  repose. 

It  was  in  this  peculiar  period  of  her  life  that  Lucretia, 
turning  everywhere,  and  desperately,  for  escape  from  the 
past,  became  acquainted  with  some  members  of  one  of  the 
most  rigid  of  the  sects  of  Dissent.  At  first  she  permitted 
herself  to  know  and  commune  with  these  persons  from  a  kind 
of  contemptuous  curiosity;  she  desired  to  encourage,  in  con- 
templating them,  her  experience  of  the  follies  of  human 
nature:  but  in  that  crisis  of  her  mind,  in  those  struggles  of 
her  reason,  whatever  showed  that  which  she  most  yearned  to 
discover,  —  namely,  earnest  faith,  rooted  and  genuine  convic- 
tion, whether  of  annihilation  or  of  immortality,  a  philosophy 
that  might  reconcile  her  to  crime  by  destroying  the  provi- 
dence of  good,  or  a  creed  that  could  hold  out  the  hope  of 
redeeming  the  past  and  exorcising  sin  by  the  mystery  of  a 
Divine  sacrifice,  —  had  over  her  a  power  which  she  had  not 
imagined  or  divined.  Gradually  the  intense  convictions  of 
her  new  associates  disturbed  and  infected  her.  Their  affirma- 
tions that  as  we  are  born  in  wrath,  so  sin  is  our  second  nature, 
our  mysterious  heritage,  seemed,  to  her  understanding,  willing 
to  be  blinded,  to  imply  excuses  for  her  past  misdeeds.  Their 
assurances  that  the  worst  sinner  may  become  the  most  earnest 
saint;  that  through  but  one  act  of  the  will,  resolute  faith,  all 
redemption  is  to  be  found, — these  affirmations  and  these 
assurances,  which  have  so  often  restored  the  guilty  and  re- 
modelled the  human  heart,  made  a  salutary,  if  brief,  impres- 
sion upon  her.  Nor  were  the  lives  of  these  Dissenters  (for 
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the  most  part  austerely  moral),  nor  the  peace  and  self-com- 
placency which  they  evidently  found  in  the  satisfaction  of 
conscience  and  fulfilment  of  duty,  without  an  influence  over 
her  that  for  a  while  both  chastened  and  soothed. 

Hopeful  of  such  a  convert,  the  good  teachers  strove  hard  to 
confirm  the  seeds  springing  up  from  the  granite  and  amidst  the 
weeds ;  and  amongst  them  came  one  man  more  eloquent,  more 
seductive,  than  the  rest, — Alfred  Braddell.  This  person,  a 
trader  at  Liverpool,  was  one  of  those  strange  living  paradoxes 
that  can  rarely  be  found  out  of  a  commercial  community. 
He  himself  had  been  a  convert  to  the  sect,  and  like  most  con- 
verts, he  pushed  his  enthusiasm  into  the  bigotry  of  the  zealot; 
he  saw  no  salvation  out  of  the  pale  into  which  he  had  entered. 
But  though  his  belief  was  sincere,  it  did  not  genially  operate 
on  his  practical  life;  with  the  most  scrupulous  attention  to 
forms,  he  had  the  worldliness  and  cunning  of  the  carnal.  He 
had  abjured  the  vices  of  the  softer  senses,  but  not  that  which 
so  seldom  wars  on  the  decorums  of  outer  life.  He  was  essen- 
tially a  money-maker,  —  close,  acute,  keen,  overreaching. 
Good  works  with  him  were  indeed  as  nothing,  —  faith  the 
all  in  all.  He  was  one  of  the  elect,  and  could  not  fall. 
Still,  in  this  man  there  was  all  the  intensity  which  often 
characterizes  a  mind  in  proportion  to  the  narrowness  of  its 
compass;  that  intensity  gave  fire  to  his  gloomy  eloquence, 
and  strength  to  his  obstinate  will.  He  saw  Lucretia,  and 
his  zeal  for  her  conversion  soon  expanded  into  love  for  her 
person;  yet  that  love  was  secondary  to  his  covetousness. 
Though  ostensibly  in  a  flourishing  business,  he  was  greatly 
distressed  for  money  to  carry  on  operations  which  swelled 
beyond  the  reach  of  his  capital;  his  fingers  itched  for  the 
sum  which  Lucretia  had  still  at  her  disposal.  But  the  seem- 
ing sincerity  of  the  man,  the  persuasion  of  his  goodness,  his 
reputation  for  sanctity,  deceived  her;  she  believed  herself 
honestly  and  ardently  beloved,  and  by  one  who  could  guide 
her  back,  if  not  to  happiness,  at  least  to  repose.  She  herself 
loved  him  not,  —  she  could  love  no  more.  But  it  seemed  to 
her  a  luxury  to  find  some  one  she  could  trust,  she  could 
honour.  If  you  had  probed  into  the  recesses  of  her  mind 
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at  that  time,  you  would  have  found  that  no  religious  belief 
was  there  settled,  —  only  the  desperate  wish  to  believe ;  only 
the  disturbance  of  all  previous  infidelity;  only  a  restless, 
gnawing  desire  to  escape  from  memory,  to  emerge  from  the 
gulf.  In  this  troubled,  impatient  disorder  of  mind  and  feel- 
ing, she  hurried  into  a  second  marriage  as  fatal  as  the  first. 

For  a  while  she  bore  patiently  all  the  privations  of  that 
ascetic  household,  assisted  in  all  those  external  formalities, 
centred  all  her  intellect  within  that  iron  range  of  existence. 
But  no  grace  descended  on  her  soul,  —  no  warm  ray  unlocked 
the  ice  of  the  well.  Then,  gradually  becoming  aware  of  the 
niggardly  meanness,  of  the  harsh,  uncharitable  judgments,  of 
the  decorous  frauds  that,  with  unconscious  hypocrisy,  her  hus- 
band concealed  beneath  the  robes  of  sanctity,  a  weary  disgust 
stole  over  her,  — it  stole,  it  deepened,  it  increased;  it  became 
intolerable  when  she  discovered  that  Braddell  had  knowingly 
deceived  her  as  to  his  worldly  substance.  In  that  mood  in 
which  she  had  rushed  into  these  ominous  nuptials,  she  had 
had  no  thought  for  vulgar  advantages ;  had  Braddell  been  a 
beggar,  she  had  married  him  as  rashly.  But  he,  with  the 
inability  to  comprehend  a  nature  like  hers,  —  dim  not  more  to 
her  terrible  vices  than  to  the  sinister  grandeur  which  made 
their  ordinary  atmosphere,  —  had  descended  cunningly  to 
address  the  avarice  he  thought  as  potent  in  others  as  him- 
self, to  enlarge  on  the  worldly  prosperity  with  which  Provi- 
dence had  blessed  him;  and  now  she  saw  that  her  dowry 
alone  had  saved  the  crippled  trader  from  the  bankrupt  list. 
With  this  revolting  discovery,  with  the  scorn  it  produced, 
vanished  all  Lucretia's  unstable  visions  of  reform.  She  saw 
this  man  a  saint  amongst  his  tribe,  and  would  not  believe  in 
the  virtues  of  his  brethren,  great  and  unquestionable  as  they 
might  have  been  proved  to  a  more  dispassionate  and  humbler 
inquirer.  The  imposture  she  detected  she  deemed  universal 
in  the  circle  in  which  she  dwelt;  and  Satan  once  more  smiled 
upon  the  subject  he  regained.  Lucretia  became  a  mother ;  but 
their  child  formed  no  endearing  tie  between  the  ill-assorted 
pair,  —  it  rather  embittered  their  discord.  Dimly  even  then, 
as  she  bent  over  the  cradle,  that  vision,  which  now,  in  the  old 
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house  at  Brompton,  haunted  her  dreams  and  beckoned  her 
over  seas  of  blood  into  the  fancied  future,  was  foreshadowed 
in  the  face  of  her  infant  son.  To  be  born  again  in  that  birth, 
to  live  only  in  that  life,  to  aspire  as  man  may  aspire,  in  that 
future  man  whom  she  would  train  to  knowledge  and  lead  to 
power,  —  these  were  the  feelings  with  which  that  sombre 
mother  gazed  upon  her  babe.  The  idea  that  the  low-born, 
grovelling  father  had  the  sole  right  over  that  son's  destiny, 
had  the  authority  to  cabin  his  mind  in  the  walls  of  form,  bind 
him  down  to  the  sordid  apprenticeship,  debased,  not  dignified, 
by  the  solemn  mien,  roused  her  indignant  wrath;  she  sickened 
when  Braddell  touched  her  child.  All  her  pride  of  intellect, 
that  had  never  slept,  all  her  pride  of  birth,  long  dormant, 
woke  up  to  protect  the  heir  of  her  ambition,  the  descendant 
of  her  race,  from  the  defilement  of  the  father's  nurture.  Not 
long  after  her  confinement,  she  formed  a  plan  for  escape ;  she 
disappeared  from  the  house  with  her  child.  Taking  refuge  in 
a  cottage,  living  on  the  sale  of  the  few  jewels  she  possessed, 
she  was  for  some  weeks  almost  happy.  But  Braddell,  less 
grieved  by  the  loss  than  shocked  by  the  scandal,  was  indefati- 
gable in  his  researches,  —  he  discovered  her  retreat.  The 
scene  between  them  was  terrible.  There  was  no  resisting  the 
power  which  all  civilized  laws  give  to  the  rights  of  husband 
and  father.  Before  this  man,  whom  she  scorned  so  unuttera- 
bly, Lucretia  was  impotent.  Then  all  the  boiling  passions 
long  suppressed  beneath  that  command  of  temper,  which  she 
owed  both  to  habitual  simulation  and  intense  disdain,  rushed 
forth.  Then  she  appalled  the  impostor  with  her  indignant 
denunciations  of  his  hypocrisy,  his  meanness,  and  his  guile. 
Then,  throwing  off  the  mask  she  had  worn,  she  hurled  her 
anathema  on  his  sect,  on  his  faith,  with  the  same  breath  that 
smote  his  conscience  and  left  it  wordless.  She  shocked  all 
the  notions  he  sincerely  entertained,  and  he  stood  awed  by 
accusations  from  a  blasphemer  whom  he  dared  not  rebuke. 
His  rage  broke  at  length  from  his  awe.  Stung,  maddened  by 
the  scorn  of  himself,  his  blood  fired  into  juster  indignation 
by  her  scoff  at  his  creed,  he  lost  all  self-possession  and  struck 
her  to  the  ground.  In  the  midst  of  shame  and  dread  at  dis' 
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closure  of  his  violence,  which  succeeded  the  act  so  provoked, 
he  was  not  less  relieved  than  amazed  when  Lucretia,  rising 
slowly,  laid  her  hand  gently  on  his  arm  and  said,  "  Repent 
not,  it  is  passed;  fear  not,  I  will  be  silent!  Come,  you  are 
the  stronger,  — you  prevail.  I  will  follow  my  child  to  your 
home." 

In  this  unexpected  submission  in  one  so  imperious,  Brad- 
dell's  imperfect  comprehension  of  character  saw  but  fear,  and 
his  stupidity  exulted  in  his  triumph.  Lucretia  returned  with 
him.  A  few  days  afterwards  Braddell  became  ill ;  the  illness 
increased,  —  slow,  gradual,  wearying.  It  broke  his  spirit  with 
his  health;  and  then  the  steadfast  imperiousness  of  Lucretia's 
stern  will  ruled  and  subjugated  him.  He  cowered  beneath  her 
haughty,  searching  gaze,  he  shivered  at  her  sidelong,  malig- 
nant glance;  but  with  this  fear  came  necessarily  hate, and  this 
hate,  sometimes  sufficing  to  vanquish  the  fear,  spitefully 
evinced  itself  in  thwarting  her  legitimate  control  over  her 
infant.  He  would  have  it  (though  he  had  little  real  love  for 
children)  constantly  with  him,  and  affected  to  contradict  all 
her  own  orders  to  the  servants,  in  the  sphere  in  which  mothers 
arrogate  most  the  right.  Only  on  these  occasions  sometimes 
would  Lucretia  lose  her  grim  self-control,  and  threaten  that 
her  child  yet  should  be  emancipated  from  his  hands,  shoukl 
yet  be  taught  the  scorn  for  hypocrites  which  he  had  taught 
herself.  These  words  sank  deep,  not  only  in  the  resentment, 
but  in  the  conscience,  of  the  husband.  Meanwhile,  Lucretia 
scrupled  not  to  evince  her  disdain  of  Braddell  by  markedly 
abstaining  from  all  the  ceremonies  she  had  before  so  rigidly 
observed.  The  sect  grew  scandalized.  Braddell  did  not  ab- 
stain from  making  known  his  causes  of  complaint.  The 
haughty,  imperious  woman  was  condemned  in  the  commu- 
nity, and  hated  in  the  household. 

It  was  at  this  time  that  Walter  Ardworth,  who  was  then 
striving  to  eke  out  his  means  by  political  lectures  (which  in 
the  earlier  part  of  the  century  found  ready  audience)  in  our 
great  towns,  came  to  Liverpool.  Braddell  and  Ardworth  had 
been  schoolfellows,  and  even  at  school  embryo  politicians  of 
congenial  notions;  and  the  conversion  of  the  former  to  one 
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of  the  sects  which,  had  grown  out  of  the  old  creeds,  that, 
under  Cromwell,  had  broken  the  sceptre  of  the  son  of  Belial 
and  established  the  Commonwealth  of  Saints,  had  only 
strengthened  the  republican  tenets  of  the  sour  fanatic. 
Ardworth  called  on  Braddell,  and  was  .startled  to  find  in 
his  schoolfellow's  wife  the  niece  of  his  benefactor,  Sir  Miles 
St.  John.  Now,  Lucretia  had  never  divulged  her  true  par- 
entage to  her  husband.  In  a  union  so  much  beneath  her 
birth,  she  had  desired  to  conceal  from  all  her  connections 
the  fall  of  the  once-honoured  heiress.  She  had  descended,  in 
search  of  peace,  to  obscurity ;  but  her  pride  revolted  from  the 
thought  that  her  low-born  husband  might  boast  of  her  connec- 
tions and  parade  her  descent  to  his  level.  Fortunately,  as 
she  thought,  she  received  Ardworth  before  he  was  admitted 
to  her  husband,  who  now,  growing  feebler  and  feebler,  usually 
kept  his  room.  She  stooped  to  beseech  Ardworth  not  to  re- 
veal her  secret;  and  he,  comprehending  her  pride,  as  a  man 
well-born  himself,  and  pitying  her  pain,  readily  gave  his 
promise.  At  the  first  interview,  Braddell  evinced  no  pleas- 
ure in  the  sight  of  his  old  schoolfellow.  It  was  natural 
enough  that  one  so  precise  should  be  somewhat  revolted  by 
one  so  careless  of  all  form.  But  when  Lucretia  imprudently 
evinced  satisfaction  at  his  surly  remarks  on  his  visitor;  when 
he  perceived  that  it  would  please  her  that  he  should  not  culti- 
vate the  acquaintance  offered  him,  —  he  was  moved,  by  the 
spirit  of  contradiction,  and  the  spiteful  delight  even  in  frivo- 
lous annoyance,  to  conciliate  and  court  the  intimacy  he  had 
at  first  disdained:  and  then,  by  degrees,  sympathy  in  politi- 
cal matters  and  old  recollections  of  sportive,  careless  boy- 
hood cemented  the  intimacy  into  a  more  familiar  bond  than 
the  sectarian  had  contracted  really  with  any  of  his  late 
associates. 

Lucretia  regarded  this  growing  friendship  with  great  un- 
easiness; the  uneasiness  increased  to  alarm  when  one  day,  in 
the  presence  of  Ardworth,  Braddell,  writhing  with  a  sudden 
spasm,  said:  " I  cannot  account  for  these  strange  seizures;  I 
think  verily  I  am  poisoned!"  and  his  dull  eye  rested  on 
Lucretia's  pallid  brow.  She  was  unusually  thoughtful  for 
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some  days  after  this  remark;  and  one  morning  she  informed 
her  husband  that  she  had  received  the  intelligence  that  a  rela- 
tion, from  whom  she  had  pecuniary  expectations,  was  dan- 
gerously ill,  and  requested  his  permission  to  visit  this  sick 
kinsman,  who  dwelt  in  a  distant  county.  Braddell's  eyes 
brightened  at  the  thought  of  her  absence ;  with  little  further 
questioning  he  consented;  and  Lucretia,  sure  perhaps  that 
the  barb  was  in  the  side  of  her  victim,  and  reckoning,  it  may 
be,  on  greater  freedom  from  suspicion  if  her  husband  died  in 
her  absence,  left  the  house.  It  was,  indeed,  to  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  her  kindred  that  she  went.  In  a  private  con- 
versation with  Ardworth,  when  questioning  him  of  his  news 
of  the  present  possessor  of  Laughton,  he  had  informed  her 
that  he  had  heard  accidentally  that  Vernon's  two  sons  (Per- 
cival  was  not  then  born)  were  sickly;  and  she  went  into 
Hampshire  secretly  and  unknown,  to  see  what  were  really 
the  chances  that  her  son  might  yet  become  the  lord  of  her 
lost  inheritance. 

During  this  absence,  Braddell,  now  gloomily  aware  that  his 
days  were  numbered,  resolved  to  put  into  practice  the  idea 
long  contemplated,  and  even  less  favoured  by  his  spite  than 
justified  by  the  genuine  convictions  of  his  conscience.  What- 
ever his  faults,  sincere  at  least  in  his  religious  belief,  he  might 
well  look  with  dread  to  the  prospect  of  the  training  and  educa- 
tion his  son  would  receive  from  the  hands  of  a  mother  who  had 
blasphemed  his  sect  and  openly  proclaimed  her  infidelity.  By 
will,  it  is  true,  he  might  create  a  trust,  and  appoint  guardians 
to  his  child.  But  to  have  lived  under  the  same  roof  with  his 
wife,  — nay,  to  have  carried  her  back  to  that  roof  when  she 
had  left  it,  —  afforded  tacit  evidence  that  whatever  the  dis- 
agreement between  them,  her  conduct  could  hardly  have 
merited  her  exclusion  from  the  privileges  of  a  mother.  The 
guardianship  might  therefore  avail  little  to  frustrate  Lucre- 
tia's  indirect  contamination,  if  not  her  positive  control.  Be- 
sides, where  guardians  are  appointed,  money  must  be  left; 
and  Braddell  knew  that  at  his  death  his  assets  would  be 
found  insufficient  for  his  debts.  Who  would  be  guardian  to 
a  penniless  infant?  He  resolved,  therefore,  to  send  his  child 
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from  his  roof  to  some  place  where,  if  reared  humbly,  it  might 
at  least  be  brought  up  in  the  right  faith,  —  some  place  which 
might  defy  the  search  and  be  beyond  the  perversion  of  the 
unbelieving  mother.  He  looked  round,  and  discovered  no 
instrument  for  his  purpose  that  seemed  so  ready  as  Walter 
Ardworth;  for  by  this  time  he  had  thoroughly  excited  the 
pity  and  touched  the  heart  of  that  good-natured,  easy  man. 
His  representations  of  the  misconduct  of  Lucretia  were  the 
more  implicitly  believed  by  one  who  had  always  been  secretly 
prepossessed  against  her;  who,  admitted  to  household  inti- 
macy, was  an  eye-witness  to  her  hard  indifference  to  her  hus- 
band's sufferings;  who  saw  in  her  very  request  not  to  betray 
her  gentle  birth,  the  shame  she  felt  in  her  election;  who  re- 
garded with  indignation  her  unfeeling  desertion  of  Braddell 
in  his  last  moments,  and  who,  besides  all  this,  had  some  pri- 
vate misfortunes  of  his  own  which  made  him  the  more  ready 
listener  to  themes  on  the  faults  of  women,  and  had  already, 
by  mutual  confidences,  opened  the  hearts  of  the  two  ancient 
schoolfellows  to  each  other's  complaints  and  wrongs.  The 
only  other  confidant  in  the  refuge  selected  for  the  child  was  a 
member  of  the  same  community  as  Braddell,  who  kindly 
undertook  to  search  for  a  pious,  godly  woman,  who,  upon 
such  pecuniary  considerations  as  Braddell,  by  robbing  his 
creditors,  could  afford  to  bestow,  would  permanently  offer  to 
the  poor  infant  a  mother's  home  and  a  mother's  care.  When 
this  woman  was  found,  Braddell  confided  his  child  to  Ard- 
worth, with  such  a  sum  as  he  could  scrape  together  for  its 
future  maintenance.  And  to  Ardworth,  rather  than  to  his 
fellow-sectarian,  this  double  trust  was  given,  because  the 
latter  feared  scandal  and  misrepresentation  if  he  should  be 
ostensibly  mixed  up  in  so  equivocal  a  charge.  Poor  and  em- 
barrassed as  Walter  Ardworth  was,  Braddell  did  not  for  once 
misinterpret  character  when  he  placed  the  money  in  his  hands ; 
and  this  because  the  characters  we  have  known  in  transparent 
boyhood  we  have  known  forever.  Ardworth  was  reckless,  and 
his  whole  life  had  been  wrecked,  his  whole  nature  materially 
Degraded,  by  the  want  of  common  thrift  and  prudence.  His 
own  money  slipped  through  his  fingers  and  left  him  sur- 
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rounded  by  creditors,  whom,  rigidly  speaking,  he  thus  de- 
frauded; but  direct  dishonesty  was  as  wholly  out  of  the 
chapter  of  his  vices  as  if  he  had  been  a  man  of  the  strictest 
principles  and  the  steadiest  honour. 

The  child  was  gone,  the  father  died,  Lucretia  returned,  as 
we  have  seen  in  Grabman's  letter,  to  the  house  of  death,  to 
meet  suspicion,  and  cold  looks,  and  menial  accusations,  and 
an  inquest  on  the  dead;  but  through  all  this  the  reft  tigress 
mourned  her  stolen  whelp.  As  soon  as  all  evidence  against 
her  was  proved  legally  groundless,  and  she  had  leave  to  de- 
part, she  searched  blindly  and  frantically  for  her  lost  child; 
but  in  vain.  The  utter  and  penniless  destitution  in  which 
she  was  left  by  her  husband's  decease  did  not  suffice  to  termi- 
nate her  maddening  chase.  On  foot  she  wandered  from  vil- 
lage to  village,  and  begged  her  way  wherever  a  false  clew 
misled  her  steps. 

At  last,  in  reluctant  despair,  she  resigned  the  pursuit,  and 
found  herself  one  day  in  the  midst  of  the  streets  of  London, 
half -famished  and  in  rags;  and  before  her  suddenly,  now 
grown  into  vigorous  youth,  — blooming,  sleek,  and  seemingly 
prosperous,  —  stood  Gabriel  Varney.  By  her  voice,  as  she 
approached  and  spoke,  he  recognized  his  stepmother;  and 
after  a  short  pause  of  hesitation,  he  led  her  to  his  home. 
It  is  not  our  purpose  (for  it  is  not  necessary  to  those  passages 
of  their  lives  from  which  we  have  selected  the  thread  of  our 
tale)  to  follow  these  two,  thus  united,  through  their  general 
career  of  spoliation  and  crime.  Birds  of  prey,  they  searched 
in  human  follies  and  human  errors  for  their  food :  sometimes 
severed,  sometimes  together,  their  interests  remained  one. 
Varney  profited  by  the  mightier  and  subtler  genius  of  evil  to 
which  he  had  leashed  himself;  for,  caring  little  for  luxuries, 
and  dead  to  the  softer  senses,  she  abandoned  to  him  readily 
the  larger  share  of  their  plunder.  Under  a  variety  of  names 
and  disguises,  through  a  succession  of  frauds,  some  vast  and 
some  mean,  but  chiefly  on  the  Continent,  they  had  pursued 
their  course,  eluding  all  danger  and  baffling  all  law. 

Between  three  and  four  years  before  this  period,  Varney's 
uncle,  the  painter,  by  one  of  those  unexpected  caprices  of 
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fortune  which  sometimes  find  heirs  to  a  millionnaire  at  the 
weaver's  loom  or  the  labourer's  plough,  had  suddenly,  by  the 
death  of  a  very  distant  kinsman  whom  he  had  never  seen, 
come  into  possession  of  a  small  estate,  which  he  sold  for 
£6,000.  Retiring  from  all  his  profession,  he  lived  as  com- 
fortably as  his  shattered  constitution  permitted  upon  the  in- 
terest of  this  sum;  and  he  wrote  to  his  nephew,  then  at 
Paris,  to  communicate  the  good  news  and  offer  the  hospi- 
tality of  his  hearth.  Varney  hastened  to  London.  Shortly 
afterwards  a  nurse,  recommended  as  an  experienced,  useful 
person  in  her  profession,  by  Nicholas  Grabman,  who  in  many 
a  tortuous  scheme  had  been  Gabriel's  confederate,  was  in- 
stalled in  the  poor  painter's  house.  From  that  time  his 
infirmities  increased.  He  died,  as  his  doctor  said,  "by 
abstaining  from  the  stimulants  to  which  his  constitution  had 
been  so  long  accustomed ;  "  and  Gabriel  Varney  was  summoned 
to  the  reading  of  the  will.  To  his  inconceivable  disappoint- 
ment, instead  of  bequeathing  to  his  nephew  the  free  disposal 
of  his  £6,000,  that  sum  was  assigned  to  trustees  for  the 
benefit  of  Gabriel  and  his  children  yet  unborn,  —  "  An  induce- 
ment," said  the  poor  testator,  tenderly,  "for  the  boy  to  marry 
and  reform!"  So  that  the  nephew  could  only  enjoy  the  in- 
terest, and  had  no  control  over  the  capital.  The  interest  of 
£6,000  invested  in  the  Bank  of  England  was  flocci  nauci  to 
the  voluptuous  spendthrift,  Gabriel  Varney. 

Now,  these  trustees  were  selected  from  the  painter's  earlier 
and  more  respectable  associates,  who  had  dropped  him,  it  is 
true,  in  his  days  of  beggary  and  disrepute,  but  whom  the  for- 
tune that  made  him  respectable  had  again  conciliated.  One 
of  these  trustees  had  lately  retired  to  pass  the  remainder  of 
his  days  at  Boulogne ;  the  other  was  a  hypochondriacal  vale- 
tudinarian,—  neither  of  them,  in  short,  a  man  of  business. 
Gabriel  was  left  to  draw  out  the  interest  of  the  money  as  it 
became  periodically  due  at  the  Bank  of  England.  In  a  few 
months  the  trustee  settled  at  Boulogne  died;  the  trust,  of 
course,  lapsed  to  Mr.  Stubmore,  the  valetudinarian  survivor. 
Soon  pinched  by  extravagances,  and  emboldened  by  the  char- 
acter and  helpless  state  of  the  surviving  trustee,  Varney  forged 
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Mr.  Stubmore's  signature  to  an  order  on  the  bank  to  sell  out 
such  portion  of  the  capital  as  his  wants  required.  The  im- 
punity of  one  offence  begot  courage  for  others,  till  the  whole 
was  well-nigh  expended.  Upon  these  sums  Varney  had  lived 
very  pleasantly,  and  he  saw  with  a  deep  sigh  the  approaching 
failure  of  so  facile  a  resource. 

In  one  of  the  melancholy  moods  engendered  by  this  reflec- 
tion, Varney  happened  to  be  in  the  very  town  in  France  in 
which  the  Mainwarings,  in  their  later  years,  had  taken  refuge, 
and  from  which  Helen  had  been  removed  to  the  roof  of  Mr. 
Fielden.  By  accident  he  heard  the  name,  and,  his  curiosity 
leading  to  further  inquiries,  learned  that  Helen  was  made  an 
heiress  by  the  will  of  her  grandfather.  With  this  knowledge 
came  a  thought  of  the  most  treacherous,  the  most  miscreant, 
and  the  vilest  crime  that  even  he  yet  had  perpetrated;  so 
black  was  it  that  for  a  while  he  absolutely  struggled  against 
it.  But  in  guilt  there  seeias  ever  a  Necessity  that  urges  on, 
step  after  step,  to  the  last  consummation.  Varney  received  a 
letter  to  inform  him  that  the  last  surviving  trustee  was  no 
more,  that  the  trust  was  therefore  now  centred  in  his  son  and 
heir,  that  that  gentleman  was  at  present  very  busy  in  settling 
his  own  affairs  and  examining  into  a  very  mismanaged  prop- 
erty in  Devonshire  which  had  devolved  upon  him,  but  that 
he  hoped  in  a  few  months  to  discharge,  more  efficiently  than 
his  father  had  done,  the  duties  of  trustee,  and  that  some 
more  profitable  investment  than  the  Bank  of  England  would 
probably  occur. 

This  new  trustee  was  known  personally  to  Varney,  —  a 
contemporary  of  his  own,  and  in  earlier  youth  a  pupil  to 
his  uncle.  But,  since  then,  he  had  made  way  in  life,  and 
retired  from  the  profession  of  art.  This  younger  Stubmore 
he  knew  to  be  a  bustling,  officious  man  of  business,  somewhat 
greedy  and  covetous,  but  withal  somewhat  weak  of  purpose, 
good-natured  in  the  main,  and  with  a  little  lukewarm  kind- 
ness for  Gabriel,  as  a  quondam  fellow-pupil.  That  Stubmore 
would  discover  the  fraud  was  evident;  that  he  would  declare 
it,  for  his  own  sake,  was  evident  also;  that  the  bank  would 
prosecute,  that  Varney  would  be  convicted,  was  no  less  surely 
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to  be  apprehended.  There  was  only  one  chance  left  to  the 
forger:  if  he  could  get  into  his  hands,  and  in  time,  before 
Stubmore's  bustling  interference,  a  sum  sufficient  to  replace 
what  had  been  fraudulently  taken,  he  might  easily  manage, 
he  thought,  to  prevent  the  forgery  ever  becoming  known. 
Nay,  if  Stubmore,  roused  into  strict  personal  investigation 
by  the  new  power  of  attorney  which  a  new  investment  in 
the  bank  would  render  necessary,  should  ascertain  what  had 
occurred,  his  liabilities  being  now  indemnified,  and  the  money 
replaced,  Varney  thought  he  could  confidently  rely  on  his 
ci-devant  fellow-pupil's  assent  to  wink  at  the  forgery  and 
hush  up  the  matter.  But  this  was  his  only  chance.  How 
was  the  money  to  be  gained?  He  thought  of  Helen's  fortune, 
and  the  last  scruple  gave  way  to  the  imminence  of  his  peril 
and  the  urgency  of  his  fears. 

With  this  decision,  he  repaired  to  Lucretia,  whose  concur- 
rence was  necessary  to  his  designs.  Long  habits  of  crime  had 
now  deepened  still  more  the  dark  and  stern  colour  of  that 
dread  woman's  sombre  nature.  But  through  all  that  had 
ground  the  humanity  from  her  soul,  one  human  sentiment, 
fearfully  tainted  and  adulterated  as  it  was,  still  struggled  for 
life,  — the  memory  of  the  mother.  It  was  by  this,  her  least 
criminal  emotion,  that  Varney  led  her  to  the  worst  of  her 
crimes.  He  offered  to  sell  out  the  remainder  of  the  trust- 
money  by  a  fresh  act  of  forgery,  to  devote  such  proceeds  to 
the  search  for  her  lost  Vincent;  he  revived  the  hopes  she  had 
long  since  gloomily  relinquished,  till  she  began  to  conceive 
the  discovery  easy  and  certain.  He  then  brought  before  her 
the  prospect  of  that  son's  succession  to  Laughton:  but  two 
lives  now  between  him  and  those  broad  lands, — those  two 
lives  associated  with  just  cause  of  revenge.  Two  lives! 
Lucretia  till  then  did  not  know  that  Susan  had  left  a  child, 
that  a  pledge  of  those  nuptials,  to  which  she  imputed  all  her 
infamy,  existed  to  revive  a  jealousy  never  extinguished,  ap- 
peal to  the  hate  that  had  grown  out  of  her  love.  More  readily 
than  Varney  had  anticipated,  and  with  fierce  exultation,  she 
fell  into  his  horrible  schemes. 

Thus  had  she  returned  to  England  and  claimed  the  guar- 
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dianship  of  her  niece.  Varney  engaged  a  dull  house  in  the 
suburb,  and  looking  out  for  a  servant  not  likely  to  upset  and 
betray,  found  the  nurse  who  had  watched  over  his  uncle's  last 
illness;  but  Lucretia,  according  to  her.  invariable  practice, 
rejected  all  menial  accomplices,  reposed  no  confidence  in  the 
tools  of  her  black  deeds.  Feigning  an  infirmity  that  would 
mock  all  suspicion  of  the  hand  that  mixed  the  draught,  and 
the  step  that  stole  to  the  slumber,  she  defied  the  justice  of 
earth,  and  stood  alone  under  the  omniscience  of  Heaven. 

Various  considerations  had  delayed  the  execution  of  the 
atrocious  deed  so  coldly  contemplated.  Lucretia  herself 
drew  back,  perhaps  more  daunted  by  conscience  than  she 
herself  was  distinctly  aware,  and  disguising  her  scruples  in 
those  yet  fouler  refinements  of  hoped  revenge  which  her  con- 
versations with  Varney  have  betrayed  to  the  reader.  The 
failure  of  the  earlier  researches  for  the  lost  Vincent,  the  sus- 
pended activity  of  Stubmore,  left  the  more  impatient  mur- 
derer leisure  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  St.  John,  steal  into 
the  confidence  of  Helen,  and  render  the  insurances  on  the  life 
of  the  latter  less  open  to  suspicion  than  if  effected  immedi- 
ately on  her  entrance  into  that  shamble-house,  and  before  she 
could  be  supposed  to  form  that  affection  for  her  aunt  which 
made  probable  so  tender  a  forethought.  These  causes  of 
delay  now  vanished,  the  Parcse  closed  the  abrupt  woof,  and 
lifted  the  impending  shears. 

Lucretia  had  long  since  dropped  the  name  of  Braddell. 
She  shrank  from  proclaiming  those  second  spousals,  sullied 
by  the  degradation  to  which  they  had  exposed  her,  and  the 
suspicions  implied  in  the  inquest  on  her  husband,  until  the 
hour  for  acknowledging  her  son  should  arrive.  She  resumed, 
therefore,  the  name  of  Dalibard,  and  by  that  we  will  continue 
to  call  her.  Nor  was  Varney  uninfluential  in  dissuading  her 
from  proclaiming  her  second  marriage  till  occasion  necessi- 
tated. If  the  son  were  discovered,  and  proofs  of  his  birth  in 
the  keeping  of  himself  and  his  accomplice,  his  avarice  natu- 
rally suggested  the  expediency  of  wringing  from  that  son 
some  pledge  of  adequate  reward  on  succession  to  an  inheri- 
tance which  they  alone  could  secure  to  him;  out  of  this 
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fancied  fund  not  only  Grabman,  but  his  employer,  was  to  be 
paid.  The  concealment  of  the  identity  between  M'rs.  Braddell 
and  Madame  Dalibard  might  facilitate  such  an  arrangement. 
This  idea  Varney  locked  as  yet  in  his  own  breast.  He  did 
not  dare  to  speak  to  Lucretia  of  the  bargain  he  ultimately 
meditated  with  her  son. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

MR.    GRABMAN JS    ADVENTURES. 

THE  lackeys  in  their  dress  liveries  stood  at  the  porch  of 
Laughton  as  the  postilions  drove  rapidly  along  the  road, 
sweeping  through  venerable  groves,  tinged  with  the  hues  of 
autumn,  up  to  that  stately  pile.  From  the  window  of  the 
large,  cumbrous  vehicle  which  Percival,  mindful  of  Madame 
Dalibard's  infirmity,  had  hired  for  her  special  accommodation, 
Lucretia  looked  keenly.  On  the  slope  of  the  hill  grouped  the 
deer,  and  below,  where  the  lake  gleamed,  the  swan  rested  on 
the  wave.  Farther  on  to  the  left,  gaunt  and  stag-headed,  rose, 
living  still,  from  the  depth  of  the  glen,  Guy's  memorable  oak. 
Coming  now  in  sight,  though  at  a  distance,  the  gray  church- 
tower  emerged  from  the  surrounding  masses  of  solemn  foliage. 
Suddenly  the  road  curves  round,  and  straight  before  her  (the 
rooks  cawing  above  the  turrets,  the  sun  reflected  from  the 
vanes)  Lucretia  gazes  on  the  halls  of  Laughton.  And  didst 
thou  not,  0  Guy's  oak,  murmur  warning  from  thine  oracular 
hollows?  And  thou  who  sleepest  below  the  church-tower, 
didst  thou  not  turn,  Miles  St.  John,  in  thy  grave,  when,  with 
such  tender  care,  the  young  lord  of  Laughton  bore  that  silent 
guest  across  his  threshold,  and  with  credulous,  moistened 
eyes,  welcomed  Treason  and  Murder  to  his  hearth? 

There,  at  the  porch,  paused  Helen,  gazing  with  the  rapt 
eye  of  the  poetess  on  the  broad  landscape,  checkered  by  the 
vast  shadows  cast  from  the  setting  sun.  There,  too,  by  her 
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side  lingered  Varney,  with  an  artist's  eye  for  the  stately  scene, 
till  a  thought,  not  of  art,  changed  the  face  of  the  earth,  and 
the  view  without  mirrored  back  the  Golgotha  of  his  soul. 

Leave  them  thus;  we  must  hurry  on. 

One  day  a  traveller  stopped  his  gig  at  a  public-house  in  a 
village  in  Lancashire.  He  chucked  the  rein  to  the  hostler,  and 
in  reply  to  a  question  what  oats  should  be  given  to  the  horse, 
said,  " Hay  and  water ;  the  beast  is  on  job."  Then  saunter- 
ing to  the  bar,  he  called  for  a  glass  of  raw  brandy  for  himself; 
and  while  the  host  drew  the  spirit  forth  from  the  tap,  he  asked 
carelessly  if  some  years  ago  a  woman  of  the  name  of  Joplin 
had  not  resided  in  the  village. 

"  It  is  strange, "  said  the  host,  musingly. 

"What  is  strange?" 

"  Why,  we  have  just  had  a  gent  asking  the  same  question. 
I  have  only  been  here  nine  year  come  December;  but  my  old 
hostler  was  born  in  the  village,  and  never  left  it.  So  the  gent 
had  in  the  hostler,  and  he  is  now  gone  into  the  village  to  pick 
up  what  else  he  can  learn." 

This  intelligence  seemed  to  surprise  and  displease  the 
traveller. 

"What  the  deuce!"  he  muttered;  "does  Jason  mistrust 
me?  Has  he  set  another  dog  on  the  scent?  Humph!  "  He 
drained  off  his  brandy,  and  sallied  forth  to  confer  with  the 
hostler. 

"Well,  my  friend,"  said  Mr.  Grabman, — for  the  traveller 
was  no  other  than  that  worthy,  — "  well,  so  you  remember 
Mrs.  Joplin  more  than  twenty  years  ago,  eh?" 

"  Yees,  I  guess;  more  than  twenty  years  since  she  left  the 
pleck."1 

"  Ah,  she  seems  to  have  been  a  restless  body.  She  had  a 
child  with  her?  " 

"Yees,  I  moind  that." 

"  And  I  dare  say  you  heard  her  say  the  child  was  not  her 
own,  — that  she  was  paid  well  for  it,  eh?  " 

"Noa;  my  missus  did  not  loike  me  to  chaffer  much  with 
neighbour  Joplin,  for  she  was  but  a  bad  'un,  —  pretty  fease, 

1  Pleck,  Lancashire  and  Yorkshire  synonym  for  place. 
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too.  She  lived  agin  the  wogh l  yonder,  where  you  see  that 
gent  coming  out." 

"Oho!  that  is  the  gent  who  was  asking  after  Mrs.  Joplin?" 

"Yes;  and  he  giv'  me  half -a-croon !  "  said  the  clever  hostler, 
holding  out  his  hand. 

Mr.  Grabman,  too  thoughtful,  too  jealous  of  his  rival,  to 
take  the  hint  at  that  moment,  darted  off,  as  fast  as  his  thin 
legs  could  carry  him,  towards  the  unwelcome  interferer  in  his 
own  business. 

Approaching  the  gentleman,  —  a  tall,  powerful-looking 
young  man,  —  he  somewhat  softened  his  tone,  and  mechani- 
cally touched  his  hat  as  he  said,  — 

"What,  sir,  are  you,  too,  in  search  of  Mrs.  Joplin?" 

"Sir,  I  am,"  answered  the  young  man,  eying  Grabman 
deliberately;  "and  you,  I  suppose,  are  the  person  I  have 
found  before  me  on  the  same  search,  —  first  at  Liverpool ; 

next  at  C ,  about  fifteen  miles  from  that  town;  thirdly, 

at  L ;  and  now  we  meet  here.  You  have  had  the  start  of 

me.  What  have  you  learned?  " 

Mr.  Grabman  smiled.  "Softly,  sir,  softly.  May  I  first 
ask  —  since  open  questioning  seems  the  order  of  the  day  — 
whether  I  have  the  honour  to  address  a  brother  practitioner, 
—  one  of  the  law,  sir,  one  of  the  law?" 

"I  am  one  of  the  law." 

Mr.  Grabman  bowed  and  scowled. 

"And  may  I  make  bold  to  ask  the  name  of  your  client?" 

"  Certainly  you*  may  ask.  Every  man  has  a  right  to  ask 
what  he  pleases,  in  a  civil  way." 

"  But  you  '11  not  answer?  Deep !  Oh,  I  understand !  Very 
good.  But  I  am  deep  too,  sir.  You  know  Mr.  Varney,  I 
suppose?" 

The  gentleman  looked  surprised.  His  bushy  brows  met 
over  his  steady,  sagacious  eyes;  but  after  a  moment's  pause 
the  expression  of  his  face  cleared  up. 

"It  is  as  I  thought,"  he  said,  half  to  himself.  "Who  else 
could  have  had  an  interest  in  similar  inquiries?  —  Sir,"  he 
added,  with  a  quick  and  decided  tone,  "you  are  doubtless 

1  Anglice,  wall. 
25 
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employed  by  Mr.  Varney  on  behalf  of  Madame  Dalibard  and 
in  search  of  evidence  connected  with  the  loss  of  an  unhappy 
infant.  I  am  on  the  same  quest,  and  for  the  same  end.  The 
interests  of  your  client  are  mine.  Two  heads  are  better  than 
one;  let  us  unite  our  ingenuity  and  endeavours." 

"And  share  the  pec,  I  suppose?"  said  Grabman,  dryly, 
buttoning  up  his  pockets. 

"Whatever  fee  you  may  expect  you  will  have,  anyhow, 
whether  I  assist  you  or  not.  I  expect  no  fee,  for  mine  is  a 
personal  interest,  which  I  serve  gratuitously ;  but  I  can  under- 
take to  promise  you,  on  my  own  part,  more  than  the  ordinary 
professional  reward  for  your  co-operation." 

"Well,  sir,"  said  Grabman,  mollified,  "you  speak  very 
much  like  a  gentleman.  My  feelings  were  hurt  at  first,  I 
own.  I  am  hasty,  but  I  can  listen  to  reason.  Will  you  walk 
back  with  me  to  the  house  you  have  just  left?  And  suppose 
we  then  turn  in  and  have  a  chop  together,  and  compare 
notes." 

"Willingly,"  answered  the  tall  stranger,  and  the  two 
inquisitors  amicably  joined  company.  The  result  of  their 
inquiries  was  not,  however,  very  satisfactory.  No  one  knew 
whither  Mrs.  Joplin  had  gone,  though  all  agreed  it  was  in 
company  with  a  man  of  bad  character  and  vagrant  habits ;  all 
agreed,  too,  in  the  vague  recollection  of  the  child,  and  some 
remembered  that  it  was  dressed  in  clothes  finer  than  would 
have  been  natural  to  an  infant  legally  and  filially  appertain- 
ing to  Mrs.  Joplin.  One  old  woman  remenfoered  that  on  her 
reproaching  Mrs.  Joplin  for  some  act  of  great  cruelty  to  the 
poor  babe,  she  replied  that  it  was  not  her  flesh  and  blood,  and 
that  if  she  had  not  expected  more  than  she  had  got,  she  would 
never  have  undertaken  the  charge.  On  comparing  the  infor- 
mation gleaned  at  the  previous  places  of  their  research,  they 
found  an  entire  agreement  as  to  the  character  personally 
borne  by  Mrs.  Joplin.  At  the  village  to  which  their  inquiry 
had  been  first  directed,  she  was  known  as  a  respectable,  pre- 
cise young  woman,  one  of  a  small  congregation  of  rigid  Dis- 
senters. She  had  married  a  member  of  the  sect,  and  borne 
him  a  child,  which  died  two  weeks  after  birth.  She  was  then 
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seen  nursing  another  mfant,  though  how  she  came  by  it  noue 
knew.  Shortly  after  this,  her  husband,  a  journeyman  car- 
penter of  good  repute,  died ;  but  to  the  surprise  of  the  neigh- 
bours, Mrs.  Joplin  continued  to  live  as  comfortably  as  before, 
and  seemed  not  to  miss  the  wages  of  her  husband,  — nay,  she 
rather  now,  as  if  before  kept  back  by  the  prudence  of  the 
deceased,  launched  into  a  less  thrifty  mode  of  life,  and  a 
gayety  of  dress  at  variance  both  with  the  mourning  her 
recent  loss  should  have  imposed,  and  the  austere  tenets  of 
her  sect.  This  indecorum  excited  angry  curiosity,  and  drew 
down  stern  remonstrance.  Mrs.  Joplin,  in  apparent  disgust 
at  this  intermeddling  with  her  affairs,  withdrew  from  the  vil- 
lage to  a  small  town,  about  twenty  miles  distant,  and  there 
set  up  a  shop.  But  her  moral  lapse  became  now  confirmed; 
her  life  was  notoriously  abandoned,  and  her  house  the  resort 
of  all  the  reprobates  of  the  place.  Whether  her  means  began 
to  be  exhausted,  or  the  scandal  she  provoked  attracted  the 
notice  of  the  magistrates  and  imposed  a  check  on  her  course, 
was  not  very  certain,  but  she  sold  off  her  goods  suddenly,  and 
was  next  tracked  to  the  village  in  which  Mr.  Grabman  met 
his  new  coadjutor;  and  there,  though  her  conduct  was  less 
flagrant,  and  her  expenses  less  reckless,  she  made  but  a  very 
unfavourable  impression,  which  was  confirmed  by  her  flight 
with  an  itinerant  hawker  of  the  lowest  possible  character. 
Seated  over  their  port  wine,  the  two  gentlemen  compared  their 
experiences,  and  consulted  on  the  best  mode  of  remending  the 
broken  thread  of  their  research;  when  Mr.  Grabman  said 
coolly,  "But,  after  all,  I  think  it  most  likely  that  we  are  not 
on  the  right  scent.  This  bantling  may  not  be  the  one  we 
search  for." 

"Be  not  misled  by  that  doubt.  To  arrive  at  the  evidence 
we  desire,  we  must  still  track  this  wretched  woman." 

"You  are  certain  of  that?" 

"Certain." 

"Hem!     Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  Mr.  Walter  Ardworth? '' 

"Yes,  what  of  him?" 

"Why,  he  can  best  tell  us  where  to  look  for  the  child." 

"I  am  sure  he  would  counsel  as  I  do." 
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"You  know  him,  then?" 

"I  do." 

"What,  he  lives  still?" 

"I  hope  so." 

"Can  you  bring  me  across  him?" 

"If  necessary." 

"And  that  young  man,  who  goes  by  his  name,  brought  up 
by  Mr.  Fielden?" 

"Well,  sir?" 

"Is  he  not  the  son  of  Mr.  Braddell?" 

The  stranger  was  silent,  and,  shading  his  face  with  his 
hand,  seemed  buried  in  thought.  He  then  rose,  took  up  his 
candle,  and  said  quietly,  — 

"  Sir,  I  wish  you  good-evening.  I  have  letters  to  write  in 
my  own  room.  I  will  consider  by  to-morrow,  if  you  stay  till 
then,  whether  we  can  really  aid  each  other  further,  or  whether 
we  should  pursue  our  researches  separately."  With  these 
words  he  closed  the  door;  and  Mr.  Grabman  remained  baffled 
and  bewildered. 

However,  he  too  had  a  letter  to  write ;  so,  calling  for  pen, 
ink,  and  paper,  and  a  pint  of  brandy,  he  indited  his  com- 
plaints and  his  news  to  Varney. 

"Jason,  [he  began]  are  you  playing  me  false?  Have  you  set  another 
man  on  the  track  with  a  view  to  bilk  me  of  my  promised  fee  ?  Explain, 
or  I  throw  up  the  business." 

Herewith,  Mr.  Grabman  gave  a  minute  description  of  the 
stranger,  and  related  pretty  accurately  what  had  passed  be- 
tween that  gentleman  and  himself.  He  then  added  the  prog- 
ress of  his  own  inquiries,  and  renewed,  as  peremptorily  as  he 
dared,  his  demand  for  candour  and  plain  dealing.  Now,  it  so 
happened  that  in  stumbling  upstairs  to  bed,  Mr.  Grabman 
passed  the  room  in  which  his  mysterious  fellow-seeker  was 
lodged,  and  as  is  the  usage  in  hotels,  a  pair  of  boots  stood 
outside  the  door,  to  be  cleaned  betimes  in  the  morning. 
Though  somewhat  drunk,  Grabman  still  preserved  the  rays 
of  his  habitual  astuteness.  A  clever  and  a  natural  idea  shot 
across  his  brain,  illuminating  the  fumes  of  the  brandy;  he 
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stooped,  and  while  one  hand  on  the  wall  steadied  his  footing, 
with  the  other  he  fished  up  a  boot,  and  peering  within,  saw 
legibly  written:  "John  Ardworth,  Esq.,  Gray's  Inn."  At 
that  sight  he  felt  what  a  philosopher  feels  at  the  sudden 
elucidation  of  a  troublesome  problem.  Downstairs  again 
tottered  Grabrnan,  re-opened  his  letter,  and  wrote,  — 

"  P.S.  —  I  have  wronged  you,  Jason,  by  my  suspicions ;  never  mind,  — 
jubilate  !  This  interloper  who  made  me  so  jealous,  who  think  you  it  is  ? 
Why,  young  Ardworth  himself,  —  that  is,  the  lad  who  goes  by  such  name. 
Now,  is  it  not  clear  ?  Of  course  no  one  else  has  such  interest  in  learn- 
ing his  birth  as  the  lost  child  himself,  —  here  he  is  I  If  old  Ardworth 
lives  (as  he  says),  old  Ardworth  has  set  him  to  work  on  his  own  business. 
But  then,  that  Fielden,  —  rather  a  puzzler  that !  Yet  —  no.  Now  I 
understand,  —  old  Ardworth  gave  the  boy  to  Mrs.  Joplin,  and  took  it 
away  from  her  again  when  he  went  to  the  parson's.  Now,  certainly,  it 
may  be  quite  necessary  to  prove,  —  first,  that  the  boy  he  took  from  Mr. 
Braddell's  he  gave  to  Mrs.  Joplin ;  secondly,  that  the  boy  he  left  with 
Mr.  Fielden  was  the  same  that  he  took  again  from  that  woman :  there- 
fore, the  necessity  of  finding  out  Mother  Joplin,  an  essential  witness. 
Q.  E.  D.,  Master  Jason !  " 

It  was  not  till  the  sun  had  been  some  hours  risen  that  Mr. 
Grabman  imitated  that  luminary's  example.  When  he  did 
so,  he  found,  somewhat  to  his  chagrin,  that  John  Ardworth 
had  long  been  gone.  In  fact,  whatever  the  motive  that  had 
led  the  latter  on  the  search,  he  had  succeeded  in  gleaning 
from  Grabman  all  that  that  person  could  communicate,  and 
their  interview  had  inspired  him  with  such  disgust  of  the 
attorney,  and  so  small  an  opinion  of  the  value  of  his  co-opera- 
tion (in  which  last  belief,  perhaps,  he  was  mistaken),  that 
he  had  resolved  to  continue  his  inquiries  alone,  and  had 
already,  in  his  early  morning's  walk  through  the  village, 
ascertained  that  the  man  with  whom  Mrs.  Joplin  had  quitted 
the  place  had  some  time  after  been  sentenced  to  six  months' 
imprisonment  in  the  county  jail.  Possibly  the  prison  author- 
ities might  know  something  to  lead  to  his  discovery,  and 
through  him  the  news  of  his  paramour  might  be  gained. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

MORE    OF    MRS.    JOPLIN. 

ONE  day,  at  the  hour  of  noon,  the  court  boasting  the  tall 
residence  of  Mr.  Grabman  was  startled  from  the  quiet  usually 
reigning  there  at  broad  daylight  by  the  appearance  of  two 
men,  evidently  no  inhabitants  of  the  place.  The  squalid,  ill- 
favoured  denizens  lounging  before  the  doors  stared  hard,  and 
at  the  fuller  view  of  one  of  the  men,  most  of  them  retreated 
hastily  within.  Then,  in  those  houses,  you  might  have  heard 
a  murmur  of  consternation  and  alarm.  The  ferret  was  in  the 
burrow, — a  Bow-Street  officer  in  the  court!  The  two  men 
paused,  looked  round,  and  stopping  before  the  dingy  tower- 
like  house,  selected  the  bell  which  appealed  to  the  inmates  of 
the  ground-floor,  to  the  left.  At  that  summons  Bill  the 
cracksman  imprudently  presented  a  full  view  of  his  counte- 
nance through  his  barred  window;  he  drew  it  back  with 
astonishing  celerity,  but  not  in  time  to  escape  the  eye  of 
the  Bow-Street  runner. 

"Open  the  door,  Bill,  — there  's  nothing  to  fear;  I  have  no 
summons  against  you,  'pon  honour.  You  know  I  never  de- 
ceive. Why  should  I?  Open  the  door,  I  say." 

No  answer. 

The  officer  tapped  with  his  cane  at  the  foul  window. 

"Bill,  there's  a  gentleman  who  comes  to  you  for  informa- 
tion, and  he  will  pay  for  it  handsomely." 

Bill  again  appeared  at  the  casement,  and  peeped  forth  very 
cautiously  throiTgh  the  bars. 

"Bless  my  vitals,  Mr.  R ,  and  it  is  you,  is  it?  What 

were  you  saying  about  paying  handsomely?" 

"That  your  evidence  is  wanted,  — not  against  a  pal,  man. 
It  will  hurt  no  one,  and  put  at  least  five  guineas  in  your 
pocket." 
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"Ten  guineas,"  said  the  Bow-Street  officer's  companion. 

"You  be's  a  man  of  honour,  Mr.  R !"  said  Bill,  em- 
phatically; "and  I  scorns  to  doubt  you,  so  here  goes." 

With  that  he  withdrew  from  the  window,  and  in  another 
minute  or  so  the  door  was  opened,  and  Bill,  with  a  superb 
bow,  asked  his  visitors  into  his  room. 

In  the  interval,  leisure  had  been  given  to  the  cracksman  to 
remove  all  trace  of  the  wonted  educational  employment  of  his 
hopeful  children.  The  urchins  were  seated  on  the  floor  play- 
ing at  push-pin;  and  the  Bow-Street  officer  benignly  patted  a 
pair  of  curly  heads  as  he  passed  them,  drew  a  chair  to  the 
table,  and  wiping  his  forehead,  sat  down,  quite  at  home. 
Bill  then  deliberately  seated  himself,  and  unbuttoning  his 
waistcoat,  permitted  the  butt-ends  of  a  brace  of  pistols  to  be 

seen  by  his  guests.  Mr.  R 's  companion  seemed  very 

unmoved  by  this  significant  action.  He  bent  one  inquiring, 
steady  look  on  the  cracksman,  which,  as  Bill  afterwards  said, 
went  through  him  "like  a  gimlet  through  a  penny,"  and  tak- 
ing out  a  purse,  through  the  network  of  which  the  sovereigns 
gleamed  pleasantly,  placed  it  on  the  ta.ble  and  said,  — 

"  This  purse  is  yours  if  you  will  tell  me  what  has  become 
of  a  woman  named  Joplin,  with  whom  you  left  the  village  of 
,  in  Lancashire,  in  the  year  18—." 

"And,"  put  in  Mr.  R ,  "the  gentleman  wants  to  know, 

with  no  view  of  harming  the  woman.  It  will  be  to  her  own 
advantage  to  inform  us  where  she  is." 

"'Pori  honour  again?"  said  Bill. 

"  'Pon  honour !  " 

"Well,  then,  I  has  a  heart  in  my  buzzom,  and  if  so  be  I 
can  do  a  good  turn  to  the  'oman  wot  I  has  loved  and  kep'  com- 
pany with,  why  not?" 

"Why  not,  indeed?"  said  Mr.  R .  "And  as  we  want 

to  learn,  not  only  what  has  become  of  Mrs.  Joplin,  but  what 

she  did  with  the  child  she  carried  off  from ,  begin  at  the 

beginning  and  tell  us  all  you  know," 

Bill  mused.     "How  much  is  there  in  the  pus?" 

"Eighteen  sovereigns." 

"Make  it  twenty  —  you  nod  — twenty  then?     A  bargain! 
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Now  I  '11  go  on  right  ahead.  You  see  as  how,  some  months 

arter  we  —  that  is,  Peggy  Joplin  and  self  — left ,  I  was 

put  in  quod  in  Lancaster  jail ;  so  I  lost  sight  of  the  blowen. 
When  I  got  out  and  came  to  Lunnun,  it  was  a  matter  of  seven 
year  afore,  all  of  a  sudding,  I  came  bang  up  agin  her,  —  at  the 
corner  of  Common  Garden.  '  Why,  Bill! '  says  she.  '  Why, 
Peggy ! '  says  I ;  and  we  bussed  each  other  like  wiuky. 
'Shall  us  come  together  agin?'  says  she.  'Why,  no,'  says 
I;  '  I  has  a  wife  wots  a  good  'un,  and  gets  her  bread  by  set- 
ting up  as  a  widder  with  seven  small  childern.  By  the  by, 
Peg,  what 's  a  come  of  your  brat? '  for  as  you  says,  sir,  Peg 
had  a  child  put  out  to  her  to  nurse.  Lor',  how  she  cuffed  it! 
'  The  brat! '  says  she,  laughing  like  mad,  '  oh,  I  got  rid  o'  that 
when  you  were  in  jail,  Bill.'  'As  how? '  says  I.  '  Why,  there 
was  a  woman  begging  agin  St.  Poll's  churchyard ;  so  I  purtended 
to  see  a  frind  at  a  distance:  " 'Old  the  babby  a  moment,"  says 
I,  puffing  and  panting,  "while  I  ketches  my  friend  yonder." 
So  she  'olds  the  brat,  and  I  never  sees  it  agin ;  and  there  's  an 
ind  of  the  bother ! '  '  But  won't  they  ever  ax  for  the  child,  — 
them  as  giv'  it  you?'  '  Oh,  no,'  says  Peg,  '  they  left  it  too 
long  for  that,  and  all  the  tin  was  agone;  and  one  mouth  is 
hard  enough  to  feed  in  these  days,  —  let  by  other  folks'  bant- 
lings.' 'Well,'  says  I,  'where  do  you  hang  out?  I'll  pop 
in,  in  a  friendly  way.'  So  she  tells  me, — som'ere  in  Lam- 
beth,—  I  forgets  hexactly;  and  many 's  the  good  piece  of 
work  we  ha'  done  togither." 

"And  where  is  she  now?"  asked  Mr.  R 's  companion. 

"I  doesn't  know  purcisely,  but  I  can  com'  at  her.  You 
see,  when  my  poor  wife  died,  four  year  com'  Chris'mas,  and 
left  me  with  as  fine  a  famuly,  though  I  says  it,  as  h-old  King 
Georgy  himself  walked  afore,  with  his  gold-'eaded  cane,  on 
the  terris  at  Vindsor,  —  all  heights  and  all  h-ages  to  the  babby 
in  arms  (for  the  little  'un  there  warn't  above  a  year  old,  and 
had  been  a  brought  up  upon  spoon-meat,  with  a  dash  o'  blue- 
ruin  to  make  him  slim  and  ginteel) ;  as  for  the  bigger  'uns  wot 
you  don't  see,  they  be  doin'  well  in  forin  parts,  Mr.  R ! " 

Mr.  R.  smiled  significantly. 

Bill  resumed.     "Where  was  I?     Oh,  when  my  wife  died,  \ 
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wanted  sum  'un  to  take  care  of  the  childern,  so  I  takes  Peg 
into  the  'ous.  But  Lor' !  how  she  larrupped  'em,  —  she  has  a 
cruel  heart,  hasn't  she,  Bob?  Bob  is  a  '^ute  child,  Mr. 

R .     Just  as  I  was  a  thinking  of  turning  her  out  neck 

an'  crop,  a  gemman  what  lodges  aloft,  wot  be  a  laryer,  and 

wot  had  just  saved  my  nick,  Mr.  11 ,  by  proving  a  h-alibi, 

said,  'That's  a  tidy  body,  your  Peg!'  (for  you  see  he  was 
often  a  wisiting  here,  an'  h- indeed,  sin'  then,  he  has  taken 
our  third  floor,  No.  9) ;  '  I  've  been  a  speakin'  to  her,  and  I 
find  she  has  been  a  nuss  to  the  sick.  I  has  a  frind  wots  a 
h-uncle  that's  ill:  can  you  spare  her,  Bill,  to  attind  him?' 
*  That  I  can/  says  I;  '  anything  to  obleedge.'  So  Peg  packs 
off,  bag  and  baggidge." 

"And  what  was  the  sick  gentleman's  name?"  asked  Mr. 
R 's  companion. 

"It  was  one  Mr.  Warney,  —  a  painter,  wot  lived  at  Clap'am. 
Since  thin  I  've  lost  sight  of  Peg;  for  we  had  'igh  words  about 
the  childern,  and  she  was  a  spiteful  'oman.  But  you  can  larn 
where  she  be  at  Mr.  Warney's,  if  so  be  he's  still  above 
ground." 

"And  did  this  woman  still  go  by  the  name  of  Joplin?" 

Bill  grinned:  "She  warn't  such  a  spooney  as  that, — that 

name  was  in  your  black  books  too  much,  Mr.  K ,  for  a 

'spectable  nuss  for  sick  bodies ;  no,  she  was  then  called  Martha 
Skeggs,  what  was  her  own  mother's  name  afore  marriage. 
Anything  more,  gemmen?" 

"I  am  satisfied,"  said  the  younger  visitor,  rising;  "there  is 

the  purse,  and  Mr.  R will  bring  you  ten  sovereigns  in 

addition.     Good-day  to  you." 

Bill,  with  superabundant  bows  and  flourishes,  showed  his 
visitors  out,  and  then,  in  high  glee,  he  began  to  romp  with 
his  children;  and  the  whole  family  circle  was  in  a  state  of 
uproarious  enjoyment  when  the  door  flew  open,  and  in  entered 
Grabman,  his  brief-bag  in  hand,  dust-soiled  and  unshaven. 

"Aha,  neighbour!   your  servant,  your  servant;   just  come 
back!     Always  so  merry;  for  the  life  of  me,  I  couldn't  help 
looking  in!     Dear  me,  Bill,  why,  you're  in  luck!"  and  Mr 
Grabman  pointed  to  a  pile  of  sovereigns  which  Bill  had  emp- 
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tied  from  the  purse  to  count  over  and  weigh  on  the  tip  of  his 
forefinger. 

"Yes,"  said  Bill,  sweeping  the  gold  into  his  corduroy 
pocket}  "and  who  do  you  think  brought  me  these  shiners? 
Why,  who  but  old  Peggy,  the  'oman  wot  you  put  out  at 
Clap'am." 

"Well,  never  mind  Peggy,  now,  Bill;  I  want  to  ask  you 
what  you  have  done  with  Margaret  Joplin,  whom,  sly  seducer 
that  you  are,  you  carried  off  from  —  " 

"Why,  man,  Peggy  be  Joplin,  and  Joplin  be  Peggy!  And 
it 's  for  that  piece  of  noos  that  I  got  all  them  pretty  new 
picters  of  his  Majesty  Bill,  —  my  namesake,  God  bliss  'im ! " 

"D — n,"  exclaimed  Grabman,  aghast;  "the  young  chap's 
spoiling  my  game  again !  "  And  seizing  up  his  brief -bag,  he 
darted  out  of  the  house,  in  the  hope  to  arrive  at  least  at 
Clapham  before  his  competitors. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 
BECK'S  DISCOVERY. 

UNDER  the  cedar -trees  at  Laughton  sat  that  accursed  and 
abhorrent  being  who  sat  there,  young,  impassioned,  hopeful, 
as  Lucretia  Clavering,  —  under  the  old  cedar-trees,  which, 
save  that  their  vast  branches  cast  an  imperceptibly  broader 
shade  over  the  mossy  sward,  the  irrevocable  winters  had  left 
the  same.  Where,  through  the  nether  boughs  the  autumn 
sunbeams  came  aslant,  the  windows,  enriched  by  many  a 
haughty  scutcheon,  shone  brightly  against  the  western  rays. 
From  the  flower-beds  in  the  quaint  garden  near  at  hand,  the 
fresh  yet  tranquil  air  wafted  faint  perfumes  from  the  linger- 
ing heliotrope  and  fading  rose.  The  peacock  perched  dozily 
on  the  heavy  balustrade;  the  blithe  robin  hopped  busily  along 
the  sun-track  on  the  lawn;  in  the  distance  the  tinkling  bells 
of  the  flock,  the  plaining  low  of  some  wandering  heifer,  while 
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breaking  the  silence,  seemed  still  to  blend  with  the  repose. 
All  images  around  lent  themselves  to  complete  that  picture  of 
stately  calm  which  is  the  character  of  those  old  mansion- 
houses,  which  owner  after  owner  has  loved  and  heeded,  leav- 
ing to  them  the  graces  of  antiquity,  guarding  them  from  the 
desolation  of  decay. 

Alone  sat  Lucretia  under  the  cedar-trees,  and  her  heart 
made  dismal  contrast  to  the  noble  tranquillity  that  breathed 
around.  From  whatever  softening  or  repentant  emotions 
which  the  scene  of  her  youth  might  first  have  awakened; 
from  whatever  of  less  unholy  anguish  which  memory  might 
have  caused  when  she  first,  once  more,  sat  under  those  remem- 
bered boughs,  and,  as  a  voice  from  a  former  world,  some  faint 
whisper  of  youthful  love  sighed  across  the  waste  and  ashes  of 
her  devastated  soul,  —  from  all  such  rekindled  humanities  in 
the  past  she  had  now,  with  gloomy  power,  wrenched  herself 
away.  Crime  such  as  hers  admits  not  long  the  sentiment  that 
softens  remorse  of  gentler  error.  If  there  wakes  one  moment 
from  the  past  the  warning  and  melancholy  ghost,  soon  from 
that  abyss  rises  the  Fury  with  the  lifted  scourge,  and  hunts 
on  the  frantic  footsteps  towards  the  future.  In  the  future, 
the  haggard  intellect  of  crime  must  live,  must  involve  itself 
mechanically  in  webs  and  meshes,  and  lose  past  and  present 
in  the  welcome  atmosphere  of  darkness. 

Thus  while  Lucretia  sat,  and  her  eyes  rested  upon  the  halls 
of  her  youth,  her  mind  overleaped  the  gulf  that  yet  yawned 
between  her  and  the  object  on  which  she  was  bent.  Already, 
in  fancy,  that  home  was  hers  again,  its  present  possessor 
swept  away,  the  interloping  race  of  Vernon  ending  in  one  of 
those  abrupt  lines  familiar  to  genealogists,  which  branch  out 
busily  from  the  main  tree,  as  if  all  pith  and  sap  were  monop- 
olized by  them,  continue  for  a  single  generation,  and  then 
shrink  into  a  printer's  bracket  with  the  formal  laconism, 
"Died  without  issue."  Back,  then,  in  the  pedigree  would 
turn  the  eye  of  some  curious  descendant,  and  see  the  race 
continue  in  the  posterity  of  Lucretia  Clavering. 

With  all  her  ineffable  vices,  mere  cupidity  had  not,  as  we 
have  often  seen,  been  a  main  characteristic  of  this  fearful 
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woman;  and  in  her  design  to  endow,  by  the  most  determined 
guilt,  her  son  with  the  heritage  of  her  ancestors,  she  had  hith- 
erto looked  but  little  to  mere  mercenary  advantages  for 
herself:  but  now,  in  the  sight  of  that  venerable  and  broad 
domain,  a  covetousness,  absolute  in  itself,  broke  forth. 
Could  she  have  gained  it  for  her  own  use  rather  than  her 
son's,  she  would  have  felt  a  greater  zest  in  her  ruthless  pur- 
pose. She  looked  upon  the  scene  as  a  deposed  monarch  upon 
his  usurped  realm,  —  it  was  her  right.  The  early  sense  of 
possession  in  that  inheritance  returned  to  her. 

Reluctantly  would  she  even  yield  her  claims  to  her  child. 
Here,  too,  in  this  atmosphere  she  tasted  once  more  what  had 
long  been  lost  to  her,  —  the  luxury  of  that  dignified  respect 
which  surrounds  the  well-born.  Here  she  ceased  to  be  the 
suspected  adventuress,  the  friendless  outcast,  the  needy  wres- 
tler with  hostile  fortune,  the  skulking  enemy  of  the  law.  She 
rose  at  once,  and  without  effort,  to  her  original  state,  —  the 
honoured  daughter  of  an  illustrious  house.  The  homeliest 
welcome  that  greeted  her  from  some  aged  but  unforgotten 
villager,  the  salutation  of  homage,  the  bated  breath  of  humble 
reverence,  —  even  trifles  like  these  were  dear  to  her,  and  made 
her  the  more  resolute  to  retain  them.  In  her  calm,  relentless 
onward  vision  she  saw  herself  enshrined  in  those  halls,  ruling 
in  the  delegated  authority  of  her  son,  safe  evermore  from  pry. 
ing  suspicion  and  degrading  need  and  miserable  guilt  for 
miserable  objects.  Here,  but  one  great  crime,  and  she 
resumed  the  majesty  of  her  youth!  While  thus  dwelling 
on  the  future,  her  eye  did  not  even  turn  from  those  sunlit 
towers  to  the  forms  below,  and  more  immediately  inviting  its 
survey.  On  the  very  spot  where,  at  the  opening  of  this  tale, 
sat  Sir  Miles  St.  John  sharing  his  attention  between  his  dogs 
and  his  guest,  sat  now  Helen  Mainwaring;  against  the  balus- 
trade where  had  lounged  Charles  Vernon,  leaned  Percival  St. 
John ;  and  in  the  same  place  where  he  had  stationed  himself 
that  eventful  evening,  to  distort,  in  his  malignant  sketch,  the 
features  of  his  father,  Gabriel  Varney,  with  almost  the  same 
smile  of  irony  upon  his  lips,  was  engaged  in  transferring  to 
Vis  canvas  a  more  faithful  likeness  of  the  heir's  intended 
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bride.  Helen's  countenance,  indeed,  exhibited  comparatively 
but  little  of  the  ravage?  which  the  pernicious  aliment,  admin- 
istered so  noiselessly,  made  upon  the  i'rame.  The  girl's  eye, 
it  is  true,  had  sunk,  and  there  was  a  languid  heaviness  in  its 
look;  but  the  contour  of  the  cheek  was  so  naturally  rounded, 
and  the  features  so  delicately  fine,  that  the  fall  of  the  muscles 
was  less  evident;  and  the  bright,  warm  hue  of  the  complex- 
ion, and  the  pearly  sparkle  of  the  teeth,"  still  gave  a  fallacious 
freshness  to  the  aspect.  But  as  yet  the  poisoners  had  for- 
borne those  ingredients  which  invade  the  springs  of  life, 
resorting  only  to  such  as  undermine  the  health  and  prepare 
the  way  to  unsuspected  graves.  Out  of  the  infernal  variety 
of  the  materials  at  their  command,  they  had  selected  a  mix- 
ture which  works  by  sustaining  perpetual  fever;  which  gives 
little  pain,  little  suffering,  beyond  that  of  lassitude  and  thirst; 
which  wastes  like  consumption,  and  yet  puzzles  the  physi- 
cian, by  betraying  few  or  none  of  its  ordinary  symptoms. 
But  the  disorder  as  yet  was  not  incurable,  —  its  progress 
would  gradually  cease  with  the  discontinuance  of  the  venom. 

Although  October  was  far  advanced,  the  day  was  as  mild 
and  warm  as  August.  But  Percival,  who  had  been  watching 
Helen's  countenance  with  the  anxiety  of  love  and  fear,  now 
proposed  that  the  sitting  should  be  adjourned.  The  sun  was 
declining,  and  it  was  certainly  no  longer  safe  for  Helen  to  be 
exposed  to  the  air  without  exercise.  He  proposed  that  they 
should  walk  through  the  garden,  and  Helen,  rising  cheerfully, 
placed  her  hand  on  his  arm.  But  she  had  scarcely  descended 
the  steps  of  the  terrace  when  she  stopped  short  and  breathed 
hard  and  painfully.  The  spasm  was  soon  over,  and  walking 
slowly  on,  they  passed  Lucretia  with  a  brief  word  or  two,  and 
were  soon  out  of  sight  amongst  the  cedars. 

"Lean  more  on  my  arm,  Helen,"  said  Percival.  "How 
strange  it  is  that  the  change  of  air  has  done  so  little  for  you, 
and  our  country  doctor  still  less!  I  should  feel  miserable 
indeed  if  Simmons,  whom  my  mother  always  considered  very 
clever,  did  not  assure  me  that  there  was  no  ground  for  alarm, 
—  that  these  symptoms  were  only  nervous.  Cheer  up,  Helen ; 
«weet  love,  cheer  up! " 
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Helen  raised  her  face  and  strove  to  smile;  but  the  tears 
stood  in  her  eyes.  "  It  would  be  hard  to  die  now,  Percival !  " 
she  said  falteringly. 

"To  die  —  oh,  Helen!  No;  we  must  not  stay  here  longer, 
—  the  air  is  certainly  too  keen  for  you.  Perhaps  your  aunt 
will  go  to  Italy.  Why  not  all  go  there,  and  seek  my  mother? 
And  she  will  nurse  you,  Helen,  and  —  and  —  "  He  could  not 
trust  his  voice  farther. 

Helen  pressed  his  arm  tenderly.  "Forgive  me,  dear  Per- 
cival, it  is^but  at  moments  that  I  feel  so  despondent;  now, 
again,  it  is  past.  Ah,  I  so  long  to  see  your  mother !  When 
shall  you  hear  from  her?  Are  you  not  too  sanguine?  Do  you 
really  feel  sure  she  will  consent  to  so  lowly  a  choice?" 

"Never  doubt  her  affection,  her  appreciation  of  you,"  an- 
swered Percival,  gladly,  and  hoping  that  Helen's  natural  anx- 
iety might  be  the  latent  cause  of  her  dejected  spirits ;  "  often, 
when  talking  of  the  future,  under  these  very  cedars,  rny  mother 
has  said :  '  You  have  no  cause  to  marry  for  ambition,  —  marry 
only  for  your  happiness.'  She  never  had  a  daughter:  in  re- 
turn for  all  her  love,  I  shall  give  her  that  blessing." 

Thus  talking,  the  lovers  rambled  on  till  the  sun  set,  and 
then,  returning  to  the  house,  they  found  that  Varney  and 
Madame  Dalibard  had  preceded  them.  That  evening  Helen's 
spirits  rose  to  their  natural  buoyancy,  and  Percival 's  heart 
was  once  more  set  at  ease  by  her  silvery  laugh. 

When,  at  their  usual  early  hour,  the  rest  of  the  family 
retired  to  sleep,  Percival  remained  in  the  drawing-room  to 
write  again,  and  at  length,  to  Lady  Mary  and  Captain 
Greville.  While  thus  engaged,  his  valet  entered  to  say 
that  Beck,  who  had  been  out  since  the  early  morning,  in 
search  of  a  horse  that  had  strayed  from  one  of  the  pastures, 
had  just  returned  with  the  animal,  who  had  wandered  nearly 
as  far  as  Southampton. 

"I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Percival,  abstractedly,  and 
continuing  his  letter. 

The  valet  still  lingered.     Percival  looked  up  in  surprise. 

"  If  you  please,  sir,  you  said  you  particularly  wished  to  see 
Beck  when  he  came  back." 


LUCRETIA.  399 

"I  —  oh,  true!  Tell  him  to  wait;  I  will  speak  to  him  by 
and  by.  You  need  not  sit  up  for  me;  let  Beck  attend  to  the 
bell." 

The  valet  withdrew.  Percival  continued  his  letter,  and 
filled  page  after  page  and  sheet  after  sheet;  and  when  at 
length  the  letters,  not  containing  a  tithe  of  what  he  wished 
to  convey,  were  brought  to  a  close,  he  fell  into  a  revery  that 
lasted  till  the  candles  burned  low,  and  the  clock  from  the 
turret  tolled  one.  Starting  up  in  surprise  at  the  lapse  of 
time,  Percival  then,  for  the  first  time,  remembered  Beck,  and 
rang  the  bell. 

The  ci-devant  sweeper,  in  his  smart  livery,  appeared  at  the 
door. 

"Beck,  my  poor  fellow,  I  am  ashamed  to  have  kept  you 
waiting  so  long;  but  I  received  a  letter  this  morning  which 
relates  to  you.  Let  me  see,  — I  left  it  in  my  study  upstairs. 
Ah,  you'll  never  find  the  way;  follow  me, — I  have  some 
questions  to  put  to  you." 

"Nothin'  agin  my  carakter,  I  hopes,  your  honour,"  said 
Beck,  timidly. 

"Oh,  no!" 

"Noos  of  the  mattris,  then?"  exclaimed  Beck,  joyfully. 

"Nor  that  either,"  answered  Percival,  laughing,  as  he 
lighted  the  chamber  candlestick,  and,  followed  by  Beck, 
ascended  the  grand  staircase  to  a  small  room  which,  as  it 
adjoined  his  sleeping  apartment,  he  had  habitually  used  as 
his  morning  writing-room  and  study. 

Percival  had,  indeed,  received  that  day  a  letter  which  had 
occasioned  him  much  surprise ;  it  was  from  John  Ardworth, 
and  ran  thus :  — 

MY  DEAR  PERCIVAL,  —  It  seems  that  you  have  taken  into  your 
service  a  young  man  known  only  by  the  name  of  Beck.  Is  he  now 
with  you  at  Laughton?  If  so,  pray  retain  him,  and  suffer  him  to  be  in 
readiness  to  come  to  me  at  a  day's  notice  if  wanted,  though  it  is  prob- 
able enough  that  I  may  rather  come  to  you.  At  present,  strange  as  it 
may  seem  to  you,  I  am  detained  in  London  by  business  connected  with 
that  important  personage.  Will  you  ask  him  carelessly,  as  it  were,  in 
the  mean  while,,  the  following  (questions :  — 
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Fh  st,  how  did  he  become  possessed  of  a  certain  child's  coral  whicli 
he  left  at  the  house  of  one  Becky  Carruthers,  in  Cole's  Building? 

Secondly,  is  he  aware  of  any  mark  on  his  arm,  —  if  so,  will  he  de- 
scribe it? 

Thirdly,  how  long  has  he  known  the  said  Becky  Carruthers? 

Fourthly,  does  he  believe  her  to  be  honest  and  truthful  ? 

Take  a  memorandum  of  his  answers,  and  send  it  to  me.  I  am  pretty 
well  aware  of  what  they  are  likely  to  be ;  but  I  desire  you  to  put  the 
questions,  that  I  may  judge  if  there  be  any  discrepancy  between  his 
statement  and  that  of  Mrs.  Carruthers.  I  have  much  to  tell  you,  and 
am  eager  to  receive  your  kind  congratulations  upon  an  event  that  has 
given  me  more  happiness  than  the  fugitive  success  of  my  little  book. 
Tenderest  regards  to  Helen;  and  hoping  soon  to  see  you, 
Ever  affectionately  yours. 

P.  S.  —  Say  not  a  word  of  the  contents  of  this  letter  to  Madame  Dali- 
bard,  iielen,  or  to  any  one  except  Beck.  Caution  him  to  the  same  dis- 
cretion. If  you  can't  trust  to  his  silence,  send  him  to  town. 

When  the  post  brought  this  letter,  Beck  was  already  gone 
on  his  errand,  and  after  puzzling  himself  with  vague  conjec- 
tures, Percival's  mind  had  been  naturally  too  absorbed  with 
his  anxieties  for  Helen  to  recur  much  to  the  subject. 

Now,  refreshing  his  memory  with  the  contents  of  the  letter, 
he  drew  pen  and  ink  before  him,  put  the  questions  seriatim, 
noted  down  the  answers  as  desired,  and  smiling  at  Beck's 
frightened  curiosity  to  know  who  could  possibly  care  about 
such  matters,  and  feeling  confident  (from  that  very  fright)  of 
his  discretion,  dismissed  the  groom  to  his  repose. 

Beck  had  never  been  in  that  part  of  the  house  before;  and 
Avhen  he  got  into  the  corridor  he  became  bewildered,  and  knew 
not  which  turn  to  take,  the  right  or  the  left.  He  had  no  can- 
dle with  him ;  but  the  moon  came  clear  through  a  high  and 
wide  skylight:  the  light,  however,  gave  him  no  guide.  While 
pausing,  much  perplexed,  and  not  sure  that  he  should  even 
know  again  the  door  of  the  room  he  had  just  quitted,  if  ven- 
turing to  apply  to  his  young  master  for  a  clew  through  such 
a  labyrinth,  he  was  inexpressibly  startled  and  appalled  by  a 
sudden  apparition.  A  door  at  one  end  of  the  corridor  opened 
noiselessly,  and  a  figure,  at  first  scarcely  distinguishable,  foi 
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it  was  robed  from  head  to  foot  in  a  black,  shapeless  garb, 
scarcely  giving  even  the  outline  of  the  human  form,  stole 
forth.  Beck  rubbed  his  eyes  and  crept  mechanically  close 
within  the  recess  of  one  of  the  doors  that  communicated  with 
the  passage.  The  figure  advanced  a  few  steps  towards  him ; 
and  what  words  can  describe  his  astonishment  when  he  beheld 
thus  erect,  and  in  full  possession  of  physical  power  and  mo- 
tion, the  palsied  cripple  whose  chair  he  had  often  seen  wheeled 
into  the  garden,  and  whose  unhappy  state  was  the  common 
topic  of  comment  in  the  servants'  hall!  Yes,  the  moon  from 
above  shone  full  upon  that  face  which  never,  once  seen,  could 
be  forgotten.  And  it  seemed  more  than  mortally  stern  and 
pale,  contrasted  with  the  sable  of  the  strange  garb,  and  be- 
held by  that  mournful  light.  Had  a  ghost,  indeed,  risen 
from  the  dead,  it  could  scarcely  have  appalled  him  more. 
Madame  Dalibard  did  not  see  the  involuntary  spy;  for  the 
recess  in  which  he  had  crept  was  on  that  side  of  the  wall  on 
which  the  moon's  shadow  was  cast.  With  a  quick  step  she 
turned  into  another  room,  opposite  that  which  she  had  quitted, 
the  door  of  which  stood  ajar,  and  vanished  noiselessly  as  she 
had  appeared. 

Taught  suspicion  by  his  earlier  acquaintance  with  the 
"night-side"  of  human  nature,  Beck  had  good  cause  for 
it  here.  This  detection  of  an  imposture  most  familiar  to  his 
experience,  —  that  of  a  pretended  cripple ;  the  hour  of  the 
night;  the  evil  expression  on  the  face  of  the  deceitful  guest; 
Madame  Dalibard's  familiar  intimacy  and  near  connection 
with  Varney,  —  Varney,  the  visitor  to  Grabman,  who  received 
no  visitors  but  those  who  desire,  not  to  go  to  law,  but  to 
escape  from  its  penalties;  Varney,  who  had  dared  to  brave 
the  resurrection  man  in  his  den,  and  who  seemed  so  fearlessly 
at  home  in  abodes  where  nought  but  poverty  could  protect  the 
honest;  Varney  now,  with  that  strange  woman,  an  inmate  of 
a  house  in  which  the  master  was  so  young,  so  inexperienced, 
so  liable  to  be  duped  by  his  own  generous  nature,  —  all  these 
ideas,  vaguely  combined,  inspired  Beck  with  as  vague  a  ter- 
ror. Surely  something,  he  knew  not  what,  was  about  to  be 
perpetrated  against  his  benefactor,  — some  scheme  of  villany 
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which  it  was  his  duty  to  detect.  He  breathed  hard,  formed 
his  resolves,  and  stealing  on  tiptoe,  followed  the  shadowy 
form  of  the  poisoner  through  the  half -opened  doorway.  The 
shutters  of  the  room  of  which  he  thus  crossed  the  threshold 
were  not  closed,  —  the  moon  shone  in  bright  and  still.  He 
kept  his  body  behind  the  door,  peeping  in  with  straining, 
fearful  stare.  He  saw  Madame  Dalibard  standing  beside  a 
bed  round  which  the  curtains  were  closed,  —  standing  for  a 
moment  or  so  motionless,  and  as  if  in  the  act  of  listening, 
with  one  hand  on  a  table  beside  the  bed.  He  then  saw  her 
take  from  the  folds  of  her  dress  something  white  and  glitter- 
ing, and  pour  from  it  what  appeared  to  him  but  a  drop  or  two, 
cautiously,  slowly,  into  a  phial  on  the  table,  from  which  she 
withdrew  the  stopper;  that  done,  she  left  the  phial  where  she 
had  found  it,  again  paused  a  moment,  and  turned  towards  the 
door.  Beck  retreated  hastily  to  his  former  hiding-place,  and 
gained  it  in  time.  Again  the  shadowy  form  passed  him,  and 
again  the  white  face  in  the  white  moonlight  froze  his  blood 
with  its  fell  and  horrible  expression.  He  remained  cowering 
and  shrinking  against  the  wall  for  some  time,  striving  to  col- 
lect his  wits,  and  considering  what  he  should  do.  His  first 
thought  was  to  go  at  once  and  inform  St.  John  of  what  he  had 
witnessed.  But  the  poor  have  a  proverbial  dread  of  deposing 
aught  against  a  superior.  Madame  Dalibard  would  deny  his 
tale,  the  guest  would  be  believed  against  the  menial, — he 
would  be  but  dismissed  with  ignominy.  At  that  idea,  he  left 
his  hiding-place,  and  crept  along  the  corridor,  in  the  hope  of 
finding  some  passage  at  the  end  which  might  lead  to  the  offices. 
But  when  he  arrived  at  the  other  extremity,  he  was  only  met 
by  great  folding-doors,  which  evidently  communicated  with 
the  state  apartments;  he  must  retrace  his  steps.  He  did  so; 
and  when  he  came  to  the  door  which  Madame  Dalibard  had 
entered,  and  which  still  stood  ajar,  he  had  recovered  some 
courage,  and  with  courage,  curiosity  seized  him.  For  what 
purpose  could  the  strange  woman  seek  that  room  at  night  thus 
feloniously?  What  could  she  have  poured,  and  with  such 
stealthy  caution,  into  the  phial?  Naturally  and  suddenly 
the  idea  of  poison  flashed  across  him.  Tales  of  such  crime 
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(as,  indeed,  of  all  crime)  had  necessarily  often  thrilled  the 
ear  of  the  vagrant  fellow-lodger  with  burglars  and  outlaws. 
But  poison  to  whom?  Could  it  be  meant  for  his  benefactor? 
Could  St.  John  sleep  in  that  room?  Why  not?  The  woman 
had  sought  the  chamber  before  her  young  host  had  retired  to 
rest,  and  mingled  her  potion  with  some  medicinal  draught. 
All  fear  vanished  before  the  notion  of  danger  to  his  employer. 
He  stole  at  once  through  the  doorway,  and  noiselessly  ap- 
proached the  table  on  which  yet  lay  the  phial.  His  hand 
closed  on  it  firmly.  He  resolved  to  carry  it  away,  and  con- 
sider next  morning  what  next  to  do.  At  all  events,  it  might 
contain  some  proof  to  back  his  tale  and  justify  his  suspicions. 
When  he  came  once  more  into  the  corridor,  he  made  a  quick 
rush  onwards,  and  luckily  arrived  at  the  staircase.^  There 
the  blood-red  stains  reflected  on  the  stone  floors  fi'6m  the 
blazoned  casements  daunted  him  little  less  than  the  sight  at 
which  his  hair  still  bristled.  He  scarcely  drew  breath  till  he 
had  got  into  his  own  little  crib,  in  the  wing  set  apart  for  the 
stable-men,  when,  at  length,  he  fell  into  broken  and  agitated 
sleep, —  the  visions  of  all  that  had  successively  disturbed  him 
waking,  united  confusedly,  as  in  one  picture  of  gloom  and 
terror.  He  thought  that  he  was  in  his  old  loft  in  St.  Giles's, 
that  the  Gravestealer  was  wrestling  with  Varney  for  his  body, 
while  he  himself,  lying  powerless  on  his  pallet,  fancied  he 
should  be  safe  as  long  as  he  could  retain,  as  a  talisman,  his 
child's  coral,  which  he  clasped  to  his  heart.  Suddenly,  in 
that  black,  shapeless  garb,  in  which  he  had  beheld  her, 
Madame  Dalibard  bent  over  him  with  her  stern,  colourless 
face,  and  wrenched  from  him  his  charm.  Then,  ceasing  his 
struggle  with  his  horrible  antagonist,  Varney  laughed  aloud, 
and  the  Gravestealer  seized  him  in  his  deadly  arms. 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 

THE   TAPESTKY    CHAMBER. 

WHEN  Beck  woke  the  next  morning,  and  gradually  recalled 
all  that  had  so  startled  and  appalled  him  the  previous  night, 
the  grateful  creature  felt,  less  by  the  process  of  reason  than 
by  a  brute  instinct,  that  in  the  mysterious  resuscitation  and 
nocturnal  wanderings  of  the  pretended  paralytic,  some  danger 
menaced  his  master;  he  became  anxious  to  learn  whether  it 
was  really  St.  John's  room  Madame  Dalibard  stealthily  vis- 
ited. A  bright  idea  struck  him ;  and  in  the  course  of  the  day, 
at  an  hour  when  the  family  were  out  of  doors,  he  contrived  to 
coax  the  good-natured  valet,  who  had  taken  him  under  his 
special  protection,  to  show  him  over  the  house.  He  had 
heard  the  other  servants  say  there  was  such  a  power  of  fine 
things  that  a  peep  into  the  rooms  was  as  good  as  a  show,  and 
the  valet  felt  pride  in  being  cicerone  even  to  Beck.  After 
having  stared  sufficiently  at  the  banquet-hall  and  the  drawing- 
room,  the  armour,  the  busts,  and  the  pictures,  and  listened, 
open-mouthed,  to  his  guide's  critical  observations,  Beck  was 
led  up  the  great  stairs  into  the  old  family  picture-gallery,  and 
into  Sir  Miles's  ancient  room  at  the  end,  which  had  been  left 
undisturbed,  with  the  bed  still  in  the  angle;  on  returning 
thence,  Beck  found  himself  in  the  corridor  which  communi- 
cated with  the  principal  bedrooms,  in  which  he  had  lost  him- 
self the  night  before. 

"  And  vot  room  be  that  vith  the  littul  vite  'ead  h-over  the 
door?"  asked  Beck,  pointing  to  the  chamber  from  which 
Madame  Dalibard  had  emerged. 

"That  white  head,  Master  Beck,  is  Floorer  the  goddess; 
but  a  heathen  like  you  knows  nothing  about  goddesses. 
Floorer  has  a  half-moon  in  her  hair,  you  see,  which  shows 
that  the  idolatrous  Turks  worship  her;  for  the  Turkish  flag 
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is  a  half -moon,  as  I  have  seen  at  Constantinople.     I  have 
travelled,  Beck." 

"And  vot  room  be  it?    Is  it  the  master's?"  persisted  Beck. 

"No,  the  pretty  young  lady,  Miss  Main  waring,  has  it  at 
present.  There  is  nothing  to  see  in  it.  But  that  one  oppo- 
site," and  the  valet  advanced  to  the  door  through  which 
Madame  Dalibard  had  disappeared,  —  "  that  is  curious ;  and 
as  Madame  is  out,  we  may  just  take  a  peep."  He  opened  the 
door  gently,  and  Beck  looked  in.  "  This,  which  is  called  the 
turret-chamber,  was  Madame 's  when  she  was  a  girl,  I  have 
heard  old  Bessy  say;  so  Master  pops  her  there  now.  For  my 
part,  I  'd  rather  sleep  in  your  little  crib  than  have  those  great 
gruff-looking  figures  staring  at  me  by  the  firelight,  and  shak- 
ing their  heads  with  every  wind  on  a  winter's  night."  And 
the  valet  took  a  pinch  of  snuff  as  he  drew  Beck's  attention  to 
the  faded  tapestry  on  the  walls.  As  they  spoke,  the  draught 
between  the  door  and  the  window  caused  the  gloomy  arras  to 
wave  with  a  life-like  motion ;  and  to  those  more  superstitious 
than  romantic,  the  chamber  had  certainly  no  inviting  aspect. 

"I  never  sees  these  old  tapestry  rooms,"  said  the  valet, 
"  without  thinking  of  the  story  of  the  lady  who,  coming  from 
a  ball  and  taking  off  her  jewels,  happened  to  look  up,  and  saw 
an  eye  in  one  of  the  figures  which  she  felt  sure  was  no  peeper 
in  worsted." 

"Vot  vos  it,  then?"  asked  Beck,  timidly  lifting  up  the 
hangings,  and  noticing  that  there  was  a  considerable  space 
between  them  and  the  wall,  which  was  filled  up  in  part  by 
closets  and  wardrobes  set  into  the  walls,  with  intervals  more 
than  deep  enough  for  the  hiding-place  of  a  man. 

"Why,"  answered  the  valet,  "it  was  a  thief.  He  had 
come  for  the  jewels;  but  the  lady  had  the  presence  of  mind 
to  say  aloud,  as  if  to  herself,  that  she  had  forgotten  some- 
thing, slipped  out  of  the  room,  locked  the  door,  called  up  the 
servants,  and  the  thief  —  who  was  no  less  a  person  than  the 
tinder-butler  —  was  nabbed." 

"And  the  French  'oman  sleeps  'are?"  said  Beck,  musingly. 

"French  'oman!  Master  Beck,  nothing  's  so  vulgar  as  these 
nicknames  in  a  first-rate  sitivation.  It  is  all  very  well  when 
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one  lives  with  skinflints,  but  with  such  a  master  as  our'n, 
respect's  the  go.  Besides,  Madame  is  not  a  French  'oimm; 
she  is  one  of  the  family,  —  and  as  old  a  family  it  is,  too,  as 
e'er  a  lord's  in  the  three  kingdoms.  But  come,  your  curi- 
osity is  satisfied  now,  and  you  must  trot  back  to  your  horses." 

As  Beck  returned  to  the  stables,  his  miiid  yet  more  misgave 
him  as  to  the  criminal  designs  of  his  master's  visitor.  It  was 
from  Helen's  room  that  the  false  cripple  had  walked,  and  the 
ill  health  of  the  poor  young  lady  was  a  general  subject  of  com- 
passionate comment.  But  Madame  Dalibard  was  Helen's 
relation :  from  what  motive  could  she  harbour  an  evil  thought 
against  her  own  niece  ?  But  still,  if  those  drops  were  poured 
into  the  healing  draught  for  good,  why  so  secretly?  Once 
more  he  revolved  the  idea  of  speaking  to  St.  John:  an  acci- 
dent dissuaded  him  from  this  intention,  — the  only  proof  to 
back  his  tale  was  the  mysterious  phial  he  had  carried  away ; 
but  unluckily,  forgetting  that  it  was  in  his  pocket,  at  a  time 
when  he  flung  off  his  coat  to  groom  one  of  the  horses,  the 
bottle  struck  against  the  corn-bin  and  broke ;  all  the  contents 
were  spilt.  This  incident  made  him  suspend  his  intention, 
and  wait  till  he  could  obtain  some  fresh  evidence  of  evil  inten- 
tions. The  day  passed  without  any  other  noticeable  occur- 
rence. The  doctor  called,  found  Helen  somewhat  better,  and 
ascribed  it  to  his  medicines,  especially  to  the  effect  of  his 
tonic  draught  the  first  thing  in  the  morning.  Helen  smiled. 
"Kay,  Doctor,"  said  she,  "this  morning,  at  least,  it  was  for- 
gotten. I  did  not  find  it  by  my  bedside.  Don't  tell  my 
aunt;  she  would  be  so  angry."  The  doctor  looked  rather 
discomposed. 

"Well,"  said  he,  soon  recovering  his  good  humour,  "since 
you  are  certainly  better  to-day  without  the  draught,  discon- 
tinue it  also  to-morrow.  I  will  make  an  alteration  for  the 
day  after."  So  that  night  Madame  Dalibard  visited  in  vain 
her  niece's  chamber:  Helen  had  a  reprieve. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

THE   SHADES    ON   THE   DIAL. 

THE  following  morning  was  indeed  eventful  to  the  family 
at  Laughton ;  and  as  if  conscious  of  what  it  brought  forth,  it 
rose  dreary  and  sunless.  One  heavy  mist  covered  all  the 
landscape,  and  a  raw,  drizzling  rain  fell  pattering  through 
the  yellow  leaves. 

Madame  Dalibard,  pleading  her  infirmities,  rarely  left  her 
room  before  noon,  and  Varney  professed  himself  very  irreg- 
ular in  his  hours  of  rising ;  the  breakfast,  therefore,  afforded 
no  social  assembly  to  the  family,  but  each  took  that  meal  in 
the  solitude  of  his  or  her  own  chamber.  Percival,  in  whom 
all  habits  partook  of  the  healthfulness  and  simplicity  of  his 
character,  rose  habitually  early,  and  that  day,  in  spite  of  the 
weather,  walked  forth  betimes  to  meet  the  person  charged 
with  the  letters  from  the  post.  He  had  done  so  for  the  last 
three  or  four  days,  impatient  to  hear  from  his  mother,  and 
calculating  that  it  was  full  time  to  receive  the  expected 
answer  to  his  confession  and  his  prayer.  He  met  the  mes- 
senger at  the  bottom  of  the  park,  not  far  from  Guy's  Oak. 
This  day  he  was  not  disappointed.  The  letter-bag  contained 
three  letters  for  himself, — two  with  the  foreign  postmark, 
the  third  in  Ardworth's  hand.  It  contained  also  a  letter  for 
Madame  Dalibard,  and  two  for  Varney. 

Leaving  the  messenger  to  take  these  last  to  the  Hall,  Per- 
cival, with  his  own  prizes,  plunged  into  the  hollow  of  the 
glen  before  him,  and,  seating  himself  at  the  foot  of  Guy's 
Oak,  through  the  vast  branches  of  which  the  rain  scarcely 
came,  and  only  in  single,  mournful  drops,  he  opened  first  the 
letter  in  his  mother's  hand,  and  read  as  follows :  — 

MY  DEAR,  DEAR  Sox,  —  How  can  I  express  to  you  the  alarm  your 
letter  has  given  to  me  1  So  these,  then,  are  the  new  relations  you  have 
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discovered !  I  fondly  imagined  that  you  were  alluding  to  some  of  my 
own  family,  and  conjecturing  who,  amongst  my  many  cousins,  could 
have  so  captivated  your  attention.  These  the  new  relations,  —  Lucretia 
Dalibard,  Helen  Mainwaring !  Percival,  do  you  not  know  —  No,  you 
cannot  know  that  Helen  Mainwaring  is  the  daughter  of  a  disgraced  man, 
of  one  who  (more  than  suspected  of  fraud  in  the  bank  in  which  he  was 
a  partner)  left  his  country,  condemned  even  by  his  own  father.  If  you 
doubt  this,  you  have  but  to  inquire  at ,  not  ten  miles  from  Laugh- 
ton,  where  the  elder  Mainwaring  resided.  Ask  there  what  became  of 
William  Mainwaring.  And  Lucretia,  you  do  not  know  that  the  dying 
prayer  of  her  uncle,  Sir  Miles  St.  John,  was  that  she  might  never  enter 
the  house  he  bequeathed  to  your  father.  Not  till  after  my  poor  Charles's 
death  did  I  know  the  exact  cause  for  Sir  Miles's  displeasure,  though  con- 
fident it  was  just ;  but  then  amongst  his  papers  I  found  the  ungrateful 
letter  which  betrayed  thoughts  so  dark  and  passions  so  unwomanly  that 
I  blushed  for  my  sex  to  read  it.  Could  it  be  possible  that  that  poor  old 
man's  prayers  were  unheeded,  that  that  treacherous  step  could  ever 
cross  your  threshold,  that  that  cruel  eye,  which  read  with  such  barba- 
rous joy  the  ravages  of  death  on  a  benefactor's  face,  could  rest  on  the 
hearth  by  which  your  frank,  truthful  countenance  has  so  often  smiled 
away  my  tears,  I  should  feel  indeed  as  if  a  thunder-cloud  hung  over  the 
roof.  No,  if  you  marry  the  niece,  the  aunt  must  be  banished  from  your 
house.  Good  heavens !  and  it  is  the  daughter  of  William  Mainwaring, 
the  niece  and  ward  of  Lucretia  Dalibard,  to  whom  you  have  given  your 
faithful  affection,  whom  you  single  from  the  world  as  your  wife !  Oh, 
my  son,  —  my  beloved,  my  sole  surviving  child, —  do  not  think  that  I  blame 
you,  that  my  heart  does  not  bleed  while  I  write  thus ;  but  I  implore  you 
on  my  knees  to  pause  at  least,  to  suspend  this  intercourse  till  I  myself 
can  reach  England.  And  what  then?  Why,  then,  Percival,  I  promise, 
on  my  part,  that  I  will  see  your  Helen  with  unprejudiced  eyes,  that  I 
will  put  away  from  me,  as  far  as  possible,  all  visions  ot  disappointed 
pride,  —  the  remembrance  of  faults  not  her  own,  —  and  if  she  be  as  you 
say  and  think,  I  will  take  her  to  my  heart  and  call  her  '  Daughter.' 
Are  you  satisfied  ?  If  so,  come  to  me,  —  come  at  once,  and  take  comfort 
from  your  mother's  lip.  How  I  long  to  be  with  you  while  you  read  this  ; 
how  I  tremble  at  the  pain  I  so  rudely  give  you !  But  my  poor  sister 
still  chains  me  here,  I  dare  not  leave  her,  lest  I  should  lose  her  last  sigh. 
Come  then,  come;  we  will  console  each  other. 

Your  fond  (how  fond  I)  and  sorrowing  mother, 

MARY  ST.  JOHN. 
SORRENTO,  October  3,  1831. 
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jr.  S.  —  You  see  by  this  address  that  we  have  left  Pisa  for  this  place, 
recommended  by  our  physician ;  hence  an  unhappy  delay  of  some  days 
in  my  reply.  Ah,  Percival,  how  sleepless  will  be  my  pillow  till  I  hear 
from  you  1 

Long,  very  long,  was  it  before  St.  John,  mute  and  over- 
whelmed with  the  sudden  shook  of  his  anguish,  opened  his 
other  letters.  The  first  was  from  Captain  Greville. 

What  trap  have  you  fallen  into,  foolish  boy  ?  That  you  would  get 
into  some  silly  scrape  or  another,  was  natural  enough.  But  a  scrape 
for  life,  sir,  —  that  is  serious  I  But  —  God  bless  you  for  your  candour, 
my  Percival ;  you  have  written  to  us  in  time  —  you  are  old-fashioned 
enough  to  think  that  a  mother's  consent  is  necessary  to  a  young  man's 
union ;  and  you  have  left  it  in  our  power  to  have  you  yet.  It  is  not 
every  boyish  fancy  that  proves  to  be  true  love.  But  enough  of  this 
preaching ;  I  shall  do  better  than  write  scolding  letters,  —  I  shall  coine 
and  scold  you  in  person.  My  servant  is  at  this  very  moment  packing 
my  portmanteau,  the  laquais-de-place  is  gone  to  Naples  for  my  passport. 
Almost  as  soon  as  you  receive  this  I  shall  be  with  you  ;  and  if  I  am  a 
day  or  two  later  than  the  mail,  be  patient :  do  not  commit  yourself  fur- 
ther. Break  your  heart  if  you  please,  but  don't  implicate  your  honour. 
I  shall  come  at  once  to  Curzon  Street.  Adieu ! 

H.  GREVILLE. 

Ardworth's  letter  was  shorter  than  the  others,  — fortunately 
so,  for  otherwise  it  had  been  unread :  — 

If  I  do  not  come  to  you  myself  the  day  after  you  receive  this,  dear 
Percival,  —  which,  indeed,  is  most  probable,  —  I  shall  send  you  my  proxy, 
in  one  whom,  for  my  sake,  I  know  that  you  will  kindly  welcome. 
He  will  undertake  my  task,  and  clear  up  all  the  mysteries  with 
which,  I  trust,  my  correspondence  has  thoroughly  bewildered  your 
lively  imagination. 

Yours  ever, 

1        JOHN  ARDWORTH. 
GRAY'G  INK. 

Little  indeed  did  Percival's  imagination  busy  itself  with 
the  mysteries  of  Ardworth's  correspondence.  His  mind 
scarcely  took  in  the  sense  of  the  words  over  which  his  eye 
mechanically  wandered. 

And  the  letter  which  narrated  the  visit  of  Madame  Dalibard 
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to  the  house  thus  solemnly  interdicted  to  her  step  was  on  its 
way  to  his  mother, — nay,  by  this  time  would  almost  have 
reached  her!  Greville  was  on  the  road,  — nay,  as  his  tutor's 
letter  had  been  forwarded  from  London,  might  perhaps  be  in 
Curzon  Street  that  day.  How  desirable  to  see  him  before  he 
could  reach  Laughton,  to  prepare  him  for  Madame  Dalibard's 
visit,  for  Helen's  illness,  explain  the  position  in  which  he 
was  involved,  and  conciliate  the  old  soldier's  rough,  kind 
heart  to  his  love  and  his  distress. 

He  did  not  dread  the  meeting  with  Greville,  — he  yearned 
for  it.  He  needed  an  adviser,  a  confidant,  a  friend.  To  dis- 
miss abruptly  his  guests  from  his  house, — impossible;  to 
abandon  Helen  because  of  her  father's  crime  or  her  aunt's 
fault  (whatever  that  last  might  be,  and  no  clear  detail  of  it 
was  given), —  that  never  entered  his  thoughts!  Pure  and  un- 
sullied, the  starry  face  of  Helen  shone  the  holier  for  the  cloud 
around  it.  An  inexpressible  and  chivalrous  compassion  min- 
gled with  his  love  and  confirmed  his  faith.  She,  poor  child, 
to  suffer  for  the  deeds  of  others, — no.  What  availed  his 
power  as  man,  and  dignity  as  gentleman,  if  they  could  not 
wrap  in  their  own  shelter  the  one  by  whom  such  shelter  was 
now  doubly  needed?  Thus,  amidst  all  his  emotions,  firm  and 
resolved  at  least  on  one  point,  and  beginning  already  to  recover 
the  hope  of  his  sanguine  nature,  from  his  reliance  on  his 
mother's  love,  on  the  promises  that  softened  her  disclosures 
and  warnings,  and  on  his  conviction  that  Helen  had  only  to 
be  seen  for  every  scruple  to  give  way,  Percival  wandered  back 
towards  the  house,  and  coming  abruptly  on  the  terrace,  he 
encountered  Varney,  who  was  leaning  motionless  against  the 
balustrades,  with  an  open  letter  in  his  hand.  Varney  was 
deadly  pale,  and  there  was  the  trace  of  some  recent  and 
gloomy  agitation  in  the  relaxed  muscles  of  his  cheeks,  usually 
so  firmly  rounded.  But  Percival  did  not  heed  his  appearance 
as  he  took  him  gravely  by  the  arm,  and  leading  him  into  the 
garden,  said,  after  a  painful  pause,  — 

"Varney,  I  am  about  to  ask  you  two  questions,  which  your 
close  connection  with  Madame  Dalibard  may  enable  you  to 
answer,  but  in  which,  from  obvious  motives,  I  must  demand 
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the  strictest  confidence.  You  will  not  hint  to  her  or  to  Helen 
what  I  am  about  to  say?  " 

Varney  stared  uneasily  on  Percival's  serious  countenance, 
and  gave  the  promise  required. 

"First,  then,  for  what  offence  was  Madame  Dalibard  ex- 
pelled her  uncle's  house,  — this  house  of  Laughton? 

"  Secondly,  what  is  the  crime  with  which  Mr.  Mainwaring, 
Helen's  father,  is  charged?  " 

"With  regard  to  the  first,"  said  Yaruey,  recovering  his 
composure,  "  I  thought  I  had  already  told  you  that  Sir  Miles 
was  a  proud  man,  and  that  in  consequence  of  discovering  a 
girlish  flirtation  between  his  niece  Lucretia  (now  Madame 
Dalibard)  and  Mainwaring,  who  afterwards  jilted  her  for 
Helen's  mother,  he  altered  his  will;  '  expelled  her  his  house  ' 
is  too  harsh  a  phrase.  This  is  all  I  know.  With  regard  to 
the  second  question,  no  crime  was  ever  brought  home  to  Wil- 
liam Mainwaring;  he  was  suspected  of  dealing  improperly  with 
the  funds  of  the  bank,  and  he  repaid  the  alleged  deficit  by  the 
sacrifice  of  all  he  possessed." 

"This  is  the  truth?"  exclaimed  Percival,  joyfully. 

"The  plain  truth,  I  believe;  but  why  these  questions  at 
this  moment?  Ah,  you  too,  I  see,  have  had  letters,  —  I  under- 
stand. Lady  Mary  gives  these  reasons  for  withholding  her 
consent." 

"Her  consent  is  not  withheld,"  answered  Percival;  "but 
shall  I  own  it?  Kemember,  I  have  your  promise  not  to 
wound  and  offend  Madame  Dalibard  by  the  disclosure:  my 
mother  does  refer  to  the  subjects  I  have  alluded  to,  and  Captain 
Greville,  my  old  friend  and  tutor,  is  on  his  way  to  England; 
perhaps  to-morrow  he  may  arrive  at  Laughton." 

"  Ha !  "  said  Varney,  startled,  "  to-morrow !  And  what  sort 
of  a  man  is  this  Captain  Greville?  " 

"The  best  man  possible  for  such  a  case  as  mine, — kind- 
hearted,  yet  cool,  sagacious;  the  finest  observer,  the  quickest 
judge  of  character,  —  nothing  escapes  him.  Oh,  one  inter- 
view will  suffice  to  show  him  all  Helen's  innocent  and  match- 
less excellence." 

"  To-morrow !  this  man  comes  to-morrow !  " 
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"  All  that  I  fear  is,  —  for  he  is  rather  rough  and  blunt 
in  his  manner, — all  that  I  fear  is  his  first  surprise,  and, 
dare  I  say  displeasure,  at  seeing  this  poor  Madame  Dali- 
bard,  whose  faults,  I  fear,  were  graver  than  you  suppose, 
at  the  house  from  which  her  uncle  —  to  whom,  indeed,  I  owe 
this  inheritance  —  " 

"  I  see,  I  see !  "  interrupted  Varney,  quickly.  "  And  Ma- 
dame Dalibard  is  the  most  susceptible  of  women,  —  so  well- 
born and  so  poor,  so  gifted  and  so  helpless ;  it  is  natural. 
Can  you  not  write,  and  put  off  this  Captain  Greville  for  a  few 
days,  — until,  indeed,  I  can  find  some  excuse  for  terminating 
our  visit?" 

"But  my  letter  may  be  hardly  in  time  to  reach  him;  he 
may  be  in  town  to-day." 

"  Go  then  to  town  at  once ;  you  can  be  back  late  at  night, 
or  at  least  to-morrow.  Anything  better  than  wounding  the 
pride  of  a  woman  on  whom,  after  all,  you  must  depend  for 
free  and  open  intercourse  with  Helen." 

"That  is  exactly  what  I  thought  of;  but  what  excuse  —  " 

"  Excuse,  —  a  thousand !  Every  man  coming  of  age  into 
such  a  property  has  business  with  his  lawyers.  Or  why  not 
say  simply  that  you  want  to  meet  a  friend  of  yours  who  has 
just  left  your  mother  in  Italy?  In  short,  any  excuse  suffices, 
and  none  can  be  offensive." 

"  I  will  order  my  carriage  instantly. " 

"Eight!"  exclaimed  Varney;  and  his  eye  followed  the 
receding  form  of  Percival  with  a  mixture  of  fierce  exulta- 
tion and  anxious  fear.  Then,  turning  towards  the  window 
of  the  turret-chamber  in  which  Madame  Dalibard  reposed, 
and  seeing  it  still  closed,  he  muttered  an  impatient  oath ;  but 
even  while  he  did  so,  the  shutters  were  slowly  opened,  and  a 
footman,  stepping  from  the  porch,  approached  Varney  with 
a  message  that  Madame  Dalibard  would  see  him  in  five  min- 
utes, if  he  would  then  have  the  goodness  to  ascend  to  her 
room. 

Before  that  time  was  well  expired,  Varney  was  in  the 
chamber.  Madame  Dalibard  was  up  and  in  her  chair;  and 
the  unwonted  joy  which  her  countenance  evinsed  was  in 
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strong  contrast  with  the  sombre  shade  upon  her  son-in-law's 
brow,  and  the  nervous  quiver  of  his  lip. 

"Gabriel,"  she  said,  as  he  drew  near  to  her,  "my  son  is 
found!" 

"I  know  it,"  he  answered  petulantly. 

"You!     From  whom?" 

"From  Grabman." 

"  And  I  from  a  still  better  authority,  —  from  Walter  Ard- 
worth  himself.  He  lives;  he  will  restore  my  child!"  She 
extended  a  letter  while  she  spoke.  He,  in  return,  gave  her, 
not  that  still  crumpled  in  his  hand,  but  one  which  he  drew 
from  his  breast.  These  letters  severally  occupied  both,  begun 
and  finished  almost  in  the  same  moment. 

That  from  Grabman  ran  thus :  — 

DEAR  JASON,  —  Toss  up  your  hat  and  cry  '  hip,  hip  ! '  At  last,  from 
person  to  person,  I  have  tracked  the  lost  Vincent  Braddell.  He  lives 
still  1  We  can  maintain  his  identity  in  any  court  of  law.  Scarce  in  time 
for  the  post,  I  have  not  a  moment  for  further  particulars.  I  shall  em- 
ploy the  next  two  days  in  reducing  all  the  evidence  to  a  regular  digest, 
which  I  will  despatch  to  you.  Meanwhile,  prepare,  as.  soon  as  may  be, 
to  put  me  in  possession  of  my  fee,  —  £5000 ;  and  my  expedition  merits 
something  more. 

Yours, 

NICHOLAS  GRABMAN. 

The  letter  from  Ard worth  was  no  less  positive :  — 

MADAM,  —  In  obedience  to  the  commands  of  a  dying  friend,  I  took 
charge  of  his  infant  and  concealed  its  existence  from  his  mother,  — your- 
self. On  returning  to  England,  I  need  not  say  that  I  was  not  unmind- 
ful of  my  trust.  Your  son  lives;  and  after  mature  reflection  I  have 
resolved  to  restore  him  to  your  arms.  In  this  I  have  been  decided 
what  I  have  heard,  from  one  whom  T  can  trust,  of  your  altered  habits, 
your  decorous  life,  your  melancholy  infirmities,  and  the  generous  pro- 
tection you  have  given  to  the  orphan  of  my  poor  cousin  Susan,  my  old 
friend  Mainwaring.  Alfred  Braddell  himself,  if  it  be  permitted  to  him 
to  look  down  and  read  my  motives,  will  pardon  me,  I  venture  to  feel 
assured,  this  departure  from  his  injunctions.  Whatever  the  faults  which 
displeased  him,  they  have  been  amply  chastised.  And  your  son,  grown 
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to  man,  can  no  longer  be  endangered  by  example,  in  tending  the  couch, 
or  soothing  the  repentance  of  his  mother. 

These  words  are  severe ;  but  you  will  pardon  them  in  him  who  gives 
you  back  your  child.  I  shall  venture  to  wait  on  you  in  person,  with 
such  proofs  as  may  satisfy  you  as  to  the  identity  of  your  son.  I  count 
on  arriving  at  Laughton  to-morrow.  Meanwhile,  I  simply  sign  myself 
by  a  name  in  which  you  will  recognize  the  kinsman  to  one  branch  of 
your  family,  and  the  friend  of  your  dead  husband. 

J.  WALTER  ARDWORTH. 

CRAVEN  HOTEL,  October,  1831. 

"Well,  and  are  you  not  rejoiced?"  said  Lucretia,  gazing 
surprised  on  Varney's  sullen  and  unsyinpathizing  face. 

"No!  because  time  presses;  because,  even  while  discover- 
ing your  son,  you  may  fail  in  securing  his  heritage;  because, 
in  the  midst  of  your  triumph,  I  see  Newgate  opening  to  my- 
self. Look  you,  I  too  have  had  my  news,  —  less  pleasing 
than  yours.  This  Stubmore  (curse  him!)  writes  me  word 
that  ho  shall  certainly  be  in  town  next  month  at  farthest, 
and  that  he  meditates,  immediately  on  his  arrival,  trans- 
ferring the  legacy  from  the  Bank  of  England  to  an  excellent 
mortgage  of  which  he  has  heard.  Were  it  not  for  this  scheme 
of  ours,  nothing  would  be  left  for  me  but  flight  and  exile." 

"A  month,  — that  is  a  long  time.  Do  you  think,  now  that 
my  son  is  found,  and  that  son  like  John  Ardworth  (for  there 
can  be  no  doubt  that  my  surmise  was  right),  with  genius  to 
make  station  the  pedestal  to  the  power  I  dreamed  of  in  my 
youth,  but  which  my  sex  forbade  me  to  attain,  —  do  you 
think  I  will  keep  him  a  month  from  his  inheritance?  Before 
the  month  is  out,  you  shall  replace  what  you  have  taken,  and 
buy  your  trustee's  silence,  if  need  be,  either  from  the  sums 
you  have  insured,  or  from  the  rents  of  Laughton. " 

"Lucretia,"  said  Varney,  whose  fresh  colours  had  grown 
livid,  "what  is  to  be  done  must  be  done  at  once.  Percival 
St.  John  has  heard  from  his  mother.  Attend."  And  Varney 
rapidly  related  the  questions  St.  John  had  put  to  him,  the 
dreaded  arrival  of  Captain  Greville,  the  danger  of  so  keen  an 
observer,  the  necessity,  at  all  events,  of  abridging  their  visit, 
the  urgency  of  hastening  the  catastrophe  to  its  close. 
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Lucretia  listened  in  ominous  and  steadfast  silence. 

"But,"  she  said  at  last,  "you  have  persuaded  St.  John  to 
give  this  man  the  meeting  in  London,  — to  put  off  his  visit 
for  the  time.  St.  John  will  return  to  us  to-morrow.  Well, 
and  if  he  finds  his  Helen  is  no  more!  Two  nights  ago  I,  for 
the  first  time,  mingled  in  the  morning  draught  that  which 
has  no  antidote  and  no  cure.  This  night  two  drops  more,  and 
St.  John  will  return  to  find  that  Death  is  in  the  house  before 
him.  And  then  for  himself, — the  sole  remaining  barrier 
between  my  son  and  this  inheritance,  —  for  himself,  why, 
grief  sometimes  kills  suddenly;  and  there  be  drugs  whose 
effect  simulates  the  death-stroke  of  grief." 

"Yet,  yet,  this  rapidity,  if  necessary,  is  perilous.  Noth- 
ing in  Helen's  state  forbodes  sudden  death  by  natural  means. 
The  strangeness  of  two  deaths,  both  so  young;  Greville  in 
England,  if  not  here,  —  hastening  down  to  examine,  to  in- 
quire. With  such  prepossessions  against  you,  there  must 
be  an  inquest." 

"Well,  and  what  can  be  discovered?  It  was  I  who  shrank 
before,  —  it  is  I  who  now  urge  despatch.  I  feel  as  in  my 
proper  home  in  these  halls.  I  would  not  leave  them  again 
but  to  my  grave.  I  stand  on  the  hearth  of  my  youth;  I 
fight  for  my  rights  and  my  son's !  Perish  those  who  op- 
pose me ! " 

A  fell  energy  and  power  were  in  the  aspect  of  the  murderess 
as  she  thus  spoke;  and  while  her  determination  awed  the  infe- 
rior villany  of  Varney,  it  served  somewhat  to  mitigate  his 
fears. 

As  in  more  detail  they  began  to  arrange  their  execrable 
plans,  Percival,  while  the  horses  were  being  harnessed  to  take 
him  to  the  nearest  post-town,  sought  Helen,  and  found  her  in 
the  little  chamber  which  he  had  described  and  appropriated  as 
her  own,  when  his  fond  fancy  had  sketched  the  fair  outline 
of  the  future. 

This  room  had  been  originally  fitted  up  for  the  private 
devotions  of  the  Roman  Catholic  wife  of  an  ancestor  in  the 
reign  of  Charles  II. ;  and  in  a  recess,  half  veiled  by  a  curtain, 
there  still  stood  that  holy  symbol  which,  whether  Protestant 


416  LUCRETIA. 

or  Roman  Catholic,  no  one  sincerely  penetrated  with  the  sol- 
emn pathos  of  sacred  history  can  behold  unmoved,  —  the  Cross 
of  the  Divine  Agony.  Before  this  holy  symbol  Helen  stood 
in  earnest  reverence.  She  did  not  kneel  (for  the  forms  of  the 
religion  in  which  she  had  been  reared  were  opposed  to  that 
posture  of  worship  before  the  graven  image),  but  you  could 
see  in  that  countenance,  eloquent  at  once  with  the  enthusiasm 
and  the  meekness  of  piety,  that  the  soul  was  filled  with  the 
memories  and  the  hopes  which,  age  after  age,  have  consoled 
the  sufferer  and  inspired  the  martyr.  The  soul  knelt  to  the 
idea,  if  the  knee  bowed  not  to  the  image,  embracing  the  ten- 
der grandeur  of  the  sacrifice  and  the  vast  inheritance  opened 
to  faith  in  the  redemption. 

The  young  man  held  his  breath  while  he  gazed.  He  was 
moved,  and  he  was  awed.  Slowly  Helen  turned  towards  him, 
and,  smiling  sweetly,  held  out  to  him  her  hand.  They  seated 
themselves  in  silence  in  the  depth  of  the  overhanging  case- 
ment ;  and  the  mournful  character  of  the  scene  without,  where 
dimly,  through  the  misty  rains,  gloomed  the  dark  foliage  of 
the  cedars,  made  them  insensibly  draw  closer  to  each  other  in 
the  instinct  of  love  when  the  world  frowns  around  it.  Per- 
cival  wanted  the  courage  to  say  that  he  had  come  to  take  fare- 
well, though  but  for  a  day,  and  Helen  spoke  first. 

"  I  cannot  guess  why  it  is,  Percival,  but  I  am  startled  at  the 
change  I  feel  in  myself  —  no,  not  in  health,  dear  Percival ;  I 
mean  in  mind  —  during  the  last  few  months,  — since,  indeed, 
we  have  known  each  other.  I  remember  so  well  the  morning 
in  which  my  aunt's  letter  arrived  at  the  dear  vicarage.  We 
were  returning  from  the  village  fair,  and  my  good  guardian 
was  smiling  at  my  notions  of  the  world.  I  was  then  so  giddy 
and  light  and  thoughtless,  everything  presented  itself  to  me 
in  such  gay  colours,  I  scarcely  believed  in  sorrow.  And  now 
I  feel  as  if  I  were  awakened  to  a  truer  sense  of  nature,  —  of 
the  ends  of  our  being  here;  I  seem  to  know  that  life  is  a  grave 
and  solemn  thing.  Yet  I  am  not  less  happy,  Percival.  No, 
I  think  rather  that  I  knew  not  true  happiness  till  I  knew  you. 
I  have  read  somewhere  that  the  slave  is  gay  in  his  holiday 
from  toil;  if  you  free  him,  if  you  educate  him,  the  gayety 
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vanishes,  and  he  cares  no  more  for  the  dance  under  the  palm- 
tree.     But  is  he  less  happy?     So  it  is  with  me!  " 

"My  sweet  Helen,  I  would  rather  have  one  gay  smile  of 
old,  the  arch,  careless  laugh  which  came  so  naturally  from 
those  rosy  lips,  than  hear  you  talk  of  happiness  with  that 
quiver  in  your  voice,  — those  tears  in  your  eyes." 

"Yet  gayety,"  said  Helen,  thoughtfully,  and  in  the  strain 
of  her  pure,  truthful  poetry  of  soul,  "is  only  the  light  im- 
pression of  the  present  moment,  —  the  play  of  the  mere 
spirits;  and  happiness  seems  a  forethought  of  the  future, 
spreading  on,  far  and  broad,  over  all  time  and  space." 

"And  you  live,  then,  in  the  future  at  last;  you  have  no 
misgivings  now,  my  Helen?  Well,  that  comforts  me.  Say 
it,  Helen,  —  say  the  future  will  be  ours !  " 

"It  will,  it  will, — forever  and  forever,"  said  Helen,  ear- 
nestly ;  and  her  eyes  involuntarily  rested  on  the  Cross. 

In  his  younger  spirit  and  less  imaginative  nature  Percival 
did  not  comprehend  the  depth  of  sadness  implied  in  Helen's 
answer;  taking  it  literally,  he  felt  as  if  a  load  were  lifted 
from  his  heart,  and  kissing  with  rapture  the  hand  he  held,  he 
exclaimed:  "Yes,  this  shall  soon,  oh,  soon  be  mine!  I  fear 
nothing  while  you  hope.  You  cannot  guess  how  those  words 
have  cheered  me;  for  I  am  leaving  you,  though  but  for  a  few 
hours,  and  I  shall  repeat  those  words,  for  they  will  ring  in 
my  ear,  in  my  heart,  till  we  meet  again." 

"  Leaving  me !  "  said  Helen,  turning  pale,  and  her  clasp  on 
his  hand  tightening.  Poor  child,  she  felt  mysteriously  a  sen- 
timent of  protection  in  his  presence. 

"  But  at  most  for  a  day.  My  old  tutor,  of  whom  we  have 
so  often  conversed,  is  on  his  way  to  England,  —  perhaps  even 
now  in  London.  He  has  some  wrong  impressions  against  your 
aunt;  his  manner  is  blunt  and  rough.  It  is  necessary  that  I 
should  see  him  before  he  comes  hither,  — you  know  how  sus- 
ceptible is  your  aunt's  pride,  — just  to  prepare  him  for  meet- 
ing her.  You  understand?" 

"  What  impressions  against  my  atmt?  Does  he  even  know 
her? "  asked  Helen.  And  if  mch  a  sentiment  as  suspicion 
eould  cross  that  candid  innocence  nf  mind,  that  sentiment 
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towards  this  stern  relation  whose  arms  had  never  embraced 
her,  whose  lips  had  never  spoken  of  the  past,  whose  history 
was  as  a  sealed  volume,  disturbed  and  disquieted  her. 

"It  is  because  he  has  never  known  her  that  he  does  her 
wrong.  Some  old  story  of  her  indiscretion  as  a  girl,  of  her 
uncle's  displeasure, — what  matters  now?"  said  Percival, 
shrinking  sensitively  from  one  disclosure  that  might  wound 
Helen  in  her  kinswoman.  "Meanwhile,  dearest,  you  will  be 
prudent,  — you  will  avoid  this  damp  air,  and  keep  quietly  at 
home,  and  amuse  yourself,  sweet  fancier  of  the  future,  in 
planning  how  to  improve  these  old  halls  when  they  and  their 
unworthy  master  are  your  own.  God  bless  you,  God  guard 
you,  Helen ! " 

He  rose,  and  with  that  loyal  chivalry  of  love  which  felt 
respect  the  more  for  the  careless  guardianship  to  which  his 
Helen  was  intrusted,  he  refrained  from  that  parting  kiss 
which  their  pure  courtship  warranted,  for  which  his  lip 
yearned.  But  as  he  lingered,  an  irresistible  impulse  moved 
Helen's  heart.  Mechanically  she  opened  her  arms,  and  her 
head  sank  upon  his  shoulder.  In  that  embrace  they  remained 
some  moments  silent,  and  an  angel  might  unreprovingly  have 
heard  their  hearts  beat  through  the  stillness. 

At  length  Percival  tore  himself  from  those  arms  which 
relaxed  their  imploring  hold  reluctantly;  she  heard  his  hur- 
ried step  descend  the  stairs,  and  in  a  moment  more  the  roll  of 
the  wheels  in  the  court  without;  a  dreary  sense,  as  of  some 
utter  desertion,  some  everlasting  bereavement,  chilled  and 
appalled  her.  She  stood  motionless,  as  if  turned  to  stone, 
on  the  floor;  suddenly  the  touch  of  something  warm  on  her 
hand,  a  plaining  whine,  awoke^her  attention;  Percival's 
favourite  dog  missed  his  master,  and  had  slunk  for  refuge 
to  her.  The  dread  sentiment  of  loneliness  vanished  in  that 
humble  companionship;  and  seating  herself  on  the  ground, 
she  took  the  dog  in  her  arms,  and  bending  over  it,  wept  in 
silence. 


LUCRETIA.  419 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

MURDER,    TOWARDS   HIS    DESIGN,    MOVES    LIKE   A   GHOST. 

THE  reader  will  doubtless  have  observed  the  consummate 
art  with  which  the  poisoner  had  hitherto  advanced  upon  her 
prey.  The  design  conceived  from  afar,  and  executed  with 
elaborate  stealth,  defied  every  chance  of  detection  against 
which  the  ingenuity  of  practised  villany  could  guard.  Grant 
even  that  the  deadly  drugs  should  betray  the  nature  of  the 
death  they  inflicted,  that  by  some  unconjectured  secret  in 
the  science  of  chemistry  the  presence  of  those  vegetable  com- 
pounds which  had  hitherto  baffled  every  known  and  positive 
test  in  the  posthumous  examination  of  the  most  experienced 
surgeons,  should  be  clearly  ascertained,  not  one  suspicion 
seemed  likely  to  fall  upon  the  ministraut  of  death.  The 
medicines  were  never  brought  to  Madame  Dalibard,  were 
never  given  by  her  hand;  nothing  ever  tasted  by  the  victim 
could  be  tracked  to  her  a,unt.  The  helpless  condition  of  the 
cripple,  which  Lucretia  had  assumed,  forbade  all  notion  even 
of  her  power  of  movement.  Only  in  the  dead  of  night  when, 
as  she  believed,  every  human  eye  that  could  watch  her  was 
sealed  in  sleep,  and  then  in  those  dark  habiliments  which 
(even  as  might  sometimes  happen,  if  the  victim  herself  were 
awake)  a  chance  ray  of  light  struggling  through  chink  or 
shutter  could  scarcely  distinguish  from  the  general  gloom, 
did  she  steal  to  the  chamber  and  infuse  the  colourless  and 
tasteless  liquid1  in  the  morning  draught,  meant  to  bring 
strength  and  healing.  Grant  that  the  draught  was  untouched, 
that  it  was  examined  by  the  surgeon,  that  the  fell  admixture 
could  be  detected,  suspicion  would  wander  anywhere  rather 

1  The  celebrated  acqua  di  Tufania  (Tufauia  water)  was  wholly  without 
taste  or  colour. 
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than  to  that  crippled  and  helpless  kinswoman  who  could  not 
rise  from  her  bed  without  aid. 

But  now  this  patience  was  to  be  abandoned,  the  folds  of  the 
serpent  were  to  coil  in  one  fell  clasp  upon  its  prey. 

Fiend  as  Lucretia  had  become,  and  hardened  as  were  all  her 
resolves  by  the  discovery  of  her  son,  and  her  impatience  to 
endow  him  with  her  forfeited  inheritance,  she  yet  shrank 
from  the  face  of  Helen  that  day;  on  the  excuse  of  illness,  she 
kept  her  room,  and  admitted  only  Varney,  who  stole  in  from 
time  to  time,  with  creeping  step  and  haggard  countenance,  to 
sustain  her  courage  or  his  own.  And  every  time  he  entered, 
he  found  Lucretia  sitting  with  Walter  Ardworth's  open  letter 
in  her  hand,  and  turning  with  a  preternatural  excitement  that 
seemed  almost  like  aberration  of  mind,  from  the  grim  and 
horrid  topic  which  he  invited,  to  thoughts  of  wealth  and 
power  and  triumph  and  exulting  prophecies  of  the  fame  her 
son  should  achieve.  He  looked  but  on  the  blackness  of  the 
gulf,  and  shuddered;  her  vision  overleaped  it,  and  smiled  on 
the  misty  palaces  her  fancy  built  beyond. 

Late  in  the  evening,  before  she  retired  to  rest,  Helen 
knocked  gently  at  her  aunt's  door.  A  voice,  quick  and 
startled,  bade  her  enter;  she  came  in,  with  her  sweet,  car- 
essing look,  and  took  Lucretia's  hand,  which  struggled  from 
the  clasp.  Bending  over  that  haggard  brow,  she  said  simply, 
yet  to  Lucretia's  ear  the  voice  seemed  that  of  command,  "  Let 
me  kiss  you  this  night!"  and  her  lips  pressed  that  brow. 
The  murderess  shuddered,  and  closed  her  eyes;  when  she 
opened  them,  the  angel  visitor  was  gone. 

Night  deepened  and  deepened  into  those  hours  from  the 
first  of  which  we  number  the  morn,  though  night  still  is  at 
her  full.  Moonbeam  and  starbeam  came  through  the  case- 
ments shyly  and  fairylike  as  On  that  night  when  the  murder- 
ess was  young  and  crimeless,  in  deed,  if  not  in  thought,  — 
that  night  when,  in  the  book  of  Leechcraft,  she  meted  out  the 
hours  in  which  the  life  of  her  benefactor  might  still  interpose 
between  her  passion  and  its  end.  Along  the  stairs,  through 
the  hall,  marched  the  armies  of  light,  noiseless  and  still  and 
clear  as  the  judgments  of  God  amidst  the  darkness  and 
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shadow  of  mortal  destinies.  In  one  chamber  alone,  the 
folds,  curtained  close,  forbade  all  but  a  single  ray;  that  ray- 
came  direct  as  the  stream  from  a  lantern;  as  the  beam  re- 
flected back  from  an  eye,  —  as  an  eye  it  seemed  watchful  and 
steadfast  through  the  dark;  it  shot  along  the  floor,  —  it  fell 
at  the  foot  of  the  bed. 

Suddenly,  in  the  exceeding  hush,  there  was  a  strange  and 
ghastly  sound, — it  was  the  howl  of  a  dog!  Helen  started 
from  her  sleep.  Percival's  dog  had  followed  her  into  her 
room;  it  had  coiled  itself,  grateful  for  the  kindness,  at  the 
foot  of  the  bed.  Now  it  was  on  the  pillow,  she  felt  its  heart 
oeat  against  her  hand,  —  it  was  trembling ;  its  hairs  bristled 
up,  and  the  howl  changed  into  a  shrill  bark  of  terror  and 
wrath.  Alarmed,  she  looked  round;  quickly  between  her 
and  that  ray  from  the  crevice  a  shapeless  darkness  passed, 
and  was  gone,  so  undistinguishable,  so  without  outline,  that 
it  had  no  likeness  of  any  living  form;  like  a  cloud,  like  a 
thought,  like  an  omen,  it  came  in  gloom,  and  it  vanished. 

Helen  was  seized  with  a  superstitious  terror;  the  dog  con- 
tinued to  tremble  and  growl  low.  All  once  more  was  still ; 
the  dog  sighed  itself  to  rest.  The  stillness,  the  solitude,  the 
glimmer  of  the  moon,  —  all  contributed  yet  more  to  appall  the 
enfeebled  nerves  of  the  listening,  shrinking  girl.  At  length 
she  buried  her  face  under  the  clothes,  and  towards  daybreak 
fell  into  a  broken,  feverish  sleep,  haunted  with  threatening 
dreams. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

THE   MESSENGER   SPEEDS. 

TOWARDS  the  afternoon  of  the  following  day,  an  elderly 
gentleman  was  seated  in  the  coffee-room  of  an  hotel  at  South- 
ampton, engaged  in  writing  a  letter,  while  the  waiter  in 
attendance  was  employed  on  the  wires  that  fettered  the 
petulant  spirit  contained  in  a  bottle  of  Schweppe's  soda- 
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water.  There  was  something  in  the  aspect  of  the  old  gentle- 
man, and  in  the  very  tone  of  his  voice,  that  inspired  respect, 
and  the  waiter  had  cleared  the  other  tables  of  their  latest 
newspapers  to  place  before  him.  He  had  only  just  arrived 
by  the  packet  from  Havre,  and  even  the  newspapers  had  not 
been  to  him  that  primary  attraction  they  generally  constitute 
to  the  Englishman  returning  to  his  bustling  native  land,  which, 
somewhat  to  his  surprise,  has  contrived  to  go  on  tolerably  well 
during  his  absence. 

We  use  our  privilege  of  looking  over  his  shoulder  while  he 
writes :  — 

Here  I  am,  then,  dear  Lady  Mary,  at  Southampton,  and  within  an 
easy  drive  of  the  old  Hall.  A  file  of  Galignani's  journals,  which  I 
found  on  the  road  between  Marseilles  and  Paris,  informed  me,  under  the 
head  of  "fashionable  movements,"  that  Percival  St.  John,  Esquire,  was 
"  gone  to  his  seat  at  Laughton."  According  to  my  customary  tactics  of 
marching  at  once  to  the  seat  of  action,  I  therefore  made  direct  for 
Havre,  instead  of  crossing  from  Calais,  and  I  suppose  I  shall  find  our 
young  gentleman  engaged  in  the  slaughter  of  hares  and  partridges. 
You  see  it  is  a  good  sign  that  he  can  leave  London.  Keep  up  your 
spirits,  my  dear  friend.  If  Perce  has  been  really  duped  and  taken  in,  — 
as  all  you  mothers  are  so  apt  to  fancy,  —  rely  upon  an  old  soldier  to 
defeat  the  enemy  and  expose  the  ruse.  But  if,  after  all,  the  girl  is  such 
as  he  describes  and  believes,  —  innocent,  artless,  and  worthy  his  affec- 
tion, —  oh,  then  I  range  myself,  with  your  own  good  heart,  upon  his  side. 
Never  will  I  run  the  risk  of  unsettling  a  man's  whole  character  for  life 
by  wantonly  interfering  with  his  affections.  But  there  we  are  agreed. 

In  a  few  hours  I  shall  be  with  our  dear  boy,  and  his  whole  heart  will 
come  out  clear  and  candid  as  when  it  beat  under  his  midshipman's  true- 
blue.  In  a  day  or  two  I  shall  make  him  take  me  to  town,  to  introduce 
me  to  the  whole  nest  of  them.  Then  I  shall  report  progress.  Adieu, 
till  then !  Kind  regards  to  your  poor  sister.  I  think  we  shall  have  a 
mild  winter.  Not  one  warning  twinge  as  yet  of  the  old  rheumatism. 
Ever  your  devoted  old  friend  and  preux  chevalier, 

H.   GREVILLE. 

The  captain  had  completed  his  letter,  sipped  his  soda- 
water,  and  was  affixing  to  his  communication  his  seal,  when 
he  heard  the  rattle  of  a  post-chaise  without.  Fancying  it 
was  the  one  he  had  ordered-  he  went  to  the  open  window 
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which  looked  on  the  street;  but  the  chaise  contained  trav- 
ellers, only  halting  to  change  horses.  Somewhat  to  his  sur-' 
prise,  and  a  little  to  his  chagrin,  —  for  the  captain  did  not 
count  on  finding  company  at  the  Hall,  —  he  heard  one  of  the 
travellers  in  the  chaise  ask  the  distance  to  Laughton.  The 
countenance  of  the  questioner  was  not  familiar  to  him.  But 
leaving  the  worthy  captain  to  question  the  landlord,  without 
any  satisfactory  information,  and  to  hasten  the  chaise  for 
himself,  we  accompany  the  travellers  on  their  way  to  Laugh- 
ton.  There  were  but  two,  —  the  proper  complement  of  a  post- 
chaise,  —  and  they  were  both  of  the  ruder  sex.  The  elder  of 
the  two  was  a  man  of  middle  age,  but  whom  the  wear  and  tear 
of  active  life  had  evidently  advanced  towards  the  state  called 
elderly.  But  there  was  still  abundant  life  in  his  quick,  dark 
eye;  and  that  mecurial  youthfulness  of  character  which  in 
some  happy  constitutions  seems  to  defy  years  and  sorrow, 
evinced  itself  in  a  rapid  play  of  countenance  and  as  much 
gesticulation  as  the  narrow  confines  of  the  vehicle  and  the' 
position  of  a  traveller  will  permit.  The  younger  man,  far 
more  grave  in  aspect  and  quiet  in  manner,  leaned  back  in  the 
corner  with  folded  arms,  and  listened  with  respectful  atten- 
tion to  his  companion. 

"  Certainly,  Dr.  Johnson  is  right,  —  great  happiness  in  an 
English  post-chaise  properly  driven;  more  exhilarating  than 
a  palanquin.  '  Post  equitem  sedet  atra  cura, '  —  true  only  of 
such  scrubby  hacks  as  old  Horace  could  have  known.  Black 
Care  does  not  sit  behind  English  posters,  eh,  my  boy?  "  As 
he  spoke  this,  the  gentleman  had  twice  let  down  the  glass 
of  the  vehicle,  and  twice  put  it  up  again. 

"Yet,"  he  resumed,  without  noticing  the  brief,  good- 
humoured  reply  of  his  companion,  —  "  yet  this  is  an  anxious 
business  enough  that  we  are  about.  I  don't  feel  quite  easy 
in  my  conscience.  Poor  BraddelPs  injunctions  were  very 
Strict,  and  I  disobey  them.  It  is  on  your  responsibility, 
John!" 

"I  take  J;  without  hesitation.  All  the  motives  for  so 
stern  a  severance  must  have  ceased,  and  is  it  not  a  sufficient 
punishment  to  find  in  that  hoped-for  son  a  —  " 
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"  Poor  woman !  "  interrupted  the  elder  gentleman,  in  whom 
we  begin  to  recognize  the  soi-disant  Mr.  Tomkins;  "true, 
indeed,  too  true.  How  well  I  remember  the  impression 
Lucretia  Clavering  first  produced  on  me;  and  to  think  of 
her  now  as  a  miserable  cripple!  By  Jove,  you  are  right, 
sir!  Drive  on,  post-boy,  quick,  quick!" 

There  was  a  short  silence. 

The  elder  gentleman  abruptly  put  his  hand  upon  his  com- 
panion's arm. 

"What  consummate  acuteness;  what  patient  research  you 
have  shown!  What  could  I  have  done  in  this  business  with- 
out you?  How  often  had  that  garrulous  Mrs.  Mivers  bored 
me  with  Becky  Carruthers,  and  the  coral,  and  St.  Paul's,  and 
not  a  suspicion  came  across  me,  —  a  word  was  sufficient  for 
you.  And  then  to  track  this  unfeeling  old  Joplin  from  place 
to  place  till  you  find  her  absolutely  a  servant  under  the  very 
roof  of  Mrs.  Braddell  herself!  Wonderful!  Ah,  boy,  you 
will  be  an  honour  to  the  law  and  to  your  country.  And  what 
a  hard-hearted  rascal  you  must  think  me  to  have  deserted  you 
so  long." 

"My  dear  father,"  said  John  Ardworth,  tenderly,  "your 
love  now  recompenses  me  for  all.  And  ought  I  not  rather  to 
rejoice  not  to  have  known  the  tale  of  a  mother's  shame  until  I 
could  half  forget  it  on  a  father's  breast?" 

"John,"  said  the  elder  Ardworth,  with  a  choking  voice,  "I 
ought  to  wear  sackcloth  all  my  life  for  having  given  you  such 
a  mother.  When  I  think  what  I  have  suffered  from  the  habit 
of  carelessness  in  those  confounded  money-matters  ('  irrita- 
menta  malorum,'  indeed!),  I  have  only  one  consolation, —  that 
my  patient,  noble  son  is  free  from  my  vice.  You  would  not 
believe  what  a  well-principled,  honourable  fellow  I  was  at 
your  age;  and  yet,  how  truly  I  said  to  my  poor  friend  Wil- 
liam Mainwaring  one  day  at  Laughton  (I  remember  it  now) : 
'  Trust  me  with  anything  else  but  half-a-guinea! '  Why,  sir, 
it  was  that  fault  that  threw  me  into  low  company,  — that 
brought  me  in  contact  with  my  innkeeper's  daughter  at  Lim 
erick.  I  fell  in  love,  and  I  married  (for,  with  all  my  faults, 
I  was  never  a  seducer,  John).  I  did  not  own  my  marriage; 
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why  should  I?  —  my  relatives  had  cut  me  already.  You  were 
born,  and,  hunted  poor  devil  as  I  was,  I  forgot  all  by  your 
cradle.  Then,  in  the  midst  of  my  troubles,  that  ungrateful 
woman  deserted  me ;  then  I  was  led  to  believe  that  it  was  not 
my  own  son  whom  I  had  kissed  and  blessed.  Ah,  but  for  that 
thought  should  I  have  left  you  as  I  did?  And  even  in  infancy, 
you  had  the  features  only  of  your  mother.  Then,  when  the 
death  of  the  adulteress  set  me  free,  and  years  afterwards,  in 
India,  I  married  again  and  had  new  ties,  my  heart  grew  still 
harder  to  you.  I  excused  myself  by  knowing  that  at  least  you 
were  cared  for,  and  trained  to  good  by  a  better  guide  than  I. 
But  when,  by  so  strange  a  hazard,  the  very  priest  who  had 
confessed  your  mother  on  her  deathbed  (she  was  a  Catholic) 
came  to  India,  and  (for  he  had  known  me  at  Limerick)  recog- 
nized my  altered  person,  and  obeying  his  penitent's  last 
injunctions,  assured  me  that  you  were  my  son,  —  oh,  John, 
then,  believe  me,  I  hastened  back  to  England  on  the  wings 
of  remorse!  Love  you,  boy!  I  have  left  at  Madras  three 
children,  young  and  fair,  by  a  woman  now  in  heaven,  who 
never  wronged  me,  and,  by  my  soul,  John  Ardworth,  you  are 
dearer  to  me  than  all !  " 

The  father's  head  drooped  on  his  son's  breast  as  he  spoke; 
then,  dashing  away  his  tears,  he  resumed, — 

"Ah,  why  would  not  Braddell  permit  me,  as  I  proposed,  to 
find  for  his  son  the  same  guardianship  as  that  to  which  I 
intrusted  my  own?  But  his  bigotry  besotted  him;  a  clergy- 
man of  the  High  Church,  —  that  was  worse  than  an  atheist. 
I  had  no  choice  left  to  me  but  the  roof  of  that  she-hypocrite. 
Yet  I  ought  to  have  come  to  England  when  I  heard  of  the 
child's  loss,  braved  duns  and  all;  but  I  was  money -making, 
money -making,  — retribution  for  money-wasting;  and  —  well, 
it's  no  use  repenting!  And  —  and  there  is  the  lodge,  the 
park,  the  old  trees!  Poor  Sir  Miles! " 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 

THE    SPY    FLIES. 

MEANWHILE  at  Laughton  there  was  confusion  and  alarm. 
Helen  had  found  herself  more  than  usually  unwell  in  the 
morning;  towards  noon,  the  maid  who  attended  her  informed 
Madame  Dalibard  that  she  was  afraid  the  poor  young  lady 
had  much  fever,  and  inquired  if  the  doctor  should  be  sent  for. 
Madame  Dalibard  seemed  surprised  at  the  intelligence,  and 
directed  her  chair  to  be  wheeled  into  her  niece's  room,  in 
order  herself  to  judge  of  Helen's  state.  The  maid,  sure  that 
the  doctor  would  be  summoned,  hastened  to  the  stables,  and 
seeing  Beck,  instructed  him  to  saddle  one  of  the  horses  and  to 
await  further  orders.  Beck  kept  her  a  few  moments  talking 
while  he  saddled  his  horse,  and  then  followed  her  into  the 
house,  observing  that  it  would  save  time  if  he  were  close  at 
hand. 

"That  is  quite  true,"  said  the  maid,  "and  you  may  as  well 
wait  in  the  corridor.  Madame  may  wish  to  speak  to  you  her- 
self, and  give  you  her  own  message  or  note  to  the  doctor." 

Beck,  full  of  gloomy  suspicions,  gladly  obeyed,  and  while 
the  maid  entered  the  sick-chamber,  stood  anxiously  without. 
Presently  Varney  passed  him,  and  knocked  at  Helen's  door; 
the  maid  half-opened  it. 

"How  is  Miss  Mainwaring?"  said  he,  eagerly. 

"I  fear  she  is  worse,  sir;  but  Madame  Dalibard  loes  not 
think  there  is  any  danger." 

"No  danger!  I  am  glad;  but  pray  ask  Madame  Dalibard 
to  let  me  see  her  for  a  few  moments  in  her  own  room.  If  she 
come  out,  I  will  wheel  her  chair  to  it.  Whether  there  is  dan- 
ger or  not,  we  had  better  send  for  other  advice  than  this  coun- 
try doctor,  who  has  perhaps  mistaken  the  case;  tell  her  I  am 
very  uneasy,  and  beg  her  to  join  me  immediately." 
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"I  think  you  are  quite  right,  sir,"  said  the  maid,  closing 
the  door. 

Varney  then,  turning  round  for  the  first  time,  noticed  Beck, 
and  said  roughly,  — 

"What  do  you  do  here?     Wait  below  till  you  are  sent  for." 

Beck  pulled  his  forelock,  and  retreated  back,  not  in  the 
direction  of  the  principal  staircase,  but  towards  that  used  by 
the  servants,  and  which  his  researches  into  the  topography  of 
the  mansion  had  now  made  known  to  him.  To  gain  these 
back  stairs  he  had  to  pass  Lucretia's  room;  the  door  stood 
ajar;  Varney 's  face  was  turned  from  him.  Beck  breathed 
hard,  looked  round,  then  crept  within,  and  in  a  moment  was 
behind  the  folds  of  the  tapestry. 

Soon  the  chair  in  which  sat  Madame  Dalibard  was  drawn 
by  Varney  himself  into  the  room. 

Shutting  the  door  with  care,  and  turning  the  key,  Gabriel 
said,  with  low,  suppressed  passion,  — 

"Well;  your  mind  seems  wandering,  — speak!  " 

"  It  is  strange, "  said  Lucretia,  in  hollow  tones,  "  can  Nature 
turn  accomplice,  and  befriend  us  here?" 

"Nature!  did  you  not  last  night  administer  the  —  " 

"No,"  interrupted  Lucretia.  "No;  she  came  into  the  room, 
she  kissed  me  here,  —  on  the  brow  that  even  then  was  medi- 
tating murder.  The  kiss  burned;  it  burns  still,  — it  eats  into 
the  brain  like  remorse.  But  I  did  not  yield;  I  read  again  her 
false  father's  protestation  of  love;  I  read  again  the  letter 
announcing  the  discovery  of  my  son,  and  remorse  lay  still.  I 
went  forth  as  before,  I  stole  into  her  chamber,  I  had  the  fatal 
crystal  in  my  hand  —  " 

"Well,  well!" 

"  And  suddenly  there  came  the  fearful  howl  of  a  dog,  and 
the  dog's  fierce  eyes  glared  on  me.  I  paused,  I  trembled; 
Helen  started,  woke,  called  aloud.  I  turned  and  fled.  The 
poison  was  not  given." 

Varney  ground  his  teeth.  "But  this  illness!  Ha!  the 
effect,  perhaps,  of  the  drops  administered  two  nights  ago." 

"No;  this  illness  has  no  symptoms  like  those  the  poison 
should  bequeath,  —  it  is  but  natural  fever,  a  shock  on  the 
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nerves ;  she  told  me  s  a  had  been  wakened  by  the  dog's  howl, 
and  seen  a  dark  fora  like  a  thing  from  the  grave,  creeping 
along  the  floor.  But  she  is  really  ill ;  send  for  the  physician  j 
there  is  nothing  in  her  illness  to  betray  the  hand  of  man. 
Be  it  as  it  may,  —  that  kiss  still  burns ;  I  will  stir  in  this  no 
more.  Do  what  you  will  yourself !  " 

"Fool,  fool!"  exclaimed  Varney,  almost  rudely  grasping 
her  arm.  "  Remember  how  much  we  have  yet  to  prepare  for, 
how  much  to  do,  — and  the  time  so  short!  Percival's  return, 
—  perhaps  this  Greville's  arrival.  Give  me  the  drugs ;  I  will 
mix  them  for  her  in  the  potion  the  physician  sends.  And 
when  Percival  returns,  —  his  Helen  dead  or  dying,  —  /  will 
attend  on  him!  Silent  still?  Eecall  your  son!  Soon  you 
will  clasp  him  in  your  arms  as  a  beggar,  or  as  the  lord  of 
Laugh  ton ! " 

Lucretia  shuddered,  but  did  not  rise;  she  drew  forth  a 
ring  of  keys  from  her  bosom,  and  pointed  towards  a  secre- 
tary. Varney  snatched  the  keys,  unlocked  the  secretary, 
seized  the  fatal  casket,  and  sat  down  quietly  before  it. 

When  the  dire  selections  were  made,  and  secreted  about 
his  person,  Varney  rose,  approached  the  fire,  and  blew  the 
wood  embers  to  a  blaze. 

"And  now,"  he  said,  with  his  icy  irony  of  smile,  "we  may 
dismiss  these  useful  instruments,  —  perhaps  forever.  Though 
Walter  Ardworth,  in  restoring  your  son,  leaves  us  dependent 
on  that  son's  filial  affection,  and  I  may  have,  therefore,  little 
to  hope  for  from  the  succession,  to  secure  which  I  have  risked 
and  am  again  to  risk  my  life,  I  yet  trust  to  that  influence 
which  you  never  fail  to  obtain  over  others.  I  take  it  for 
granted  that  when  these  halls  are  Vincent  Braddell's,  we 
shall  have  no  need  of  gold,  nor  of  these  pale  alchemies. 
Perish,  then,  the  mute  witnesses  of  our  acts,  the  elements 
we  have  bowed  to  our  will !  No  poison  shall  be  found  in  our 
hoards !  Fire,  consume  your  consuming  children ! " 

As  he  spoke,  he  threw  upon  the  hearth  the  contents  of  the 
casket,  and  set  his  heel  upon  the  logs.  A  bluish  flame  shot 
up,  breaking  into  countless  sparks,  and  then  died. 

Lucretia  watched  him  without  speaking. 
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In  coining  back  towards  the  table,  Varney  felt  something 
hard  beneath  his  tread;  he  stooped,  and  picked  up  the  ring 
which  has  before  been  described  as  amongst  the  ghastly  treas- 
ures of  the  casket,  and  which  had  rolled  on  the  floor  almost  to 
Lucretia's  feet,  as  he  had  emptied  the  contents  on  the  hearth. 

"This,  at  least,  need  tell  no  tales,"  said  he;  "a  pity  to 
destroy  so  rare  a  piece  of  workmanship,  — one,  too,  which  we 
never  can  replace !  " 

"  Ay, v  said  Lucretia,  abstractedly ;  "  and  if  detection  comes, 
it  may  secure  a  refuge  from  the  gibbet.  Give  me  the  ring." 

"A  refuge  more  terrible  than  the  detection,"  said  Varney, 
—  "beware  of  such  a  thought,"  as  Lucretia,  taking  it  from  his 
hand,  placed  the  ring  on  her  finger. 

"  And  now  I  leave  you  for  a  while  to  recollect  yourself,  — 
to  compose  your  countenance  and  your  thoughts.  I  will  send 
for  the  physician." 

Lucretia,  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  floor,  did  not  heed  him, 
and  he  withdrew. 

So  motionless  was  her  attitude,  so  still  her  very  breathing, 
that  the  unseen  witness  behind  the  tapestry,  who,  while  struck 
with  horror  at  what  he  had  overheard  (the  general  purport  of 
which  it  was  impossible  that  he  could  misunderstand),  was 
parched  with  impatience  to  escape  to  rescue  his  beloved  mas- 
ter from  his  impending  fate,  and  warn  him  of  the  fate  hover- 
ing nearer  still  over  Helen,  ventured  to  creep  along  the  wall 
to  the  threshold,  to  peer  forth  from  the  arras,  and  seeing  her 
eyes  still  downcast,  to  emerge,  and  place  his  hand  on  the  door. 
At  that  very  moment  Lucretia  looked  up,  and  saw  him  gliding 
from  the  tapestry;  their  eyes  met:  his  were  fascinated  as  the 
bird's  by  the  snake's.  At  the  sight,  all  her  craft,  her  intel- 
lect, returned.  With  a  glance,  she  comprehended  the  terrible 
danger  that  awaited  her.  Before  he  was  aware  of  her  move- 
ment, she  was  at  his  side;  her  hand  on  his  own,  her  voice  in 
his  ear. 

"  Stir  not  a  step,  utter  not  a  sound,  or  you  are  —  " 

Beck  did  not  suffer  her  to  proceed.  With  the  violence 
rather  of  fear  than  of  courage,  he  struck  her  to  the  ground; 
but  she  clung  to  him  still,  and  though  rendered  for  the  mo- 
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ment  speechless  by  the  suddenness  of  the  blow,  her  eyes  took 
an  expression  of  unspeakable  cruelty  and  fierceness.  He 
struggled  with  all  his  might  to  shake  her  off;  as  he  did  so, 
she  placed  feebly  her  other  hand  upon  the  wrist  of  the  lifted 
arm  that  had  smitten  her,  and  he  felt  a  sharp  pain,  as  if  the 
nails  had  fastened  into  the  flesh.  This  but  exasperated  him 
to  new  efforts.  He  extricated  himself  from  her  grasp,  which 
relaxed  as  her  lips  writhed  into  a  smile  of  scorn  and  triumph, 
and,  spurning  her  while  she  lay  before  the  threshold,  he 
opened  the  door,  sprang  forward,  and  escaped.  No  thought 
had  he  of  tarrying  in  that  House  of  Pelops,  those  human 
shambles,  of  denouncing  Murder  in  its  lair;  to  fly  to  reach 
his  master,  warn,  and  shield  him,  —  that  was  the  sole  thought 
which  crossed  his  confused,  bewildered  brain. 

It  might  be  from  four  to  five  minutes  that  Licretia,  half- 
stunned,  half -senseless,  lay  upon  those  floors,  —  for  besides 
the  violence  of  her  fall,  the  shock  of  the  struggle  upon  nerves 
weakened  by  the  agony  of  apprehension,  occasioned  by  the 
imminent  and  unforeseen  chance  of  detection,  paralyzed  her 
wondrous  vigour  of  mind  and  frame,  —  when  Varney  entered. 

"They  tell  me  she  sleeps,"  he  said,  in  hoarse,  muttered 
accents,  before  he  saw  the  prostrate  form  at  his  very  feet. 
But  Varney's  step,  Varney's  voice,  had  awakened  Lucretia's 
reason  to  consciousness  and  the  sense  of  peril.  Eising,  though 
with  effort,  she  related  hurriedly  what  had  passed. 

"  Fly,  fly !  "  she  gasped,  as  she  concluded.  "  Fly,  to  detain, 
to  secrete,  this  man  somewhere  for  the  next  few  hours. 
Silence  him  but  till  then;  I  have  done  the  rest!"  and  her 
finger  pointed  to  the  fatal  ring.  Varney  waited  for  no  further 
words ;  he  hurried  out,  and  made  at  once  to  the  stables :  his 
shrewdness  conjectured  that  Beck  would  carry  his  tale  else- 
where. The  groom  was  already  gone  (his  fellows  said)  with- 
out a  word,  but  towards  the  lodge  that  led  to  the  Southampton 
road.  Varney  ordered  the  swiftest  horse  the  stables  held  to 
be  saddled,  and  said,  as  he  sprang  on  his  back,  — 

"I,  too,  must  go  towards  Southampton.  The  poor  young 
lady !  I  must  prepare  your  master,  —  he  is  on  liis  road  bach 
to  us;"  and  the  last  word  was  scarce  out  of  his  lips  as  the 


LUCRETIA.  431 

sparks  flew  from  the  flints  under  the  horse's  hoofs,  and  he 
spurred  from  the  yard. 

As  he  rode  at  full  speed  through  the  park,  the  villain's 
mind  sped  more  rapidly  than  the  animal  he  bestrode,  —  sped 
from  fear  to  hope,  hope  to  assurance.  Grant  that  the  spy 
lived  to  tell  his  tale,  —  incoherent,  improbable  as  the  tale 
would  be, —who  would  believe  it?  How  easy  to  meet  tale 
by  tale !  The  man  must  own  that  he  was  secreted  behind  the 
tapestry,  — wherefore  but  to  rob?  Detected  by  Madame  Dali- 
bard,  he  had  coined  this  wretched  fable.  And  the  spy,  too, 
could  not  live  through  the  day ;  he  bore  Death  with  him  as  he 
rode,  he  fed  its  force  by  his  speed,  and  the  effects  of  the 
venom  itself  would  be  those  of  frenzy.  Tush !  his  tale,  at 
best,  would  seem  but  the  ravings  of  delirium.  Still,  it  was 
well  to  track  him  where  he  went, — delay  him,  if  possible; 
and  Varney's  spurs  plunged  deep  and  deeper  into  the  bleed- 
ing flanks :  on  desperately  scoured  the  horse.  He  passed  the 
lodge;  he  was  on  the  road;  a  chaise  and  pair  dashed  by  himj 
he  heard  not  a  voice  exclaim  "  Varney !  "  he  saw  not  the  won- 
dering face  of  John  Ard worth;  bending  over  the  tossing 
mane,  he  was  deaf,  he  was  blind,  to  all  without  and  around. 
A  milestone  glides  by,  another,  and  a  third.  Ha!  his  eyes 
can  see  now.  The  object  of  his  chase  is  before  him, — he 
views  distinctly,  on  the  brow  of  yon  hill,  the  horse  and  the 
rider,  spurring  fast,  like  himself.  They  descend  the  hill, 
horse  and  horseman,  and  are  snatched  from  his  sight.  Up 
the  steep  strains  the  pursuer.  He  is  at  the  summit.  He  sees 
the  fugitive  before  him,  almost  within  hearing.  Beck  has 
slackened  his  steed;  he  seems  swaying  to  and  fro  in  the 
saddle.  Ho,  ho!  the  barbed  ring  begins  to  work  in  his  veins. 
Varriey  looks  round, — not  another  soul  is  in  sight;  a  deep 
wood  skirts  the  road.  Place  and  time  seem  to  favour;  Beck 
has  reined  in  his  horse,  —  he  bends  low  over  the  saddle,  as  if 
about  to  fall.  Varney  utters  a  half-suppressed  cry  of  triumph, 
shakes  his  reins,  and  spurs  on,  when  suddenly  —  by  the  curve 
of  the  road,  hid  before  —  another  chaise  comes  in  sight,  close 
where  Beck  had  wearily  halted. 

The  chaise  stops ;  Varney  pulls  in,  and  draws  aside  to  the 
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hedgerow..  Some  one  within  the  vehicle  is  speaking  to  the 
fugitive!  May  it  not  be  St.  John  himself?  To  his  rage  and 
his  terror,  he  sees  Beck  painfully  dismount  from  his  horse, 
sees  him  totter  to  the  door  of  the  chaise,  sees  a  servant  leap 
from  the  box  and  help  him  up  the  step,  sees  him  enter.  It 
must  be  Percival  on  his  return,  —  Percival,  to  whom  he  tells 
that  story  of  horror!  Varney's  brute-like  courage  forsook 
him ;  his  heart  was  appalled.  In  one  of  those  panics  so  com- 
mon with  that  boldness  which  is  but  animal,  his  sole  thought 
became  that  of  escape.  He  turned  his  horse's  head  to  the 
fence,  forced  his  way  desperately  through  the  barrier,  made 
into  the  wood,  and  sat  there,  cowering  and  listening,  till  in 
another  minute  he  heard  the  wheels  rattle  on,  and  the  horses 
gallop  hard  down  the  hill  towards  the  park. 

The  autumn  wind  swept  through  the  trees,  it  shook  the 
branches  of  the  lofty  ash  that  overhung  the  Accursed  One. 
What  observer  of  Nature  knows  not  that  peculiar  sound  which 
the  ash  gives  forth  in  the  blast?  Not  the  solemn  groan  of  the 
oak,  not  the  hollow  murmur  of  the  beech,  but  a  shrill  wail, — 
a  shriek  as  of  a  human  voice  in  sharp  anguish.  Varney  shud- 
dered, as  if  he  had  heard  the  death-cry  of  his  intended  victim. 
Through  briers  and  thickets,  torn  by  the  thorns,  bruised  by 
the  boughs,  he  plunged  deeper  and  deeper  into  the  wood,  gained 
at  length  the  main  path  cut  through  it,  found  himself  in  a  lane, 
and  rode  on,  careless  whither,  till  he  had  reached  a  small  town, 
about  ten  miles  from  Laughton,  where  he  resolved  to  wait  till 
his  nerves  had  recovered  their  tone,  and  he  could  more  calmly 
calculate  the  chances  of  safety. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

LUCRETIA   REGAINS    HER   SON. 

IT  seemed  as  if  now,  when  danger  became  most  imminent 
and  present,  that  that  very  danger  served  to  restore  to  Lucre- 
tia  Dalibard  her  faculties,  which  during  the  earlier  day  had 
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been  steeped  in  a  kind  of  dreary  stupor.  The  absolute  neces- 
sity of  playing  out  her  execrable  part  with  all  suitable  and 
consistent  hypocrisy,  braced  her  into  iron.  But  the  disguise 
she  assumed  was  a  supernatural  effort,  it  stretched  to  crack- 
ing every  fibre  of  the  brain ;  it  seemed  almost  to  herself  as  if, 
her  object  once  gained,  either  life  or  consciousness  could  hold 
out  no  more. 

A  chaise  stopped  at  the  porch;  two  gentlemen  descended. 
The  elder  paused  irresolutely,  and  at  length,  taking  out  a 
card,  inscribed  "Mr.  Walter  Ardworth,"  said,  "If  Madame 
Dalibard  can  be  spoken  to  for  a  moment,  will  you  give  her 
this  card?  " 

The  footman  hesitatingly  stared  at  the  card,  and  then 
invited  the  gentleman  into  the  hall  while  he  took  up  the 
message.  Not  long  had  the  visitor  to  wait,  pacing  the  dark 
oak  floors  and  gazing  on  the  faded  banners,  before  the  servant 
reappeared:  Madame  Dalibard  would  see  him.  He  followed 
his  guide  up  the  stairs,  while  his  young  companion  turned 
from  the  hall,  and  seated  himself  musingly  on  one  of  the 
benches  on  the  deserted  terrace. 

Grasping  the  arms  of  her  chair  with  both  hands,  her  eyes 
fixed  eagerly  on  his  face,  Lucretia  Dalibard  awaited  the  wel- 
come visitor. 

Prepared  as  he  had  been  for  change,  Walter  was  startled 
by  the  ghastly  alteration  in  Lucretia's  features,  increased  as 
it  was  at  that  moment  by  all  the  emotions  which  raged  within. 
He  sank  into  the  chair  placed  for  him  opposite  Lucretia,  and 
clearing  his  throat,  said  falteringly,  — 

"  I  grieve  indeed,  Madame,  that  my  visit,  intended  to  bring 
but  joy,  should  chance  thus  inopportunely.  The  servant 
informed  me  as  we  came  up  the  stairs  that  your  niece  was 
ill;  and  I  sympathize  with  your  natural  anxiety, — Susan's 
only  child,  too ;  poor  Susan !  " 

"Sir,"  said  Lucretia,  impatiently,  "these  moments  are 
precious.  Sir,  sir,  my  son, — my  son!"  and  her  eyes 
glanced  to  the  door.  "You  have  brought  with  you  a  com- 
panion, —  does  he  wait  without?  My  son!  " 

"Madame,  give  me  a  moment's  patience.     I  will  be  brief, 

28 
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and  compress  what  in  other  moments  might  be  a  long  narra- 
tive into  a  few  sentences." 

Eapidly  then  Walter  Ardworth  passed  over  the  details, 
unnecessary  now  to  repeat  to  the  reader, — the  injunctions 
of  Braddell,  the  delivery  of  the  child  to  the  woman  selected 
by  his  fellow-sectarian  (who,  it  seemed,  by  John  Ardworth 's 
recent  inquiries,  was  afterwards  expelled  the  community,  and 
who,  there  was  reason  to  believe,  had  been  the  first  seducer  of 
the  woman  thus  recommended).  No  clew  to  the  child's  par- 
entage had  been  given  to  the  woman  with  the  sum  intrusted 
for  his  maintenance,  which  sum  had  perhaps  been  the  main 
cause  of  her  reckless  progress  to  infamy  and  ruin.  The  nar- 
rator passed  lightly  over  the  neglect  and  cruelty  of  the  nurse, 
to  her  abandonment  of  the  child  when  the  money  was  ex- 
hausted. Fortunately  she  had  overlooked  the  coral  round  its 
neck.  By  that  coral,  and  by  the  initials  V.  B.,  which  Ard- 
worth had  had  the  precaution  to  ha^e  burned  into  the  child's 
wrist,  the  lost  son  had  been  discovered;  the  nurse  herself 
(found  in  the  person  of  Martha  Skeggs,  Lucretia's  own  ser- 
vant) had  been  confronted  with  the  woman  to  whom  she  gave 
the  child,  and  recognized  at  once.  Nor  had  it  been  difficult 
to  obtain  from  her  the  confession  which  completed  the 
evidence. 

"In  this  discovery,"  concluded  Ardworth,  ".he  person  I 
employed  met  your  own  agent,  and  the  last  links  in  the  chain 
they  traced  together.  But  to  that  person  —  to  his  zeal  and 
intelligence  —  you  owe  the  happiness  I  trust  to  give  you.  He 
sympathized  with  me  the  more  that  he  knew  you  personally, 
felt  for  your  sorrows,  and  had  a  lingering  belief  that  you  sup- 
posed him  to  be  the  child  you  yearned  for.  Madame,  thank 
my  son  for  the  restoration  of  your  own !  " 

Without  sound,  Lucretia  had  listened  to  these  details, 
though  her  countenance  changed  fearfully  as  the  narrator 
proceeded.  But  now  she  groaned  aloud  and  in  agony. 

"Nay,  Madame,"  said  Ardworth,  feelingly,  and  in  some 
surprise,  "surely  the  discovery  of  your  son  should  create 
gladder  emotions!  Though,  indeed,  you  will  be  prepared  to 
find  that  the  poor  youth  so  reared  wants  education  and  refine- 
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ment,  I  have  heard  enough  to  convince  me  that  his  disposi- 
tions are  good  and  his  heart  grateful.  Judge  of  this  yourself; 
he  is  in  these  walls,  he  is  —  " 

"  Abandoned  by  a  harlot,  —  reared  by  a  beggar !  My  son !  " 
interrupted  Lucretia,  in  broken  sentences.  "Well,  sir,  have 
you  discharged  your  task !  Well  have  you  replaced  a  mother !  " 

Before  Ardworth  could  reply,  loud  and  rapid  steps  were 
heard  in  the  corridor,  and  a  voice,  cracked,  indistinct,  but 
vehement.  The  door  was  thrown  open,  and,  half-supported 
by  Captain  Greville,  half  dragging  him  along,  his  features 
convulsed,  whether  by  pain  -or  passion,  the  spy  upon  Lucre- 
tia's  secrets,  the  denouncer  of  her  crime,  tottered  to  the 
threshold.  Pointing  to  where  she  sat  with  his  long,  lean 
arm,  Beck  exclaimed,  "Seize  her!  I  'cuse  her,  face  to  face, 
of  the  murder  of  her  niece,  — of  —  of  I  told  you,  sir  —  I  told 
you  —  " 

"Madame,"  said  Captain  Greville,  "you  stand  charged  by 
this  witness  with  the  most  terrible  of  human  crimes.  I  judge 
you  not.  Your  niece,  I  rejoice  to  hear,  yet  lives.  Pray  God 
that  her  death  be  not  traced  to  those  kindred  hands !  " 

Turning  her  eyes  from  one  to  the  other  with  a  wandering 
stare,  Lucretia  Dalibard  remained  silent.  But  there  was  still 
scorn  on  her  lip,  and  defiance  on  her  brow.  At  last  she  said 
slowly,  and  to  Ardworth,  — 

"Where  is  my  son?  You  say  he  is  within  these  walls. 
Call  him  forth  to  protect  his  mother!  Give  me  at  least  my 
son,  —  my  son !  " 

Her  last  words  were  drowned  by  a  fresh  burst  of  fury  from 
her  denouncer.  In  all  the  coarsest  invective  his  education 
could  supply,  in  all  the  hideous  vulgarities  of  his  untutored 
dialect,  in  that  uncurbed  licentiousness  of  tone,  look,  and 
manner  which  passion,  once  aroused,  gives  to  the  dregs  and 
scum  of  the  populace,  Beck  poured  forth  his  frightful  charges, 
his  frantic  execrations.  In  vain  Captain  GrevilJe  strove  to 
check  him;  in  vain  Walter  Ardworth  sought  to  draw  him 
from  the  room.  But  while  the  poor  wretch  —  maddening 
not  more  with  the  consciousness  of  the  crime  than  with  the 
excitement  of  the  poison  in  his  blood  —  thus  raved  and  stormed, 
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a  terrible  suspicion  crossed  Walter  Ardworth;  mechanically, 

—  as  his  grasp  was  on  the  accuser's   arm, — he   bared  the 
sleeve,  and  on  the  wrist  were  the1  dark -blue  letters  burned 
into  the  skin  and  bearing  witness  to  his  identity  with  the 
lost  Vincent  Braddell. 

"  Hold,  hold !  "  he  exclaimed  then ;  "  hold,  unhappy  man ! 

—  it  is  your  mother  whom  you  denounce !  " 

Lucretia  sprang  up  erect;  her  eyes  seemed  starting  from 
her  head.  She  caught  at  the  arm  pointed  towards  her  in 
wrath  and  menace,  and  there,  amidst  those  letters  that  pro- 
claimed her  son,  was  the  small  puncture,  surrounded  by  ., 
livid  circle,  that  announced  her  victim.  In  the  same  instant 
she  discovered  her  child  in  the  man  who  was  calling  down 
upon  her  head  the  hatred  of  Earth  and  the  justice  of  Heaven, 
and  knew  herself  his  murderess ! 

She  dropped  the  arm,  and  sank  back  on  the  chair;  and 
whether  the  poison  had  now  reached  to  the  vitals,  or  whether 
so  unwonted  a  passion  in  so  frail  a  frame  sufficed  for  the 
death-stroke,  Beck  himself,  with  a  low,  suffocated  cry,  slid 
from  the  hand  of  Ardworth,  and  tottering  a  step  or  so,  the 
blood  gushed  from  his  mouth  over  Lucretia's  robe;  his  head 
drooped  an  instant,  and,  falling,  rested  first  upon  her  lap, 
then  struck  heavily  upon  the  floor.  The  two  men  bent  over 
him  and  raised  him  in  their  arms ;  his  eyes  opened  and  closed, 
his  throat  rattled,  and  as  he  fell  back  into  their  arms  a  corpse, 
a  laugh  rose  close  at  hand,  —  it  rang  through  the  walls,  it 
was  heard  near  and  afar,  above  and  below;  not  an  ear  in  that 
house  that  heard  it  not.  In  that  laugh  fled  forever,  till  the 
Judgment-day,  from  the  blackened  ruins  of  her  lost  soul,  the 
reason  of  the  murderess-mother. 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

THE   LOTS   VANISH    WITHIN   THE   URN. 

VARNEY'S  self-commune  restored  to  him  his  constitutional 
audacity.  He  returned  to  Laughton  towards  the  evening,  and 
held  a  long  conference  with  Greville.  Fortunately  for  him, 
perhaps,  and  happily  for  all,  Helen  had  lost  all  more  danger- 
ous symptoms;  and  the  physician,  who  was  in  the  house,  saw 
in  her  state  nothing  not  easily  to  be  accounted  for  by  natural 
causes.  Percival  had  arrived,  had  seen  Helen,  —  no  wonder 
she  was  better !  Both  from  him  and  from  Helen,  Madame 
Dalibard's  fearful  condition  was  for  the  present  concealed. 
Ardworth's  story,  and  the  fact  of  Beck's  identity  with  Vin- 
cent Braddell,  were  also  reserved  for  a  later  occasion.  The 
tale  which  Beck  had  poured  into  the  ear  of  Greville  (when, 
recognizing  the  St.  John  livery,  the  captain  stopped  his  chaise 
to  inquire  if  Percival  were  at  the  Hall,  and  when  thrilled  by 
the  hideous  import  of  his  broken  reply,  that  gentleman  had 
caused  him  to  enter  the  vehicle  to  explain  himself  further), 
Varney,  with  his  wonted  art  and  address,  contrived  to  strip  of 
all  probable  semblance.  Evidently  the  poor  lad  had  been 
already  delirious;  his  story  must  be  deemed  the  nightmare  of 
his  disordered  reason.  Varney  insisted  upon  surgical  exam- 
ination as  to  the  cause  of  his  death.  The  membranes  of  the 
brain  were  found  surcharged  with  blood,  as  in  cases  of  great 
mental  excitement;  the  slight  puncture  in  the  wrist,  ascribed 
to  the  prick  of  a  rusty  nail,  provoked  no  suspicion.  .If  some 
doubts  remained  still  in  Greville's  acute  mind,  he  was  not 
gager  to  express,  still  less  to  act  upon  them.  Helen  was 
declared  to  be  out  of  danger ;  Percival  was  safe,  —  why  affix 
by  minute  inquiry  into  the  alleged  guilt  of  Madame  Dalibard 
(already  so  awfully  affected  by  the  death  of  her  son  and  by 
the  loss  of  her  reason)  so  foul  a  stain  on  the  honoured  family 
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of  St.  John?  But  Grerille  was  naturally  anxious  to  free  the 
house  as  soon  as  possible  both  of  Varney  and  that  ominous 
Lucretia,  whose  sojourn  under  its  roof  seemed  accursed.  He 
therefore  readily  assented  when  Varney  proposed,  as  his  obvi- 
ous and  personal  duty,  to  take  charge  of  his  mother-in-law, 
and  remove  her  to  London  for  immediate  advice. 

At  the  dead  of  the  black-clouded  night,  no  moon  and  no 
stars,  the  son  of  Olivier  Dal i bard  bore  away  the  form  of  the 
once-formidable  Lucretia,  — the  form,  for  the  mind  was  gone; 
that  teeming,  restless,  and  fertile  intellect,  which  had  carried 
along  the  projects  with  the  preterhuman  energies  of  the  fiend, 
was  hurled  into  night  and  chaos.  Manacled  and  bound,  for 
at  times  her  paroxysms  were  terrible,  and  all  partook  of  the 
destructive  and  murderous  character  which  her  faculties, 
when  present,  had  betrayed,  she  was  placed  in  the  vehicle 
by  the  shrinking  side  of  her  accomplice. 

Long  before  he  arrived  in  London,  Varney  had  got  rid  of 
his  fearful  companion.  His  chaise  had  stopped  at  the  iron 
gates  of  a  large  building  somewhat  out  of  the  main  road,  and 
the  doors  of  the  madhouse  closed  on  Lucretia  Dalibard. 

Varney  then  hastened  to  Dover,  with  intention  of  flight 
into  France;  he  was  just  about  to  step  into  the  vessel,  when 
he  was  tapped  rudely  on  the  shoulder,  and  a  determined  voice 
said,  "Mr.  Gabriel  Varney,  you  are  my  prisoner! " 

"  For  what?     Some  paltry  debt?  "  said  Varney,  haughtily. 

"  For  forgery  on  the  Bank  of  England !  " 

Varney's  hand  plunged  into  his  vest.  The  officer  seized  it 
in  time,  and  wrested  the  blade  from  his  grasp.  Once  arrested 
for  an  offence  it  was  impossible  to  disprove,  although  the  very 
smallest  of  which  his  conscience  might  charge  him,  Varney 
sank  into  the  blackest  despair.  Though  he  had  often  boasted, 
hot  only  to  others,  but  to  his  own  vain  breast,  of  the  easy 
courage  with  which,  when  life  ceased  to  yield  enjoyment,  he 
could  dismiss  it  by  the  act  of  his  own  will;  though  he  had 
possessed  himself  of  Lucretia's  murderous  ring,  and  death, 
if  fearful,  was  therefore  at  his  command,  —  self-destruction 
was  the  last  thought  that  occurred  to  him;  that  morbid  excita- 
bility of  fancy  which,  whether  in  his  art  or  in  his  deeds,  had 
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led  him  to  strange  delight  in  horror,  now  served  but  to  haunt 
him  with  the  images  of  death  in  those  ghastliest  shapes  famil- 
iar to  them  who  look  only  into  the  bottom  of  the  charnel,  and 
see  but  the  rat  and  the  worm  and  the  loathsome  agencies  of 
corruption.  It  was  not  the  despair  of  conscience  that  seized 
him,  it  was  the  abject  clinging  to  life;  not  the  remorse  of 
the  soul, — that  still  slept  within  him,  too  noble  an  agency 
for  one  so  debased,  —  but  the  gross  physical  terror.  As  the 
fear  of  the  tiger,  once  aroused,  is  more  paralyzing  than  that 
of  the  deer,  proportioned  to  the  savageness  of  a  disposition  to 
which  fear  is  a  novelty,  so  the  very  boldness  of  Varney,  com- 
ing only  from  the  perfection  of  the  nervous  organization,  and 
unsupported  by  one  moral  sentiment,  once  struck  down,  was 
corrupted  into  the  vilest  cowardice.  With  his  audacity,  his 
shrewdness  forsook  him.  Advised  by  his  lawyer  to  plead 
guilty,  he  obeyed,  and  the  sentence  of  transportation  for  life 
gave  him  at  first  a  feeling  of  reprieve;  but  when  his  imagina- 
tion began  to  picture,  in  the  darkness  of  his  cell,  all  the  true 
tortures  of  that  penalty,  — riot  so  much,  perhaps,  to  the  uned- 
ucated peasant-felon,  inured  to  toil,  and  familiarized  with 
coarse  companionship,  as  to  one  pampered  like  himself  by 
all  soft  and  half -womanly  indulgences,  —  the  shaven  hair, 
the  convict's  dress,  the  rigorous  privation,  the  drudging  toil, 
the  exile,  seemed  as  grim  as  the  grave.  In  the  dotage  of 
faculties  smitten  into  drivelling,  he  wrote  to  the  Home  Office, 
offering  to  disclose  secrets  connected  with  crimes  that  had 
hitherto  escaped  or  baffled  justice,  on  condition  that  his  sen- 
tence might  be  repealed,  or  mitigated  into  the  gentler  vorms 
of  ordinary  transportation.  No  answer  was  returned  to  him, 
but  his  letter  provoked  research.  Circumstances  connected 
with  his  uncle's  death,  and  with  various  other  dark  passages 
in  his  life,  sealed  against  him  all  hope  of  a  more  merciful 
sentence;  and  when  some  acquaintances,  whom  his  art  had 
made  for  him,  and  who,  while  grieving  for  his  crime,  saw  in 
it  some  excuses  (ignorant  of  his  feller  deeds),  sought  to  inter- 
ceed  in  his  behalf,  the  reply  of  the  Home  Office  was  obvious : 
"He  is  a  fortunate  man  to  have  been  tried  and  condemned  for 
his  least  offence."  Not  one  indulgence  that  could  distinguish 
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him  from  the  most  execrable  ruffian  condemned  to  the  same 
sentence  was  conceded. 

The  idea  of  the  gibbet  lost  all  its  horror.  Here  was  a 
gibbet  for  every  hour.  No  hope,  — no  escape.  Already  that 
Future  Doom  which  comprehends  the  "  Forever  "  opened  upon 
him  black  and  fathomless.  The  hour-glass  was  broken  up, 
the  hand  of  the  timepiece  was  arrested.  The  Beyond  stretched 
before  him  without  limit,  without  goal,  —  on  into  Annihila- 
tion or  into  Hell. 


EPILOGUE  TO  PART  THE  SECOND. 

STAND,  0  Man!  upon  the  hill-top  in  the  stillness  of  the 
evening  hour,  and  gaze,  not  with  joyous,  but  with  contented 
eyes,  upon  the  beautiful  world  around  thee.  See  where  the 
mists,  soft  and  dim,  rise  over  the  green  meadows,  through 
which  the  rivulet  steals  its  way.  See  where,  broadest  and 
stillest,  the  wave  expands  to  the  full  smile  of  the  setting  sun, 
and  the  willow  that  trembles  on  the  breeze,  and  the  oak  that 
stands  firm  in  the  storm,  are  reflected  back,  peaceful  both, 
from  the  clear  glass  of  the  tides.  See  where,  begirt  by  the 
gold  of  the  harvests,  and  backed  by  the  pomp  of  a  thousand 
groves,  the  roofs  of  the  town  bask,  noiseless,  in  the  calm 
glow  of  the  sky.  Not  a  sound  from  those  abodes  floats  in 
discord  to  thine  ear;  only  from  the  church-tower,  soaring  high 
above  the  rest,  perhaps  faintly  heard  through  the  stillness, 
swells  the  note  of  the  holy  bell.  Along  the  mead  low  skims 
the  swallow,  —  on  the  wave  the  silver  circlet,  breaking  into 
spray,  shows  the  sport  of  the  fish.  See  the  Earth,  how  serene, 
though  all  eloquent  of  activity  and  life !  See  the  Heavens, 
how  benign,  though  dark  clouds,  by  yon  mountain,  blend  the 
purple  with  the  gold!  Gaze  contented,  for  Good  is  around 
thee,  — not  joyous,  for  Evil  is  the  shadow  of  Good!  Let  thy 
soul  pierce  through  the  veil  of  the  senses,  and  thy  sight 
plunge  deeper  than  the  surface  which  gives  delight  to  thine 
eye.  Below  the  glass  of  that  river,  the  pike  darts  on  his 
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prey;  the  circle  in  the  wave,  the  soft  plash  amongst  the 
reeds,  are  but  signs  of  Destroyer  and  Victim.  In  the  ivy 
round  the  oak  by  the  margin,  the  owl  hungers  for  the  night, 
which  shall  give  its  beak  and  its  talons  living  food  for  its 
young;  and  the  spray  of  the  willow  trembles  with  the  wing 
of  the  redbreast,  whose  bright  eye  sees  the  worm  on  the  sod. 
Canst  thou  count  too,  0  Man!  all  the  cares,  all  the  sins,  that 
those  noiseless  rooftops  conceal?  With  every  curl  of  that 
smoke  to  the  sky,  a  human  thought  soars  as  dark,  a  human 
hope  melts  as  briefly.  And  the  bell  from  the  church-tower, 
that  to  thy  ear  gives  but  music,  perhaps  knolls  for  the  dead. 
The  swallow  but  chases  the  moth,  and  the  cloud,  that  deepens 
the  glory  of  the  heaven  and  the  sweet  shadows  on  the  earth, 
nurses  but  the  thunder  that  shall  rend  the  grove,  and  the 
storm  that  shall  devastate  the  harvests.  Not  with  fear,  not 
with  doubt,  recognize,  0  Mortal,  the  presence  of  Evil  in  the 
world.1  Hush  thy  heart  in  the  humbleness  of  awe,  that  its 
mirror  may  reflect  as  serenely  the  shadow  as  the  light.  Vainly, 
for  its  moral,  dost  thou  gaze  on  the  landscape,  if  thy  soul  puts 
no  check  on  the  dull  delight  of  the  senses.  .Two  wings  only 
raise  thee  to  the  summit  of  Truth,  where  the  Cherub  shall 
comfort  the  sorrow,  where  the  Seraph  shall  enlighten  the  joy. 
Dark  as  ebon  spreads  the  one  wing,  white  as  snow  gleams  the 
other,  —  mournful  as  thy  reason  when  it  descends  into  the 
deep;  exulting  as  thy  faith  when  it  springs  to  the  day-star. 

Beck  sleeps  in  the  churchyard  of  Laughton.  He  had  lived 
to  frustrate  the  monstrous  design  intended  to  benefit  himself, 
and  to  become  the  instrument,  while  the  victim,  of  the  dread 
Eumenides.  That  done,  his  life  passed  with  the  crimes  that 
had  gathered  around,  out  of  the  sight  of  mortals.  Helen 
slowly  regained  her  health  in  the  atmosphere  of  love  and 
happiness ;  and  Lady  Mary  soon  learned  to  forget  the  fault  of 

1  Not,  indeed,  that  the  evil  here  narrated  is  the  ordinary  evil  of  the 
world,  —  the  lesson  it  inculcates  would  he  lost  if  so  construed,  —  but  that  the 
mystery  of  evil,  whatever  it.  degree,  only  increases  the  necessity  of  faith  in 
the  vindication  of  the  contrivance  which  requires  infinity  for  its  range,  and 
eternity  for  its  consummation.  It  is  in  the  existence  of  evil  that  man  finds 
his  duties,  and  his  soul  its  progress. 
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the  father  in  the  virtues  of  the  child.  Married  to  Percival, 
Helen  fulfilled  the  destinies  of  woman's  genius,  in  calling 
forth  into  action  man's  earnest  duties.  She  breathed  into 
Percival's  warm,  beneficent  heart  her  own  more  steadfast  and 
divine  intelligence.  Like  him  she  grew  ambitious,  by  her  he 
became  distinguished.  While  I  write,  fair  children  play  under 
the  cedars  of  Laughton.  And  the  husband  tells  the  daughters 
to  resemble  their  mother;  and  the  wife's  highest  praise  to  the 
boys  is:  "You  have  spoken  truth,  or  done  good,  like  your 
father." 

John  Ardworth  has  not  paused  in  his  career,  nor  belied  the 
promise  of  his  youth.  Though  the  elder  Ardworth,  partly  by 
his  own  exertions,  partly  by  his  second  marriage  with  the 
daughter  of  the  French  merchant  (through  whose  agency  he 
had  corresponded  with  Fielden),  had  realized  a  moderate  for- 
tune, it  but  sufficed  for  his  own  wants  and  for  the  children  of 
his  later  nuptials,  upon  whom  the  bulk  of  it  was  settled. 
Hence,  happily  perhaps  for  himself  and  others,  the  easy  cir- 
cumstances of  his  father  allowed  to  John  Ardworth  no  ex- 
emption from  labour.  His  success  in  the  single  episode  from 
active  life  to  literature  did  not  intoxicate  or  mislead  him.  He 
knew  that  his  real  element  was  not  in  the  field  of  letters,  but 
in  the  world  of  men.  Not  undervaluing  the  noble  destinies 
of  the  author,  he  felt  that  those  destinies,  if  realized  to  the 
utmost,  demanded  powers  other  than  his  own,  and  that  man 
is  only  true  to  his  genius  when  the  genius  is  at  home  in  his 
career.  He  would  not  renounce  for  a  brief  celebrity  distant 
and  solid  fame.  He  continued  for  a  few  years  in  patience 
•  and  privation  and  confident  self-reliance  to  drudge  on,  till  the 
occupation  for  the  intellect  fed  by  restraint,  and  the  learning 
accumulated  by  study,  came  and  found  the  whole  man  devel- 
oped and  prepared.  Then  he  rose  rapidly  from  step  to  step; 
then,  still  retaining  his  high  enthusiasm,  he  enlarged  his 
sphere  of  action  from  the  cold  practice  of  law  into  those  vast 
social  improvements  which  law,  rightly  regarded,  should  lead 
and  vivify  and  create.  Then,  and  long  before  the  twenty 
fears  he  had  imposed  on  his  probation  had  expired,  he  gazed 
again  upon  the  senate  and  the  abbey,  and  saw  the  doors  of  the 
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one  open  to  his  resolute  tread,  and  anticipated  the  glorious 
sepulchre  which  heart  and  brain  should  win  him  in  the  other. 

John  Ardworth  has  never  married.  When  Percival  rebukes 
him  for  his  celibacy,  his  lip  quivers  slightly,  and  he  applies  him- 
self with  more  dogged  earnestness  to  his  studies  or  his  career. 
But  he  never  complains  that  his  lot  is  lonely  or  his  affections 
void.  For  him  who  aspires,  and  for  him  who  loves,  life  may 
lead  through  the  thorns,  but  it  never  stops  in  the  desert. 

On  the  minor  personages  involved  in  this  history,  there  is 
little  need  to  dwell.  Mr.  Fielden,  thanks  to  St.  John,  has 
obtained  a  much  better  living  in  the  rectory  of  Laughton,  but 
has  found  new  sources  of  pleasant  trouble  for  himself  in  seek- 
ing to  drill  into  the  mind  of  Percival's  eldest  son  the  elements 
of  Euclid,  and  the  principles  of  Latin  syntax. 

We  may  feel  satisfied  that  the  Miverses  will  go  on  much 
the  same  while  trade  enriches  without  refining,  and  while, 
nevertheless,  right  feelings  in  the  common  paths  of  duty  may 
unite  charitable  emotions  with  graceless  language. 

We  may  rest  assured  that  the  poor  widow  who  had  reared 
the  lost  son  of  Lucretia  received  from  the  bounty  of  Percival 
all  that  could  comfort  her  for  his  death. 

We  have  no  need  to  track  the  dull  crimes  of  Martha,  or  the 
quick,  cunning  vices  of  Grabman,  to  their  inevitable  goals,  in 
the  hospital  or  the  prison,  the  dunghill  or  the  gibbet. 

Of  the  elder  Ardworth  our  parting  notice  may  be  less  brief. 
We  first  saw  him  in  sanguine  and  generous  youth,  with  higher 
principles  and  clearer  insight  into  honour  than  William  Main- 
waring.  We  have  seen  him  next  a  spendthrift  and  a  fugitive, 
his  principles  debased  and  his  honour  dimmed.  He  presents 
to  us  no  uncommon  example  of  the  corruption  engendered  by 
that  vulgar  self-indulgence  which  mortgages  the  morrow  for 
the  pleasures  of  to-day.  No  Deity  presides  where  Prudence 
is  absent.  Man,  a  world  in  himself,  requires  for  the  develop- 
ment of  his  faculties  patience,  and  for  the  balance  of  his 
actions,  order.  Even  where  he  had  deemed  himself  most 
oppressively  made  the  martyr, — namely,  in  the  profession 
of  mere  political  opinions, — Walter  Ardworth  had  but  fol- 
lowed out  into  theory  the  restless,  uncalculating  impatience 
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which  had  brought  adversity  on  his  manhood,  and,  despite  his 
constitutional  cheerfulness,  shadowed  his  age  with  remorse. 
The  death  of  the  child  committed  to  his  charge  long  (perhaps 
to  the  last)  embittered  his  pride  in  the  son  whom,  without 
merit  of  his  own,  Providence  had  spared  to  a  brighter  fate. 
But  for  the  faults  which  had  banished  him  his  country,  and 
the  habits  which  had  seared  his  sense  of  duty,  could  that 
child  have  been  so  abandoned,  and  have  so  perished? 

It  remains  only  to  cast  our  glance  over  the  punishments 
which  befell  the  sensual  villany  of  Varney,  the  intellectual 
corruption  of  his  fell  stepmother. 

These  two  persons  had  inade  a  very  trade  of  those  crimes 
to  which  man's  law  awards  death.  They  had  said  in  their 
hearts  that  they  would  dare  the  crime,  but  elude  the  penalty. 
By  wonderful  subtlety,  craft,  and  dexterity,  which  reduced 
guilt  to  a  science,  Providence  seemed,  as  in  disdain  of  the 
vulgar  instruments  of  common  retribution,  ,to  concede  to  them 
that  which  they  had  schemed  for,  —  escape  from  the  rope  and 
gibbet.  Varney,  saved  from  detection  of  his  darker  and  more 
inexpiable  crimes,  punished  only  for  the  least  one,  retained 
what  had  seemed  to  him  the  master  boon,  —  life.  Safer  still 
from  the  law,  no  mortal  eye  had  plumbed  the  profound  night 
of  Luci-etia's  awful  guilt.  Murderess  of  husband  and  son,  the 
blinded  law  bade  her  go  unscathed,  unsuspected.  Direct,  as 
from  heaven,  without  a  cloud,  fell  the  thunderbolt.  Is  the 
life  they  have  saved  worth  the  prizing?  Doth  the  chalice, 
unspilt  on  the  ground,  not  return  to  the  hand?  Is  the  sud- 
den pang  of  the  hangman  more  fearful  than  the  doom  which 
they  breathe  and  bear?  Look,  and  judge. 

Behold  that  dark  ship  on  the  waters !  Its  burdens  are  not 
of  Ormus  and  Tyre.  No  goodly  merchandise  doth  it  waft 
over  the  wave^  no  blessing  cleaves  to  its  sails;  freighted  with 
terror  and  with  guilt,  with  remorse  and  despair,  or,  more 
ghastly  than  either,  the  sullen  apathy  of  souls  hardened  into 
stone,  it  carries  the  dregs  and  offal  of  the  old  world  to  popu- 
late the  new.  On  a  bench  in  that  ship  sit  side  by  side  two 
men,  companions  assigned  to  each  other.  Pale,  abject,  cow- 
ering, all  the  bravery  rent  from  his  garb,  all  the  gay  insolence 
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vanished  from  Ms  brow,  —  can  that  hollow-eyed,  haggard 
wretch  be  the  same  man  whose  senses  opened  on  every  joy, 
whose  nerves  mocked  at  every  peril?  But  beside  him,  with  a 
grin  of  vile  glee  on  his  features,  all  muscle  and  brawn  in  the 
form,  all  malice,  at  once  spiteful  and  dull,  in  the  heavy  eye, 
sits  his  fit  comrade,  the  Gravestealer !  At  the  first  glance 
each  had  recognized  each,  and  the  prophecy  and  the  vision 
rushed  back  upon  the  daintier  convict.  If  he  seek  to  escape 
from  him,  the  Gravestealer  claims  him  as  a  prey;  he  threatens 
him  with  his  eye  as  a  slave ;  he  kicks  him  with  his  hoof  as 
they  sit,  and  laughs  at  the  writhings  of  the  pain.  Carry  on 
your  gaze  from  the  ship,  hear  the  cry  from  the  masthead,  see 
the  land  arise  from  the  waste,  —  a  land  without  hope.  At 
first,  despite  the  rigour  of  the  Home  Office,  the  education  and 
intelligence  of  Varney  have  their  price,  — the  sole  crime  for 
which  he  is  convicted  is  not  of  the  darkest.  He  escapes  from 
that  hideous  comrade ;  he  can  teach  as  a  schoolmaster,  —  let 
his  brain  work,  not  his  hands.  But  the  most  irredeemable  of 
convicts  are  ever  those  of  nurture  and  birth  and  culture  better 
than  the  ruffian  rest.  You  may  enlighten  the  clod,  but  the 
meteor  still  must  feed  on  the  marsh ;  and  the  pride  and  the 
vanity  work  where  the  crime  itself  seems  to  lose  its  occasion. 
Ever  avid,  ever  grasping,  he  falls,  step  by  step,  in  the  foul 
sink,  and  the  colony  sees  in  Gabriel  Varney  its  most  pesti- 
lent rogue.  Arch-convict  amidst  convicts,  doubly  lost  amongst 
the  damned,  they  banish  him  to  the  sternest  of  the  penal  set- 
tlements ;  they  send  him  forth  with  the  vilest  to  break  stones 
upon  the  roads.  Shrivelled  and  bowed  and  old  prematurely, 
see  that  sharp  face  peering  forth  amongst  that  gang,  scarcely 
human,  see  him  cringe  to  the  lash  of  the  scornful  overseer, 
see  the  pairs  chained  together,  night  and  day!  Ho,  ho!  his 
comrade  hath  found  him  again,  —  the  Artist  and  the  Grave- 
stealer leashed  together!  Conceive  that  fancy  so  nurtured  by 
habit,  those  tastes,  so  womanized  by  indulgence, — the  one 
suggesting  the  very  horrors  that  are  not;  the  other  revolting 
at  all  toil  as  a  torture. 

But  intellect,  not  all  gone,  though  hourly  dying  heavily 
down  to  the  level  of  the  brute,  yet  schemes  for  delivery  and 
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escape.  Let  the  plot  ripen,  and  the  heart  bound;  break  his 
chain,  set  him  free,  send  him  forth  to  the  wilderness.  Hark, 
the  whoop  of  the  wild  men!  See  those  things  that  ape  our 
species  dance  and  gibber  round  the  famishing,  hunted  wretch. 
Hark,  how  he  shrieks  at  the  torture!  How  they  tear  and 
they  pinch  and  they  burn  and  they  rend  him!  They,  too, 
spare  his  life,  —  it  is  charmed.  A  Caliban  amidst  Calibans, 
they  heap  him  with  their  burdens,  and  feed  him  on  their 
offaL  Let  him  live;  he  loved  life  for  himself ;  he  has  cheated 
the  gibbet,  —  LET  HIM  LIVE  !  Let  him  watch,  let  him  once 
more  escape;  all  naked  and  mangled,  let  him  wander  back  to 
the  huts  of  his  gang.  Lo,  where  he  kneels,  the  foul  tears 
streaming  down,  and  cries  aloud:  "I  have  broken  all  your 
laws,  I  ••//ill  tell  you  all  my  crimes;  I  ask  but  one  sentence, 
—  hang  me  up ;  let  me  die !  "  And  from  the  gang  groan  many 
voices :  "  Hang  us  up ;  let  us  die !  "  The  overseer  turns  on 
his  heel,  and  Gabriel  Barney  again  is  chained  to  the  laughing 
Gravestealer. 

You  enter  those  gates  so  jealously  guarded,  you  pass,  with 
a  quick  beat  of  the  heart,  by  those  groups  on  the  lawn,  though 
they  are  harmless ;  you  follow  your  guide  through  those  pas- 
sages ;  where  the  open  doors  will  permit,  you  see  the  emperor 
brandish  his  sceptre  of  straw,  hear  the  speculator  counting 
his  millions,  sigh  where  the  maiden  sits  smiling  the  return  of 
her  shipwrecked  lover,  or  gravely  shake  the  head  and  hurry 
on  where  the  fanatic  raves  his  Apocalypse,  and  reigns  in  judg- 
ment on  the  world;  you  pass  by  strong  gates  into  corridors 
gloomier  and  more  remote.  Nearer  and  nearer  you  hear  the 
yell  and  the  oath  and  blaspheming  curse;  you  are  in  the  heart 
of  the  madhouse,  where  they  chain  those  at  once  cureless  and 
dangerous,  —  who  have  but  sense  enough  left  them  to  smite 
and  to  throttle  and  to  murder.  Your  guide  opens  that  door, 
massive  as  a  wall;  you  see  (as  we,  who  narrate,  have  seen 
her)  Lucretia  Dalibard,  —  a  grisly,  squalid,  ferocious  mockery 
of  a  human  being,  more  appalling  and  more  fallen  than  Dante 
ever  fabled  in  his  spectres,  than  Swift  ever  scoffed  in  his  Ya 
hoos!  Only,  where  all  other  featr*  :e  seems  to  have  lost  itk 
stamp  of  humanity,  still  burns  with  unquenchable  fever  the 
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red,  devouring  eye.  That  eye  never  seems  to  sleep,  or  in 
sleep,  the  lid  never  closes  over  it.  As  you  shrink  from  its 
light,  it  seems  to  you  as  if  the  mind,  that  had  lost  coherence 
and  harmony,  still  retained  latent  and  incommunicable  con- 
sciousness as  its  curse.  For  days,  for  weeks,  that  awful 
maniac  will  preserve  obstinate,  unbroken  silence;  but  as  the 
eye  never  closes,  so  the  hands  never  rest,  — they  open  and 
grasp,  as  if  at  some  palpable  object  on  which  they  close,  vice- 
like,  as  a  bird's  talons  on  its  prey ;  sometimes  they  wander 
over  that  brow,  where  the  furrows  seem  torn  as  the  thunder- 
scars,  as  if  to  wipe  from  it  a  stain,  or  charm  from  it  a  pang ; 
sometimes  they  gather  up  the  hem  of  th?.'.  sordid  robe,  and 
seem,  for  hours  together,  striving  to  rub  from  it  a  soil. 
Then,  out  from  prolonged  silence,  without  cause  or  warning, 
will  ring,  peal  after  peal  (till  the  frame,  exhausted  with  the 
effort  sinks  senseless  into  stupor),  the  frightful  laugh.  But 
speech,  intelligible  and  coherent,  those  lips  rarely  yield. 

There  are  times,  indeed,  when  the  attendants  are  persuaded 
that  her  mind  in  part  returns  to  her ;  and  those  times  experi- 
ence has  taught  them  to  watch  with  peculiar  caution.  The 
crisis  evinces  itself  by  a  change  in  the  manner,  —  by  a  quick 
apprehension  of  all  that  is  said ;  by  a  straining,  anxious  look 
at  the  dismal  walls;  by  a  soft,  fawning  docility;  by  mur- 
mured complaints  of  the  chains  that  fetter;  and  (though,  as 
we  have  said,  but  very  rarely)  by  prayers,  that  seem  rational, 
for  greater  ease  and  freedom. 

In  the  earlier  time  of  her  dread  captivity,  perhaps  when  it 
was  believed  at  the  asylum  that  she  was  a  patent  of  condi- 
tion, with  friends  who  cared  for  her  state,  and  would  liberally 
reward  her  cure,  they  in  those  moments  relaxed  her  confine- 
ment, and  sought  the  gentler  remedies  their  art  employs ;  but 
then  invariably,  and,  it  was  said,  with  a  cunning  that  sur- 
passed all  the  proverbial  astuteness  of  the  mad,  she  turned 
this  indulgence  to  the  most  deadly  uses,  —  she  crept  to  the 
pallet  of  some  adjacent  sufferer  weaker  than  herself,  and  the 
shrieks  that  brought  the  attendants  into  the  cell  scarcely 
saved  the  intended  victim  from  her  hands.  It  seemed,  in 
those  imperfectly  lucid  intervals,  as  if  the  reason  only  re' 
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turned  to  guide  her  to  destroy,  —  only  to  animate  the  broken 
mechanism  into  the  beast  of  prey. 

Years  have  now  passed  since  her  entrance  within  those 
walls.  He  who  placed  her  there  never  had  returned.  He 
had  given  a  false  name,  — no  clew  to  him  was  obtained;  the 
gold  he  had  left  was  but  the  quarter's  pay.  When  Varney 
had  been  first  apprehended,  Percival  requested  the  younger 
Ardworth  to  seek  the  forger  in  prison,  and  to  question  him  as 
to  Madame  Dalibard;  but  Varney  was  then  so  apprehensive 
that,  even  if  still  insane,  her  very  ravings  might  betray  his 
share  in  her  crimes,  or  still  more,  if  she  recovered,  that  the 
remembrance  of  her  son's  murder  would  awaken  the  repent- 
ance and  the  confession  of  crushed  despair,  that  the  wretch 
had  judged  it  wiser  to  say  that  his  accomplice  was  no  more, 
—  that  her  insanity  had  already  terminated  in  death.  The 
place  of  her  confinement  thus  continued  a  secret  locked  in 
his  own  breast.  Egotist  to  the  last,  she  was  henceforth  dead 
to  him, — why  not  to  the  world?  Thus  the  partner  of  her 
crimes  had  cut  off  her  sole  resource,  in  the  compassion  of  her 
unconscious  kindred ;  thus  the  gates  of  the  living  world  were 
shut  to  her  evermore.  Still,  in  a  kind  of  compassion,  or  as 
an  object  of  experiment,  — as  a  subject  to  be  dealt  with  un- 
scrupulously in  that  living  dissection-hall,  —  her  grim  jailers 
did  not  grudge  her  an  asylum.  But,  year  after  year,  the 
attendance  was  more  slovenly,  the  treatment  more  harsh;  and 
strange  to  say,  while  the  features  were  scarcely  recognizable, 
while  the  form  underwent  all  the  change  which  the  shape 
suffers  when  mind  deserts  it,  that  prodigious  vitality  which 
belonged  to  the  temperament  still  survived.  No  signs  of 
decay  are  yet  visible.  Death,  as  if  spurning  the  carcass, 
stands  inexorably  afar  off.  Baffler  of  man's  law,  thou,  too, 
hast  escaped  with  life !  Not  for  thee  is  the  sentence,  "  Blood 
for  blood ! "  Thou  livest,  thou  mayst  pass  the  extremest 
boundaries  of  age.  Live  on,  to  wipe  the  blood  from  thy 
robe,  — LIVE  ON! 

Not  for  the  coarse  object  of  creating  an  idle  terror,  not  for 
the  shock  upon  the  nerves  and  the  thrill  of  the  grosser  interest 
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which  the  narrative  of  crime  creates,  has  this  book  been  com- 
piled from  the  facts  and  materials  afforded  to  the  author. 
When  the  great  German  poet  describes,  in  not  the  least  noble 
of  his  lyrics,  the  sudden  apparition  of  some  "  Monster  Fate  " 
in  the  circles  of  careless  Joy,  he  assigns  to  him  who  teaches 
the  world,  through  parable  or  song,  the  right  to  invoke  the 
spectre.  It  is  well  to  be  awakened  at  times  from  the  easy 
commonplace  that  surrounds  our  habitual  life ;  to  cast  broad 
and  steady  and  patient  light  on  the  darker  secrets  of  the  heart, 
—  on  the  vaults  and  caverns  of  the  social  state  over  which  we 
build  the  market-place  and  the  palace.  We  recover  from  the 
dread  and  the  awe  and  the  half-incredulous  wonder,  to  set 
closer  watch  upon  our  inner  and  hidden  selves.  In  him  who 
cultivates  only  the  reason,  and  suffers  the  heart  and  the  spirit 
to  lie  waste  and  dead,  who  schemes  and  constructs,  and  re- 
volves round  the  axle  of  self,  unwarmed  by  the  affections, 
unpoised  by  the  attraction  of  right,  lies  the  germ  Fate  might 
ripen  into  the  guilt  of  Olivier  Dalibard.  Let  him  who  but 
lives  through  the  senses,  spreads  the  wings  of  the  fancy  in 
the  gaudy  glare  of  enjoyment  corrupted,  avid  to  seize,  and 
impatient  to  toil,  whose  faculties  are  curbed  but  to  the  range 
of  physical  perception,  whose  very  courage  is  but  the  strength 
of  the  nerves,  who  develops  but  the  animal  -as  he  stifles  the 
man,  —  let  him  gaze  on  the  villany  of  Varney,  and  startle  to 
see  some  magnified  shadow  of  himself  thrown  dimly  on  the 
glass !  Let  those  who,  with  powers  to  command  and  passions 
to  wing  the  powers,  would  sweep  without  scruple  from  the 
aim  to  the  end,  who,  trampling  beneath  their  footprint  cf 
iron  the  humanities  that  bloom  up  in  their  path,  would  march 
to  success  with  the  proud  stride  of  the  destroyer,  hear,  in  the 
laugh  of  yon  maniac  murderess,  the  glee  of  the  fiend  they 
have  wooed  to  their  own  souls !  Guard  well,  O  Heir  of  Eter- 
nity, the  portal  of  sin,  —  the  thought !  From  the  thought  tc 
the  deed,  the  subtler  thy  brain  and  the  bolder  thy  courage, 
the  briefer  and  straighter  is  the  way.  Kead  these  pages  in 
disdain  of  self -commune,  —  they  shall  revolt  thee,  not  in- 
struct; read  them,  looking  steadfastly  within, — and  how 
humble  soever  the  art  of  the  narrator,  the  facts  he  narrates 
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like  all  history,  shall  teach  by  example.  Every  human  act, 
good  or  ill,  is  an  angel  to  guide  or  to  warn ; l  and  the  deeds  of 
the  worst  have  messages  from  Heaven  to  the  listening  hearts 
of  the  best.  Amidst  the  glens  in  the  Apennine,  in  the  lone 
wastes  of  Calabria,  the  sign  of  the  cross  marks  the  spot  where 
a  deed  of  violence  has  been  done ;  on  all  that  pass  by  the  road, 
the  symbol  has  varying  effect:  sometimes  it  startles  the  con- 
science, sometimes  it  invokes  the  devotion;  the  robber  drops 
the  blade,  the  priest  counts  the,  rosary.  So  is  it  with  the 
record  of  crime;  and  in  the  witness  of  Guilt,  Man  is  thrilled 
with  the  whisper  of  Religion. 

1  Our  acts  our  aiigels  are,  or  good  or  ill, 
The  fatal  shadows  that  walk  by  us  still. 

FLETCHER. 
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